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				Week 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				I opened my locker, searching through the mess for the book I needed for my first class. Around me, the corridor buzzed with students rushing back and forth, chatting, laughing, and catching up after the half-term break.
			

			
				A familiar hand touched my lower back. "Hi, babe." It was Charlie, my boyfriend. He leaned in to give me a quick kiss on the cheek. "Ugh, back to college already."
			

			
				Charlie was adorable, with floppy, tousled hair and a shy, laid-back charm. His quiet confidence had a way of making me feel secure, like I could face anything as long as he was with me. Though he was on the slimmer side, his toned muscles and smooth skin gave him a subtle, understated sexiness that drove me wild.
			

			
				"I know," I said, moving closer and wrapping my arm around him. "I can’t believe the week off flew by so quickly."
			

			
				Charlie grinned. "Maybe that's because we barely left my bed."
			

			
				He was right. We’d had a lot of sex over the half-term break. “Mmm,” I purred, “And I wouldn’t change a thing.”
			

			
				Our sex life had really taken off since we'd joined the Sex Academy last term. Advertised as a lunchtime club to improve your sex life, it had more than delivered. Although neither of us had expected it to be quite so… hands-on.
			

			
				"Anyway," Charlie said, giving me another quick kiss on the cheek, "I’ve got to run. I need to see my tutor before class."
			

			
				I stood on my tiptoes to kiss him properly, our tongues brushing as we lingered for a moment.
			

			
				"Love you, babe," he said, pulling away.
			

			
				"Love you too," I replied, feeling my heart swell. Things between us had never been better, especially now they had improved so much in bed.
			

			
				Charlie turned to weave his way down the crowded corridor, dodging students as best he could. I shoved my books into my bag and shut my locker, scanning the hall for Meera, my best friend, wondering why she wasn’t at her own locker yet.
			

			
				Wait, there she was, talking to Elliot Wells. That was certainly unusual. Elliot wasn’t exactly the type Meera usually chatted with; he was one of the most studious, hardworking, and sensible students. Tall and lanky, with perfectly slicked back hair and thick-rimmed glasses, Elliot always looked like he should be working in a library. I couldn’t remember ever seeing him speak to a girl before.
			

			
				Meera, on the other hand, was a beautiful, curvy girl of Indian origin, with boundless, addictive energy. Her enormous breasts seemed to have a mind of their own, bouncing around as she charged about. She went through boys faster than I went through underwear, always picking muscular, handsome guys from the sports teams. Why she kept choosing the same type, despite it never working out, I could never understand.
			

			
				My mouth dropped open as I watched her lean up and give Elliot a quick kiss on the cheek, making him go bright red. She flashed him a grin before turning and striding down the corridor towards me, making the other students get out of her way as she led with her cleavage.
			

			
				“Jane!” she squealed, pulling me into a tight hug that squashed her ample chest against my rather more modest one. “Where were you all week?”
			

			
				“In bed with Charlie,” I replied, smirking.
			

			
				She laughed, “I figured as much! I’m so happy for you, it seems like you’ve finally awakened his libido.”
			

			
				“It’s all thanks to the Sex Academy,” I said. “I can’t wait for it to start again on Friday. Who knows what we’ll learn this term!”
			

			
				“And that’s why this term... I’ll be joining you,” Meera announced with a dramatic flourish, folding her arms beneath her chest and winking.
			

			
				“Wait, really?” I said, grinning. “That’s brilliant! But it’s for couples only… Does that mean you’ve finally got yourself a steady boyfriend?”
			

			
				“Yep! As of two minutes ago, I’m officially going out with Elliot Wells,” she declared with a mischievous smile.
			

			
				My jaw dropped. “Elliot Wells? But he’s… not exactly your type.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’m not planning on actually sleeping with him,” she said with a smirk. “Well, probably not. It’s more of a ‘marriage of convenience’ so I can get into this Sex Academy and see what all the fuss is about. And as he knows it’s all a sham, it leaves me free to hook up with all the fuck-boys on the basketball team without any drama.”
			

			
				I laughed, shaking my head. “You’re unbelievable. Poor Elliot won’t know what hit him.”
			

			
				“Oh, he’s thrilled,” she said. “And besides, he gets to walk into the Sex Academy with me on his arm. Can you imagine what that does for his rep? He might even get a girl to talk to him.”
			

			
				“And wait, the basketball team now? I thought you said it was all about the rugby boys.” I said.
			

			
				“Eugh, I had enough rugby lads over half term,” she replied, wrinkling her nose. “They spend so much time drinking, they can’t get it up, and half of them prefer boys to girls. No, I’ve discovered basketball. Listen, it makes perfect sense; they’re all tall, right?”
			

			
				“Right…” I said warily.
			

			
				“And tall guys have big feet, obviously,” she went on.
			

			
				“Er… I suppose,” I said, not quite sure about that dubious logic.
			

			
				“And you know what they say about men with big feet…” She nudged me, smirking.
			

			
				“No?” I asked, still confused.
			

			
				“Big feet; big cocks,” she said loudly with a laugh. I suddenly realised the corridor had mostly emptied out and Mr Jones, our English teacher, was standing right next to us.
			

			
				“Shouldn’t you be in class, ladies?” he said. I turned bright red, mortified that he might have heard Meera’s comment, but she looked completely unbothered.
			

			
				“Just discussing biology, Sir,” she said, throwing me a cheeky grin.
			

			
				“Well, come along then,” he replied with a raised eyebrow. “Chop, chop.”
			

			
				We hurried down the hall, and I couldn’t help but smile to myself. “This term is going to be really interesting,” I thought.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Friday took forever to arrive. When we finally filed into the classroom at lunchtime, I couldn’t help but grin at Meera. She’d been my best friend forever, and I was thrilled she was joining us in this wild adventure.
			

			
				The classroom was in the older part of the building, with creaky oak floors, sash windows, and old-fashioned desks complete with ink wells. Today, though, the desks had been pushed aside, and a semi-circle of yoga mats and cushions had been arranged in the centre of the room.
			

			
				Luna, the post-grad who led the sessions, greeted us with her usual free-spirited charm. She had a definite hippy vibe, and this term her dreadlocked hair was tied up in a messy bun above her head. She wore flowing skirts that looked like they’d come from a trip to Thailand, and her wrists were weighed down by countless bracelets, bangles, and festival wristbands; so many that they seemed like they’d be a daily inconvenience. Her breasts looked large in her stretchy top and sagged slightly, like she needed a bra.
			

			
				“Jane, Charlie, wonderful to see you back this term, namaste,” she greeted us. “And this must be our new members, Meera and Elliot.”
			

			
				Meera went in for a fist bump, but Luna put her hands together and gave her a bow instead, leaving Meera hanging mid-air. “Can’t wait to get started,” Meera said, clearly undeterred. Elliot just looked embarrassed. They found a place on the cushions and, to everyone’s amusement, Elliot pulled out a small notebook and pen, ready to take notes.
			

			
				All the other couples from last term were back. Our friends, Sienna and Micah, followed us in and settled next to us. Sienna was mixed race, and Micah was black. They were both undeniably sexy, and last term we’d ended up exploring our sexuality with them. Things had gradually escalated between the four of us until, by the end of term, I’d had sex with Sienna, Micah had taken me with his impressively large dick, and I had got thoroughly turned on watching Charlie with Sienna. Charlie and Micah had even kissed each other.
			

			
				Next in were Daisy and Dylan. Daisy, with her bleach-blond hair, blue eyes and daring, attention-grabbing outfits, was already shooting a look of irritation at Dylan. He was on the rowing team and, like Daisy, acted like he was the centre of the universe. But as we’d learned, Dylan’s bedroom skills didn’t quite match his bravado; his ejaculations were on a hair trigger, much to Daisy’s obvious frustration.
			

			
				Then came Juno and Victor. Juno was striking, with cropped white hair, glasses, and a nose ring that added to her edgy vibe. She was openly polyamorous and had two boyfriends, though only Victor joined her at the Sex Academy. Victor, with his signature goth look: boots, black trench coat, and smudged dark eyeliner, seemed worlds apart from Juno’s vibrant presence, yet somehow they made a great match.
			

			
				There were several other couples too, including a curvy, ginger-haired girl named Ellie. I hadn’t had much chance to chat with her yet, but I’d already admitted to Charlie that I found her incredibly attractive. When I’d seen her naked, experimenting with her boyfriend, Miles, during one of the previous sessions, the memory had stayed with me. So much so that I couldn’t resist a bit of solo time afterwards, replaying the image in my mind.
			

			
				“Welcome, my beautiful souls,” said Luna, pulling up a chair and sitting at the front facing us. The murmur of conversation died down, and everyone turned to listen to her. "Welcome back to the Sex Academy, and a special hello to our new students."
			

			
				I shot a quick look at Charlie, my pulse picking up as excitement buzzed through me.
			

			
				“For our first session back, we’re going to focus on edging,” Luna began, scanning the room. "Who here knows what that is?"
			

			
				Daisy’s hand shot up. “Delaying your orgasm,” she announced, throwing a pointed look at Dylan, who looked sheepish.
			

			
				“Correct,” Luna replied with a smile. “Edging is all about bringing yourself close to orgasm and then backing off. You repeat this in cycles. And can anyone tell me what benefits this might have?”
			

			
				Daisy’s hand flew up again. “To make it more enjoyable for your partner,” she said, her gaze practically boring a hole through Dylan.
			

			
				“Yes, it can do,” Luna nodded. “If someone can’t keep going after they climax, this can extend the experience. But it can also make your own orgasm a lot stronger and more intense.”
			

			
				As Luna continued talking about edging, my eyes widened. I glanced again at Charlie, listening intently. I liked the sound of this.
			

			
				“So,” said Luna finally, “Let me give you a demonstration.”
			

			
				She stood up, sliding her long skirts over her hips and letting them drop to the floor. She was wearing cute panties with Hello Kitty on them, not what the class was expecting at all. Then she hooked her fingers in the waistband and eased those off too.
			

			
				I felt my own pussy start to throb as Luna exposed herself. She sported a thick, luxurious bush that had clearly never even been trimmed. It spread all the way to her inner thighs and even traced a delicate trail up to her belly button.
			

			
				Luna settled back in her chair, spreading her legs wide with calm confidence. Her long, pink labia peeked through the dark, wild curls of her pubic hair as she brought her fingers to her clit, gently rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles. “Give me a moment to get close,” she said.
			

			
				As we all watched with captivated attention, Luna gradually worked herself up, increasing the pace and pressure. Her chest started to rise and fall dramatically as her breathing got more laboured. She started letting out little moans, her eyes instinctively rolling up in her head from time to time.
			

			
				I could feel my own arousal pooling in my knickers. I glanced at Charlie’s lap. As I suspected, his cock was straining at his trousers. I put out my hand and gave it a squeeze.
			

			
				Luna’s fingers moved faster, her moans growing louder as she drew closer to the edge. Her hips began to shift, rocking slightly. She let out a louder gasp, and her thighs started to shake a little. I thought she was about to come, but she suddenly took her hand off, pausing for a few deep breaths.
			

			
				“I nearly messed that up,” she giggled, taking a deep breath. “Now, we go again. Slowly.”
			

			
				She slipped a finger into her wetness and pulled it out, sticky with her arousal. Then, using the liquid she very slowly started to circle her swollen clit again.
			

			
				“Mmm,” she moaned, “I’m so sensitive now, so close to climaxing, but keeping myself just there, just on the edge, letting my arousal build without tipping over.” Her eyes closed, and she took deeper breaths. A little bead of white liquid formed at the opening of her vagina and threatened to drip down her hairy ass.
			

			
				I continued to massage Charlie’s cock through his trousers as we both watched, entranced. Around the room, a ripple of fidgeting suggested we weren’t the only ones affected; a lot of the other couples were touching each other too.
			

			
				I exchanged a quick glance with Meera, who raised her eyebrows with a grin, clearly enjoying the show. Elliot, on the other hand, was burning bright red with his eyes fixed on Luna. His smart slacks were tented with an absolutely enormous bulge. I flicked my eyes at it, alerting Meera. She turned to look at it and then back to me, her mouth open wide and eyes shining.
			

			
				“Now I’m going to build up and get really close again,” panted Luna.
			

			
				She increased her pace slightly, making herself whimper. The bead of arousal started running down her ass on to the chair. “Oh god,” she murmured softly. 
			

			
				Just as her thighs started shaking, she took her hand away. She groaned loudly and clamped her legs shut. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, trying to hold it back. She just about succeeded, and let out a sigh of relief and then several deep breaths.
			

			
				“I could keep this up for hours, but for the purposes of the demonstration, I’m going to go for it,” she grinned. “But first I want to let myself get right to the edge, hold it there, and then tip over it.” She opened her legs wide again and started back with the circular motion. Soon she was moaning and panting.
			

			
				“I’m so close…” she moaned, her thighs starting to shake again. And then she went for it,  frantically rubbing herself. A second later, she came with an almighty scream, her whole body shaking furiously as her legs clamped shut on her hand. Her eyes rolled back up in her head so we could only see the whites. Her free hand went to her breast, squeezing it tightly through her tie-dye t-shirt.
			

			
				Her orgasm seemed to last a full thirty seconds as her body bucked and shook. Finally, it was over, and she relaxed into the chair, still quivering with aftershocks.
			

			
				The whole class let out a collective sigh, relaxing as well. Looking around, I noticed everyone looked flushed; the boys were all hard, and most couples had been touching each other. Dylan was awkwardly trying to cover up a wet patch on his shorts where he'd come in his pants.
			

			
				Meera turned to me, her eyes shining. "That was so hot," she whispered. Elliot, on the other hand, looked like a deer caught in headlights.
			

			
				Luna stood up and addressed the class, all professional and teacher-like, despite her thick bush still on full display. “That’s all for today,” she said, prompting a groan of disappointment from the class. “But your homework is to practise edging with your partners. I expect to hear all about your progress next week.”
			

			
				We gathered up our things and filed out. “I can’t wait to try this,” I whispered to Charlie.
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, Charlie and I were making out on my single bed as usual. Things were starting to get hot, and to be honest, I’d forgotten all about edging. We were naked in no time, with him kissing my breasts, circling each nipple before moving slowly down my stomach.
			

			
				When he moved between my legs, I opened them wider, giving him access. He started with soft kisses along my thighs, brushing just near where I wanted him, making me ache with anticipation. Then, he finally kissed my clit, and I felt a delicious shiver spread through me. Parting my folds gently, he began to lick with that steady rhythm he’d perfected, hitting all the right spots.
			

			
				As his tongue worked, he started to pick up the pace, and I closed my eyes and arched my back. “Oh, yes,” I murmured, half-lost in pleasure. “You’re so good at that now, Charlie.”
			

			
				I let the sensations wash over me, closing my eyes and enjoying the pleasure flowing through my body. He slipped a finger inside me, feeling how soaking wet I was for him. I could feel the pressure start to build, becoming an unstoppable force.
			

			
				I let myself sink into the sensations, every nerve tingling, his tongue and fingers working me closer to the edge. The tension kept building, tighter and tighter, turning into a wave I knew would break any second.
			

			
				As I felt myself getting closer and closer, my breathing quickened, and I was right on the verge, ready to tip over and reach my release. But then, Charlie stopped. Just as I was about to come, he pulled back, looking up at me from between my legs.
			

			
				I felt myself shudder on the cusp of an orgasm. I gasped, opening my eyes in surprise, half-dazed. “Charlie, what… why’d you stop?”
			

			
				He grinned up at me. “Edging, remember?”
			

			
				I let out a frustrated groan, my whole body throbbing with unsatisfied need. “Oh god, not now, I’m so close.” I grabbed him by the hair and forced his head back between my legs.
			

			
				He kissed my thighs again, teasing me even more. After what felt like an eternity, he finally started up again, his tongue working me back to that blissful edge, coaxing me closer and closer. My body tensed, ready to explode. I held his hair firmly so he couldn’t escape. 
			

			
				And then he stopped again, his tongue just touching my clit. My body was shivering with need.
			

			
				“Charlie!” I whispered, half-laughing, half-desperate. He shrugged, his eyes looking up at me over my trimmed bush, far too pleased with himself.
			

			
				“Just following instructions,” he said quietly, even his breath against my clit was driving me wild.
			

			
				My heart was pounding as he hovered there, clearly loving every second of this delicious torment. I was right on the edge, my skin tingling, my whole body tense with need.
			

			
				“Please, Charlie,” I whispered.
			

			
				He started again, his mouth and fingers working together with just the right rhythm. I could feel myself spiralling back up, the pleasure building, rising faster than before, knowing I was so close yet again. My hips started moving with his, chasing that release, needing it. My breathing quickened, and I felt my whole body tense up as I got to that edge.
			

			
				This time he didn’t stop, but he eased off just enough that I couldn’t quite make it over the edge. My fingers pulled his hair in frustration. 
			

			
				“Charlie, please,” I whispered, almost laughing, almost begging.
			

			
				He kept me hovering there with his tongue, my whole body squirming against the covers, desperate for the release but unable to achieve it. I decided to take matters into my own hands. I slipped my hand between my thighs, ready to take over.
			

			
				But Charlie wasn’t having it. With a grin, he knelt up, caught both my wrists in one hand, and pinned them against the bed above my head. “Not so fast,” he murmured, giving me a teasing kiss on the lips, making it very clear he was in charge now.
			

			
				His shaft was pressed up against my swollen, aching clit now. I rocked my hips, trying to get a bit of friction against it. “Please, fuck me,” I gasped, looking up at him in desperation, “Make me come with your cock.”
			

			
				His eyes looked at me with amusement. He shifted, positioning himself at my entrance but not giving me quite what I wanted. He brushed himself slowly along my slit, his tip catching against my clit in maddening little glances that made my back arch, my body pressing into his, desperate for more.
			

			
				“Is that what you want?” he asked, barely moving, keeping me on that maddening edge.
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, squirming beneath him, my body aching for him just to penetrate me and finally end this sweet torture.
			

			
				“Tell me how much you want it,” he whispered, his cock nestled between my folds, pushing at my entrance.
			

			
				“I want you so much,” I gasped, my voice almost trembling. “I need you, Charlie… please, fuck me.”
			

			
				He smiled at me and then pushed his cock deep into my needy cunt with one steady stroke that made my whole body shudder with relief. His mouth found mine, and he started to fuck me hard. In less than a minute, I was consumed by an intense orgasm that almost made me pass out. My body clenched tightly around him, waves of pleasure crashing over me, leaving me clinging to him, fingers digging into his back as I rode out every last pulse.
			

			
				As the last waves of pleasure made my body tingle, He groaned, and I felt him release inside me, filling me with his warmth.
			

			
				When it was over, I lay there, still trembling, breathless and full of cum. He lay beside me, grinning and looking far too smug.
			

			
				I punched his arm lightly. “Next time, I’m doing that to you. See how much patience you’ve got.”
			

			
				He just laughed, pulling me close. “I look forward to it.”


			
				Week 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				On Monday lunchtime, I met up with Meera in the canteen. It was packed, so we had to speak quietly to avoid being overheard.
			

			
				“So, what did you think of the Sex Academy?” I asked Meera with a smirk.
			

			
				“Fuck,” she replied. “I know you told me about the demonstrations, but I wasn’t expecting it to be quite so… raw and explicit.”
			

			
				“I know, right!” I agreed, remembering how shocked I’d been at first, too.
			

			
				“But, wow, I was so… turned on. You know me, I’m all about the cock. I never thought watching another woman masturbate would make me so fucking wet.” Meera was always terrible at keeping her voice down, and a few people nearby turned to look in our direction.
			

			
				“Meera, shhh,” I warned, practically whispering. “You know, I’ve come to realise that I’m just as attracted to women as men.”
			

			
				Meera laughed. “Well, I don’t think that’s me, but it was still hot. So… did you and Charlie try edging?”
			

			
				I grinned. “Oh my god, yes,” I said, unable to hide my excitement. “We’ve been at it all weekend. My orgasms have been off the charts. Charlie’s too; he came so hard he actually hit the wall on the other side of the room. I guess you had to try it on your own, though?”
			

			
				Meera looked a bit shifty. “Well, actually…” she trailed off.
			

			
				I stared at her, wide-eyed. “You and Elliot didn’t… actually do it, did you?”
			

			
				She smirked. “We didn’t fuck, if that’s what you mean. But I did let him edge me with his fingers. Holy shit, you wouldn’t know it to look at him, but that boy actually has some skills. He had me leaking right through my knickers onto the bus seat.”
			

			
				My mouth dropped open again. “Bus seat?” I whispered.
			

			
				“Yeah, he gets the same bus home as me, remember?” she replied, as if I were stupid.
			

			
				“He fingered you… on the college bus?” I said, still trying to process it.
			

			
				“Yep. With a bit of encouragement from me, he snuck his hand up my skirt and slid my knickers to the side. Edged me the entire way home. Somehow, he knows exactly what he’s doing. I was right on the edge, practically coming, and then he’d ease off, keeping me just there. I was so into it, I even missed my stop.”
			

			
				I stared at her in amazement. But apparently, there was more.
			

			
				“Anyway,” she continued. “I’m just sitting there dribbling all over the seat in a kind of pleasure-coma. Eventually, he says, ‘My stop’s coming up,’ and he starts pressing harder, rubbing faster, and I… came so hard I lurched forward and banged my head on the seat in front of me. Lucky, actually; otherwise, the driver would have wondered why I was suddenly screaming. And then I had to walk all the way home.”
			

			
				I was shaking my head in disbelief as she finished her story. “Bloody hell, Meera,” I said, laughing.
			

			
				She winked at me. “Anyway, I need to hurry up and eat because I’m meeting him in the toilets in ten minutes to repay the favour.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				That afternoon, I happened to have an art class with Meera. We sat next to each other at a desk, a vase of flowers in the middle, ready for us to sketch.
			

			
				“Fucking flowers again,” complained Meera bitterly. “Why? It’s so boring. Why can’t we draw naked people? I bet Van Gogh never had to paint a vase of flowers.”
			

			
				“Actually…” I began, but then I decided I had something more important to talk about. “Never mind,” I sighed, leaning in and lowering my voice. “So… Elliot?”
			

			
				Meera looked at me blankly, but I could tell she was winding me up.
			

			
				“The toilets? Lunchtime?” I nudged, trying not to laugh. “Come on, what happened?”
			

			
				Finally, Meera broke into a wide grin. “Oh. My. God,” she said, drawing it out dramatically.
			

			
				“Well?” I whispered, practically bouncing with impatience.
			

			
				“So, picture the scene,” Meera began, leaning in, relishing every second. “We’re in the toilets, right, and I’m like, ‘let me practise edging you.’ He’s looking all shy, fidgeting, muttering something about ‘not being sure,’ and I just say, ‘Oh, come on, get your pants off,’ and end up pulling them down myself. And his cock is already hard, and it’s fucking enormous.” She paused and looked at me. “Fucking enor-mous,” she said again.
			

			
				Meera was enjoying this. I giggled, glancing round to make sure no one was listening. “Go on…” I said, hooked.
			

			
				“So he’s standing there, like, leaning back against the sink, right, and I start stroking his huge horse cock. And I’ve got to, like, use both hands and can’t even get them round it, it’s so thick,” she said. I could feel my pussy start to throb and my knickers getting wet as I pictured the scene.
			

			
				“Girrrls!” snapped a voice, making us jump. It was our ancient art teacher, who seemed to have materialised out of nowhere. With her Eastern European accent, sharp eyes, silver hair pulled tight in a severe bun, and an unsettling talent for moving soundlessly, she was rumoured to be a vampire, or a witch at the very least.
			

			
				“Silence vile you draw!” she barked, her voice grating like nails on a chalkboard.
			

			
				Meera and I bent over our sketchbooks. We concentrated on the flowers for the rest of the lesson, far too scared to continue talking, even though I was absolutely desperate to hear the rest of the story.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the lesson finally ended, I grabbed Meera’s arm and practically dragged her down the hallway, bursting out into the fresh air. I spotted a secluded bench tucked away under the trees, and we sat down, my eyes fixed on her.
			

			
				“Alright,” I demanded. “Spill everything.”
			

			
				Meera burst out laughing. “God, if I’d known you were this invested, I would’ve filmed the whole thing!”
			

			
				I rolled my eyes. “Just tell me!”
			

			
				“Okay, okay,” she said, still giggling. “So I’m wanking him, and I can’t, like, tell if he’s about to come or not. He’s not making any noise, his face is just… nothing. And he hasn’t touched me, asked to see my tits or anything.”
			

			
				I nodded along, hanging on every word.
			

			
				“So after about ten minutes, my arms are getting tired, and I still have no idea if he’s close to coming. And then all of a sudden he starts spewing cum all over the floor and on my shoes. My really cool, limited edition, Nike trainers, by the way. I was not impressed. I told him straight, ‘You’ve got a nice cock, but you’ve got a lot to learn about communication, buddy.’”
			

			
				 
			

			
				It had been a long week of intense orgasms. By Friday lunchtime, I was feeling pretty tired, but still keen to see what this week’s lesson was about. When everyone was settled and ready, Luna went round the circle, getting everyone to say how they’d got on with the homework.
			

			
				Sienna and Micah, like me and Charlie, had had an amazing week. After a few days of practice, Sienna had decided to edge Micah on and off for several days. “When he finally came on my tits,” she concluded, “it was the biggest load I’d ever seen.” Then she turned to me and whispered, “I’ll show you the photos.”
			

			
				Juno showed off by telling us she’d been edged by both her boyfriends at the same time. Even Daisy had some happy news; she said that it was already helping delay Dylan’s ejaculations a bit. “We managed to do it for four whole minutes,” she said, as Dylan looked at the floor.
			

			
				When it was Meera’s turn, she surprised me. “We didn’t really get going until last night,” she said with a dirty grin. “Elliot came over to mine and we had an epic, mutual edging-fest for four hours. I swear it was the most intense orgasm of my life. It was… unforgettable,” she concluded with a thoughtful look at her “boyfriend”. Elliot was bright red as usual.
			

			
				After the feedback, Luna went back to the front. “Now, let’s start this week’s lesson,” she said. “Today, we’re going to learn about squirting.”
			

			
				There was a rumble of excited muttering from the class. “Now, firstly, not everyone can squirt, so don’t put too much pressure on yourselves,” Luna began. “Some people just squirt when they orgasm, it can be every time or only occasionally. It’s fairly common for some people when they have anal sex. But the easiest and most usual way is what you see in porn. Does anyone know what I’m talking about?”
			

			
				“I know this one,” said Meera, and she stuck her two middle fingers up and moved them back and forth in a “come here” motion. “I had a boyfriend on the cricket team who made me squirt like that. He was a spin bowler, unsurprisingly.”
			

			
				“That’s right, Meera,” nodded Luna, “For a lot of women, they can squirt if their partner learns that technique. So that’s what we’re going to practise this week. But like I said, don’t worry if you can’t do it, because everyone is different. Now, to help me demonstrate, I’ve enlisted the help of Gabriel again.”
			

			
				Luna walked to the classroom door and called Gabriel in, who must have been lurking outside. Gabriel was a Brazilian OnlyFans model that Luna had used for a couple of demonstrations in the first term. He was painfully sexy, with a chiselled jaw and the body of a Greek god.
			

			
				For the second week in a row, Luna slipped her skirts off. This week she was wearing Spiderman knickers, which were met with a few giggles from the class. She took those off too, flicking them to Gabriel with her foot. He caught them and smiled.
			

			
				“I think the class would appreciate you removing some clothes too,” said Luna, “And it will help to get me going too.” She winked at the class.
			

			
				Gabriel slowly unbuttoned his expensive-looking shirt. When it dropped off his shoulders, there was a collective sigh from the girls in the class as he revealed his big arm muscles, six pack and huge abs. He flexed them slightly. Next, he undid his belt and pulled it out through the loops. 
			

			
				Folding the belt in half, he grinned at the class. “Anyone been naughty?” he said in his thick Brazilian accent. I felt a sudden rush of heat between my legs. Meera was watching with her mouth wide open and eyes shining. I saw her start to put her hand up.
			

			
				“Not this week, Gabriel,” laughed Luna, making Meera scowl. “It’s squirting today, remember?”
			

			
				Gabriel nodded, placing the belt on the desk. Then he unbuttoned his trousers and let them drop to the floor. He was wearing white Calvin Klein briefs and sporting a frankly massive bulge that sent further shockwaves between my legs. Charlie sensed my arousal and moved closer, letting me nestle against his body. He put a hand on my thigh.
			

			
				Luna perched her bottom up on a desk and opened her legs. “First,” she said, “It’s important to warm up and get aroused.”
			

			
				Gabriel stood next to her, running his hands up and down her inner thigh, teasing her. Eventually he brushed against her clit, which was hiding in her thick pubic hair. She gasped, reaching out to put her arm around his muscular body. He gently began to stimulate her clit. Luna continued her lesson, occasionally punctuated with little moans. 
			

			
				“In a moment, I’m going to ask Gabriel to… ahh… put two fingers in me and curl them up to press against… ooh, yes like that… to curl them up against my g-spot… ahh,” she explained.
			

			
				Gabriel slipped a finger inside and brought it out, soaking wet. He used the wetness to rub her clit, a bit harder this time. Her hand instinctively reached out for his semi-erect cock in his underwear, grabbing hold of it to steady herself.
			

			
				“Then, he’s going… ooh… to slam them… yes… against my g-spot… ooh… quite hard… and fast… ooh yes,” she said, finding it harder and harder to speak.
			

			
				Gabriel was fully erect now, his cock straining at his briefs. Luna maintained a hand on it, squeezing and stroking it. My cunt was soaking wet now, and Charlie’s hand had found its way up my skirt, rubbing against my clit over the damp fabric.
			

			
				“Okay…” she gasped, finally. “I’m ready.”
			

			
				Parting her folds, he pushed his two middle fingers into her cunt. He had big hands, and he stretched them open. Placing his palm over her mound, he curled his fingers up inside her. Then he started to move his arm up and down, pressing his fingers against her G-spot and releasing again in a quick rhythm.
			

			
				“Oh, that’s it,” she said, her eyes rolling up in her head. “A bit harder, please, Gabriel.”
			

			
				He upped his pace, the muscles in his arms flexing as he finger-banged her g-spot, his palm brushing against her clit.
			

			
				“I’m feeling a pressure… oh god… a pressure like I need to wee… yes… but it’s… just relax… and…” Gabriel was going very fast now. Suddenly, she let out a loud howl, and clear liquid started spraying out of her. With each pump of his hand, more large drops erupted from her pussy, coating his forearm and dripping down on the floor. He didn’t immediately let up, continuing to coax more and more out of her.
			

			
				She gripped his wrist, unable to take any more, and he slowed right down, now just massaging her G-spot. “A few seconds break,” she gasped, panting hard, “and we can go again.”
			

			
				As we watched, Charlie’s fingers were on my clit. His expert touch and the erotic show from Luna had brought me right to the edge. I was desperate to come.
			

			
				After a few seconds, Gabriel started pumping his arm fiercely again, making her squirt, over and over. There was quite a puddle on the wood floor now. They went through this cycle three or four times before she finally stopped him, and he withdrew his fingers.
			

			
				“I could keep going like that for a long time,” Luna said, breathing heavily, “but you get the idea.”
			

			
				She picked up some towels she had ready on the desk and wiped her inner thighs. Then she threw them down on the floor to soak up the liquid. “Any questions?”
			

			
				There were quite a few questions, which Luna answered patiently. When they finally subsided, she said. “Okay, let me know how you get on next week. Now off you go while I’ve still got some time left with Gabriel.”
			

			
				My cunt was absolutely aching, desperate for a release. We all headed for the door. I was one of the last ones out, and as I glanced back at Luna, I saw she was already spread open on the desk again. Gabriel had his briefs down to his thigh, his massive cock sliding deep into her cunt.
			

			
				I hesitated in the doorway, curious to watch. He started to fuck her. Hard. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him tight as he stood between her legs, thrusting into her and making her moan. I felt a stab of envy, imagining what it would be like to be fucked by that Greek god. I tore myself away, out into the corridor to join Charlie.
			

			
				“We’re going to have to go and fuck in your car, right now,” I told him, grabbing his hand and towing him along as fast as I could.
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, I invited Charlie round as usual. I wasn’t sure this was going to work, but I spread some towels out on my bed. When he saw them, he raised his eyebrows.
			

			
				“You want to try it then?” he said.
			

			
				“Of course,” I replied, lying on the towels. I slipped my knickers off from under my dress and threw them on the floor. “Let’s start with some kissing, though.”
			

			
				Charlie smiled and joined me on the bed. Our lips met and we made out for a few minutes. But as usual, just feeling his body against me soon had me turned on. My hands started wandering over his chest, and then down his stomach.
			

			
				I slipped a hand inside his trousers and underwear, wrapping my hand around his hardening cock. It quickly got hard in my hand, and I squeezed and stroked it. “I love your cock,” I whispered.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Charlie’s hands were wandering too. As we kissed, he slipped his hand up my top and under my stretchy sports-bra, groping my tits. Then he moved his hand between my legs, sliding it up my inner thigh, before running his hand over the hair on my mound, making me squirm with anticipation.
			

			
				Finally, Charlie touched my clit, slowly stroking it and making me moan gently into his mouth. I opened my legs wider, throwing one of them over his hip, still kissing him passionately. “Put your fingers in me,” I said.
			

			
				He pushed two fingers into my soaking cunt, curling them up inside me. I was on my side, one leg over him, and I felt myself opening up and stretching around his fingers. He stroked my G-spot with his fingers, and I could already feel a pressure building inside me.
			

			
				“Faster,” I whispered, and kissed him again, my tongue in his mouth and my hand on his throbbing cock.
			

			
				He moved his fingers back and forth, pressing against my G-spot and then releasing over and over. I could feel something happening inside me, like the building of an orgasm, but slightly different.
			

			
				I took my tongue out of his mouth. “Hard and faster,” I requested.
			

			
				He couldn’t really go any harder in our current position, so he rolled me onto my back. I spread my legs wide for him, and he knelt next to me. Now he could start to finger-bang me hard, using his whole arm to repeatedly hit my G-spot with his fingers. 
			

			
				My hand was still around his cock, it was near my face, but I couldn’t quite reach it with my mouth. “Keep going,” I panted.
			

			
				I could feel an intense pressure inside me, a bit like I needed to piss, but different. Suddenly, the sounds from my pussy changed, a loud squelching sound, and I felt myself getting very wet. And then it happened, like a dam breaking, I felt a rush though my body and a fountain of clear liquid erupted from my pussy.
			

			
				Charlie paused, watching in awe as I squirted all over the towels. “Don’t stop,” I told him urgently.
			

			
				He renewed his intermittent pressure on my G-spot. Every touch now made a loud, wet noise, and another fountain erupted from me. The sensation was incredible, different to a normal orgasm. It was more of a continuous feeling. Unlike my normal climax, I felt I could continue to ride it.
			

			
				I grabbed his ass with my hand and pulled his body towards my face. “Fuck my mouth, but don’t stop,” I gasped.
			

			
				Charlie got the idea, pushing his cock into my mouth and thrusting it in and out as I sucked him. All the time, he was still fingering me, building up until I squirted, and then giving me a few seconds respite before doing it again. Over and over, I did it until the towels were soaked through.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s so hot, I’m going to come,” he groaned. His cock throbbed and then I felt him filling my mouth with his warm release. I swallowed it down as fast as I could, sucking him hard through his orgasm.
			

			
				Finally, we collapsed onto the wet bed, wrapping our arms around each other and kissing some more.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Week 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				On Sunday, Meera invited me to watch the basketball practice with her. We sat up in the deserted stands at the side of the court, listening to the squeak of shoes and chatting about our favourite topic… sex.
			

			
				“The one that just scored. That’s Jason,” Meera said, nodding toward a tall, athletic black guy who was now high-fiving his teammates. “Big feet, big cock… zero idea what to do with it,” she said.
			

			
				I laughed, poor Meera had not been having the fairytale sex with the basketball team she'd envisioned. “Oh, come on,” I said, grinning. “You must have found one who’s at least half-decent in bed? How many are you on now?”
			

			
				“Four,” Meera replied with a deadpan expression. She pointed to another player. He was a bit shorter, and he looked more like he should be in a boy band than on a basketball court. “Jack was okay, I guess,” she admitted. “He actually made me come, which is better than the others. A low bar, though.”
			

			
				I snorted with laughter, impressed by her sheer perseverance. “And what about your Sex Academy homework with Elliot?” I asked, curious to hear how that went.
			

			
				Meera’s face lit up, her previous disappointment with the team turning into excitement. “Oh, we definitely practised that assignment,” she said, her eyes shining.
			

			
				“Spill!” I said, nudging her. “Did he manage it?”
			

			
				Just then, there was a cheer as someone scored on the court, and Meera leaned in conspiratorially. “I invited him over again, right? And honestly, I didn’t have high hopes. He’s no spin bowler,” she said. “Although I’ll give him credit, he was surprisingly good at edging.”
			

			
				The coach blew a whistle, and the players ambled to the sidelines for a water break.
			

			
				“So it didn’t work?” I asked.
			

			
				Meera laughed. “Oh, it worked. Fucking hell it worked. That boy made me squirt so much that I had to change all the sheets and put the mattress in the garden to dry out. By the end, I swear I was dehydrated.” She leaned back with a dramatic sigh. “Turns out, he’s a natural. Maybe I should actually let him shag me sometime. He’s not half-bad-looking if you get rid of the glasses and mess up his stupid hair.”
			

			
				We both burst out laughing, and I gave her an incredulous look. “You’re seriously considering fucking Elliot Wells? Geek of the year?”
			

			
				She shrugged with a smirk. “Hey, he’s got hidden talents. Besides,” she added, glancing back at Jason, who was downing a can of Red Bull below, “he’s already ahead of the basketball team.”
			

			
				As we giggled, the players were back on the court, practising some drills. Meera watched them with a mildly critical eye, clearly assessing them as much for the bedroom as on the court.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we arrived at the Sex Academy on Friday, we each found a coil of rope and a pair of strong scissors waiting on our yoga mats. Charlie and I exchanged a look, eyebrows raised. Also, Gabriel was already there, relaxing in a chair by the blackboard. Seeing him made my heart skip a beat.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” whispered Sienna beside me, her eyes gleaming. “I get so turned on when Micah ties me up, but we’ve never used actual rope. Have you and Charlie tried it?”
			

			
				“Not yet,” I admitted, feeling a sudden thrill spark inside me. “But the other day, he held me down against the bed, and… I think I’m going to enjoy this.”
			

			
				Just then, Luna clapped her hands at the front, drawing everyone’s attention. “Welcome, welcome. Today’s lesson is all about Shibari.”
			

			
				She smiled, letting the word sink in.
			

			
				“Shibari, for those who might not know,” she continued, “is the Japanese art of rope bondage. It’s as much about trust and connection as it is about the physical experience. Done right, it can heighten sensitivity, deepen intimacy, and even make your orgasms more intense. But it’s also about artistic expression; using the body as a canvas.”
			

			
				“First, though, a safety warning,” she said. “Never, ever, practise Shibari without scissors or shears readily to hand. You must be able to cut the rope if there are any problems.”
			

			
				Luna picked up her rope and coiled it slowly in her hands. “For many, the idea of being restrained is incredibly arousing,” she continued. “There’s a thrill in surrendering control, in feeling vulnerable yet safe with your partner. Some people find that being held down or bound actually heightens their senses, making every touch feel more intense.”
			

			
				Luna let the rope unwind between her hands, finding the middle and making a loop.. “And for others, tying someone up can be just as powerful. It’s about guiding your partner through a new experience, reading their reactions, and building a bond. When done right, it can be an incredible experience for both partners.”
			

			
				There was a shuffling around the room as we all looked at our partners and took this information on board.
			

			
				Luna continued, letting the rope slide through her hands. “With your partner, decide who’ll be doing the tying, that’s the rigger, or top, and who’ll be tied up, that’s called the bottom, or sometimes the rope bunny.”
			

			
				There were a few sniggers from the class at the unfamiliar names. We all turned to our partners. “I’d like to be the rope bunny,” I said to Charlie. Just the name sounded sexy and made my heart pound with excitement.
			

			
				“Fine by me,” he replied.
			

			
				“Now, you can do this fully clothed, or fully naked,” said Luna, “But for this class, I thought it would be fun to do in our underwear. I think it’s more aesthetically pleasing than being fully clothed, and it’s also nice to feel the rope against your skin. So if you’re comfortable with it, please strip down, tops as well.”
			

			
				We all started to self-consciously take off our outer layers of clothing, Luna and Gabriel too. I was getting more and more turned on, being in a room with all these beautiful, semi-naked people. 
			

			
				Meera was one of the first to undress, completely unbothered. It was my first time seeing her in just her underwear. It was light blue, lacy, and matching; the contrast against her darker Indian skin was beautiful. Her full breasts strained against her voluminous bra, which was just transparent enough to hint at her large, dark nipples beneath.
			

			
				Elliot, on the other hand, looked like he wanted the ground to swallow him up. When he finally worked up the courage to take his trousers off, I saw he was wearing unsexy, old-fashioned, white underpants. But his cock, although soft, was making them bulge more than anyone else’s in the room.
			

			
				“Today, we’re going to learn a basic Box Tie. So can all the bottoms stand on your yoga mats and face me. Tops stand behind them,” directed Luna, and we all quickly obeyed.
			

			
				It looked like it was mostly the girls who had decided to be bottoms, but I overheard Daisy telling Dylan in no uncertain terms that she was going to be the top. It seemed like he had no option but to do as he was told, although he didn’t look pleased.
			

			
				“First, find the middle point of the rope, and make a loop, that’s called the bight,” Luna said, showing us with her rope. “Then, bottoms, put your arms behind your back, overlapping your forearms.”
			

			
				Gabriel stood at the front, showing us the position. Luna walked us through it slowly, binding Gabriel’s arms firmly but gently behind him. Following her lead, Charlie did the same to me, guiding my arms behind my back and looping the rope around my forearms. As he pulled the rope snug, a delicious tension ran up my arms, the slight bite of the rope against my skin sending little shivers through me.
			

			
				The feeling of being restrained was delicious, the rope tight and secure, which heightened my senses. Each time he wrapped the rope, a new layer of pressure settled on my skin, making me more and more aroused.
			

			
				Luna continued, wrapping the doubled rope diagonally across the top of Gabriel's left arm, binding it to his side. The rope stretched across his muscular chest, then wrapped around his other arm, crossing his back and hooking into the first diagonal in a clever loop. As she pulled this taut, the lines tightened, forcing Gabriel's arms securely against his sides.
			

			
				Charlie and the rest of the tops copied her. When he pulled it tight, I felt my breath catch at how tightly my arms were now bound in place. But I also felt an ache of pleasure in my pussy.
			

			
				Luna then demonstrated how to create knots at the intersections, pulling each loop firmly to make the restraint even more secure. Then she wrapped the doubled rope around Gabriel’s chest again, this time lower down, just under his abs. Charlie followed suit, and the rope nestled below my breasts, lifting and framing them in a way that made me feel even more exposed, yet oddly beautiful.
			

			
				I glanced around at the others, and my gaze caught on Meera. Her large breasts were highlighted by the rope, which wrapped across the top of her chest and under her bust, making them stick out even more. She must have been enjoying it; her light blue knickers had a large, dark, wet patch at the crotch.
			

			
				Even those with smaller chests looked striking, the rope accentuating each shape, highlighting the natural lines of their bodies. The aesthetic was mesmerising, blending strength and vulnerability. It was surprisingly beautiful, and I was more than a little captivated by the sight.
			

			
				Luna tied off the rest of the rope to the vertical rope up the back, and it was finished. Charlie had no problems copying her, although some, like Daisy, struggled to get the knots right at first. Luna walked around the group, checking the ties and helping those with problems.
			

			
				Returning to the front, she asked Gabriel to turn around to face us. His cock was rock hard, straining at the fabric of his briefs. She gave him a stroke and grinned at the class. “As you can see, it can be quite erotic being tied.”
			

			
				She stroked his cock some more in his underwear. “If the bottoms are okay with it, the tops can pleasure their partners now,” she said. I felt my breath catch, and my heart started to race. Charlie moved behind me, and I could feel his erection against my thigh.
			

			
				Luna continued to stroke Gabriel’s hard cock through his underwear. Then she pulled his briefs down just enough for his cock to spring out. It was thick and long, with large veins down the side. Luna started to stroke his shaft, clearly enjoying it as much as Gabriel. I felt a bolt of lightning go through my cunt at the sight.
			

			
				Charlie pressed up against my back, one hand moving to my breasts, squeezing them and rubbing my nipples through my bra. He kissed my neck, making me whimper with pleasure. Then his other hand slipped into my knickers. I gasped as it brushed over my clit. With my hands tied behind my lower back, they were just the right height to reach out and grab Charlie’s cock. I couldn’t do anything except hold and squeeze it, though.
			

			
				All around us, there were hushed murmurs and gasps from the others as their partners began to touch them. Doing this in a group only made it all the more exciting.
			

			
				Charlie continued to circle my clit, making me go weak at the knees as waves of pleasure rushed through me. Meera, next to me, had Elliot’s hand in her knickers too. Suddenly, she sank to her knees as an intense orgasm washed over her. She might have fallen completely to the floor, except that Elliot was holding her up by the rope at her back. And he didn’t stop now that she’d climaxed, he crouched beside her, still enthusiastically rubbing her between the legs. By her gasps and moans, she was close to a second orgasm already.
			

			
				Daisy wasn’t even bothering with Dylan’s cock. Instead, she was all over his neck, rubbing his thighs and grinding her hips against his leg, as though trying to get herself off against it. To be fair, it didn’t seem to matter to Dylan; his bulge was pulsing visibly, and then, without a single direct touch, a dark patch bloomed across his pants as he came.
			

			
				It was all too much for me. “I’m going to come,” I whispered to Charlie.
			

			
				He held me tightly from behind, holding me up as he increased the pace and pressure in my knickers. The pressure built and built until finally it gave way, and I felt the release fill my whole body, making it shake and tingle.
			

			
				Luna was on her knees now, sucking Gabriel’s perfect cock. One hand stroked the shaft while the other massaged his balls. Suddenly, he let out a loud groan, his knees buckling slightly as he ejaculated into her mouth. She swallowed some, but a lot of it escaped, running down her chin.
			

			
				Around the room, the moans and gasps were gradually dying down. It was obvious that most people who were going to climax had done so, leaving the air thick with the scent of arousal. Luna stood up, casually dabbing her mouth with a towel, looking quite pleased with herself.
			

			
				“Do we cut the ropes off?” asked Daisy, brandishing the scissors.
			

			
				Luna spun around, looking slightly horrified. "Absolutely not! These ropes are expensive! The scissors are only for emergencies.” She stepped over to Gabriel and began untying him. “Let me show you how to do it properly.”
			

			
				Gabriel’s cock was softening, but still leaking cum onto the floor. She turned him around and untied him. The rest of us copied. Even after the ropes were gone, I could feel the imprint of them on my skin, a subtle reminder of just how intense the whole experience had been.
			

			
				As we packed away, Sienna came over. “Hey,” she said. “My parents are away for the weekend, and I thought… maybe you two could come over tomorrow night? It’d be way more fun practising Shibari with friends, and maybe we could… swap things up like last time?”
			

			
				I glanced at Charlie, raising an eyebrow. His face lit up immediately, and I felt a thrill run through me. “That sounds brilliant,” I said, trying to sound casual, but feeling a definite stir of excitement. Last time we’d met up with them, Micah had fucked me, and Sienna had fucked Charlie. I was very keen to repeat the experience.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Charlie’s battered old car definitely looked out of place against the glossy stone driveway leading up to Sienna’s house. The place was massive, with sleek glass walls and a balcony stretching from one side to the other. You could already tell from the driveway alone that Sienna’s parents had to be seriously loaded; there were no less than three sports cars parked on it. We rang the doorbell, and a moment later, Sienna answered with a glass of wine in her hand and a big grin.
			

			
				Sienna looked absolutely stunning in a black evening dress. Usually, she wore her hair in neat plaits, but tonight, she’d let it free, and it framed her face in a gorgeous halo of soft curls, giving her a whole new vibe. Her smooth, caramel-toned skin glowed under the soft lights. She’d gone for light makeup, just enough to highlight her features, with a hint of gold on her eyelids that made her dark eyes stand out.
			

			
				“Welcome to my lair,” she laughed, letting us in and leading us through the marble-tiled foyer that looked like something out of a design magazine. The place was all minimalist decor; clean white walls, a floating staircase, and huge floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the back garden with, of course, a pool glowing with underwater lights.
			

			
				Sienna led us into the open-plan living room, where Micah was relaxing on the sofa. “Cocktail, anyone?” she asked, already moving over to the breakfast bar, which was covered with bottles.
			

			
				We settled into the plush sofas, sipping our drinks and chatting, though I was having a hard time focusing on the small talk. My eyes kept drifting over to the coffee table, where Sienna had placed two neat coils of rope and a pair of kitchen scissors. The ropes, resting there casually like part of the decor, sent a thrill through me.
			

			
				“So,” Sienna said, flashing me a cheeky smile, “who’s up for some practice?”
			

			
				“I am,” I said, possibly a bit too keenly. “I can’t wait to be tied up again.”
			

			
				"Actually," Sienna said, glancing between Charlie and Micah, "I thought it might be more… educational if we tied up the lads instead."
			

			
				"Really?" Charlie asked, shooting me a look that was half nervous, half curious.
			

			
				Sienna grinned, her eyes glinting. “Of course. It’s only fair you two get to experience what it feels like, too, right?” She shrugged. "Besides, you’d make a pretty good rope bunny, Charlie."
			

			
				I couldn’t help but giggle, nudging him. “Come on, it’ll be fun. I promise I’ll be gentle… mostly.”
			

			
				Charlie gave me a playful eye-roll but didn’t argue. Micah seemed to already be on board. “I’m up for it,” he said.
			

			
				We told the boys to strip completely naked, while Sienna and I stayed fully dressed, which seemed to make them all the more self-conscious. They exchanged a quick glance before peeling off their clothes, ending up side by side, naked and kneeling on the thick, white rug in front of us.
			

			
				Sienna and I exchanged a look and moved closer, each taking a coil of rope. I knelt down behind Charlie, placing a hand gently on his shoulder as I began. I could feel him tense a little under my touch, but he stayed still, breathing steadily.
			

			
				Following what I’d learned in class, I found the midpoint of the rope and looped it carefully around his wrists, pulling it snug but not too tight, feeling the thrill of control as I did. Meanwhile, Sienna was doing the same with Micah.
			

			
				As I wrapped the rope across Charlie’s chest, I noticed his breathing grow a bit faster and his cock started to stiffen. By the time we had bound them up and tied the rope off, I couldn't help but smirk at the sight of both boys, fully bound and kneeling, their cocks standing to attention. Charlie’s was perfect and straight, and I’d always loved the feel of it, but Micah’s was definitely the kind that could make a girl’s eyes widen; long, dark and thick.
			

			
				“Look at you two,” Sienna teased, circling them slowly on her high heels. “All tied up, with nowhere to go.” She ran a finger along Micah’s shoulder, trailing it down to his chest, making him shiver. Then she did the same to Charlie.
			

			
				“Bet you thought this would be all about us girls being the ones tied up, didn’t you?” Sienna continued, her voice dripping with amusement.
			

			
				Sienna crouched in front of Micah, looking him dead in the eye as she traced her fingertips down his stomach. “I mean, isn’t this fun?” she whispered, her fingers stopping just shy of his cock, which twitched in anticipation.
			

			
				I leaned into Charlie from behind, letting my hands wander over his chest, feeling his muscles tense against the ropes. “All tied up and at our mercy,” I giggled into his ear, pressing a light kiss just beneath it.
			

			
				I wondered what Sienna had in mind, and I soon found out. She moved to stand right in front of Micah and lifted up the hem of her dress. Then she pulled her knickers to the side, revealing her almost fully shaved pussy, with just a strip of black hair down the middle. With a smirk, she grabbed the back of Micah’s head and guided his face right up to her, lifting one leg slightly to give him better access.
			

			
				“Make me come,” she ordered.
			

			
				Micah didn’t need to be told twice. He immediately went to work, his mouth eagerly exploring every inch of her. Inspired, I moved over to Charlie, who looked up at me with that familiar hungry gaze. Mimicking Sienna, I slid my knickers to the side and lowered myself onto his face, sighing as his tongue began working magic on my clit, sending waves of pleasure radiating through me.
			

			
				It wasn’t long before Sienna and I were both arching and grinding our hips against their mouths, our breathing ragged and bodies shivering with pleasure. I glanced over at her, and we shared a knowing look just as we both reached that peak, gasping and moaning in sync as we came together.
			

			
				Sienna knelt down in front of Micah, who was more than ready for attention. With a grin, she wrapped her hand around his cock and slid him into her mouth, her eyes glinting as she took control. Watching her, I couldn’t resist doing the same. I turned to Charlie, his face still damp, and gently pushed him back a bit. Kneeling between his thighs, I let my mouth find him, savouring the way he shuddered under my touch, powerless to do anything but watch and feel. I have to admit, I was enjoying the feeling of power and control.
			

			
				Remembering our last session, I found myself glancing over at Sienna and Micah, a bit nervous to ask. “Do you want to swap?” I asked, unsure if last time was a one-off.
			

			
				Sienna didn’t hesitate. “Of course,” she replied, flashing me a grin. We switched spots, and I wrapped my mouth around Micah’s hard shaft, savouring the newness of him, while Sienna immediately got to work on Charlie, taking him eagerly in her mouth. A thrill shot through me as I watched her lips slide up and down my boyfriend’s cock, her enthusiasm making my pulse quicken.
			

			
				After a while, Sienna pushed Charlie back so he was sitting against the sofa, arms still bound behind him. She straddled his lap, still dressed, and began grinding against him, her knickers rubbing against his length in teasing strokes. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she kissed his throat, her hips moving slowly as she pressed herself against him.
			

			
				“Can I fuck you?” she whispered in his ear.
			

			
				“Yes, please,” said Charlie.
			

			
				Sienna pulled her knickers aside and guided him inside her. Her skirt rode up, giving me a clear view as her lips stretched around him, swallowing him up in one smooth, confident motion.
			

			
				The sight sent a thrill through me, but I was more than ready for my own moment. I guided Micah to sit beside Charlie and slipped off my knickers, feeling the heat of my need take over. I held his cock steady as I crouched over him, rubbing his tip against my wet entrance before sinking down slowly, letting him stretch me open. Micah was thicker than I was used to, and the fullness made me gasp, taking my breath away. I let out a long, satisfied moan, pressing down until he filled me completely.
			

			
				Beside us, Sienna was riding Charlie hard, rocking her hips with abandon, taking him deep. She pulled down the top of her dress, letting her large breasts bounce freely, making quite a show. Charlie’s eyes were fixed on her, the desire evident as he strained against the ropes binding his hands, clearly desperate to touch her but unable to.
			

			
				I started gradually rocking my hips on Micah. He was so much bigger than I was used to; I had to start slowly, but soon I found my rhythm. I was enjoying feeling him inside me as I watched the others.
			

			
				Sienna, meanwhile, was picking up her own pace, her breath coming faster as she neared the edge. She began rubbing her clit, riding Charlie with growing intensity until, finally, she let out a loud, ecstatic cry, her body tensing as she came. The sound sent a thrill through me, and I could feel my own climax building as I rode Micah, letting the pleasure wash over me.
			

			
				Sienna climbed off, leaving Charlie’s cock slick with her wetness. She shot him a teasing grin. “Alright, I suppose I’ll untie you now… then you can fuck me properly.”
			

			
				As Sienna worked on Charlie’s ropes, I turned my focus back to Micah. With his hands still bound, I felt an intense thrill, almost like I was using his cock as my personal toy. The control was electric. I rode him fiercely, grinding down harder, feeling his thickness stretching me perfectly. The pressure in my core grew sharper, and finally, I tipped over the edge, collapsing onto him as the pleasure surged through my body, leaving me breathless and shaking.
			

			
				When I climbed off, still catching my breath, I looked over to see Charlie already between Sienna’s legs. She was sprawled on the sofa, legs spread wide, while Charlie’s hips pumped as he thrust into her, his white ass flexing with each deep stroke.
			

			
				I quickly worked to free Micah’s wrists and then joined Sienna on the sofa, lying next to her as our two boys took control. No longer restrained, they made up for lost time. Micah pinned my hips down and pounded into me with a force and intensity that left me gasping, while Charlie matched his rhythm beside us, both of them pushing us right back to the brink of bliss. The room filled with the sounds of skin on skin, breathless moans, and the unmistakable, charged scent of sex. We let go, fully lost in each other.
			

			
				Sienna and I clung to each other, our bodies pressed close as we kissed deeply, our moans spilling into each other’s mouths. Every thrust from the boys sent fresh waves of pleasure through us, making us grip each other even tighter.
			

			
				Charlie put his arm around Micah as they fucked us, their sweaty naked bodies pressed together. They turned and kissed each other, even as they fucked us. That alone was enough to make me come.
			

			
				Their earlier restraint seemed to have lit a fire in them; they drove into us with a fierce, focused passion, as if making up for all the time they’d been denied control. After a while, they switched places, and I felt the familiar heat and pressure of Charlie inside me.
			

			
				His hands dug into my hips, holding me in place as he thrust with a relentless intensity, while Micah pushed Sienna’s knees back to her shoulders, pounding into her over and over. The sofa shook beneath us, and we gave ourselves fully to the moment, wrapped up in each other’s arms and bodies, utterly lost in the sensation.
			

			
				I felt Charlie shudder, his grip on my hips tightening as he gave a deep, throaty groan as he filled me with cum. The sensation tipped me over, and I let go, crying out as the climax washed through me, my whole body shaking against him. At the same time, Sienna let out a long, ecstatic moan, her fingers digging into my breasts as her own orgasm hit, her body trembling alongside mine.
			

			
				Micah came too, with a low, satisfied growl, pulling Sienna close as his own release took over. The four of us collapsed, tangled together in a mess of sweaty bodies. For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of our heavy breathing and the scent of sex.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Week 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				Monday morning, and I was searching through my mess of a locker, through all the discarded snack wrappers and years-old homework. Suddenly, I felt a pair of hands over my eyes.
			

			
				“Guess who?” said a voice.
			

			
				“Meera,” I giggled. “I can feel your big tits against my back.”
			

			
				She laughed, and I turned around to face her.
			

			
				“Okay, another question,” she said with a smirk. “Guess who I fucked at the weekend?”
			

			
				“Elliot,” I said confidently.
			

			
				Her eyes widened. “How the fuck did you know that?” she said.
			

			
				“It was obvious you were going to seduce that poor boy eventually,” I replied. “Come on then, tell me all about it.”
			

			
				“Oh. My. God,” she said dramatically. “I have never… been fucked like that. He was a-mazing.”
			

			
				“Really?” I said, surprised.
			

			
				She nodded. “Seriously.” She started to tick off all the points on her fingers. “His cock is huge. He’s firm but gentle. He smells nice. He has good hygiene and clean fingernails. His cock is huge. He’s attentive to my needs and does everything I tell him to. He knows how to touch me to make me come over and over. And his stamina… I’m not joking; we fucked for three straight hours. He came in me four times. I can barely walk today. And did I mention his cock is huge?”
			

			
				“Wow,” I said, “All that time you spent chasing the gym rats and all you needed was a geek.”
			

			
				“I know, right?” said Meera. She fanned her face with her hands as if she were blushing. “I’ve cancelled all my hook-ups for the whole week. Elliot is going to be at my house every evening if I have to kidnap him myself.”
			

			
				“Speak of the devil,” I said, indicating that Elliot was coming with my eyes.
			

			
				“Babe!” she said loudly, turning and wrapping her arms around him. She pushed him roughly against the nearest locker, squashing her tits against his chest and thrusting her tongue in his mouth. Half the students in the hall were staring at them in amazement.
			

			
				Elliot looked shell-shocked, turning bright red and trying to wriggle away. I couldn’t stop laughing.
			

			
				When she finally let him go, he had more of her lipstick on than she did. “See you at mine straight after college,” she told him. “Do not be late!”
			

			
				“Okay,” he whimpered, sounding scared. He hurried off, and she gave him a resounding slap on the ass as he went.
			

			
				“That poor boy,” I said, still laughing uncontrollably.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we arrived for the next lesson at the Sex Academy, I instantly noticed something unusual sitting on each yoga mat: a jar of coconut oil. I exchanged a look with Charlie, raising my eyebrows as we took our places. The class had gotten pretty adventurous so far, but I was trying to figure out where this was going.
			

			
				Meera leaned over, smirking as she gestured to the jar. “Wonder what Luna has planned for us today,” she whispered. “I doubt it’s a cooking class.”
			

			
				Luna stepped into the room, clapping her hands for our attention. "Welcome, welcome! Today, we’re covering a new skill in intimacy, one that requires a lot of trust, patience, and communication." Her eyes glinted as she continued. "Today, we’re going to do a fisting workshop."
			

			
				There was a ripple of nervous laughter, and plenty of wide eyes as Luna continued. "Now, I know it sounds intense, but done right, this can be an incredibly intimate and powerful experience for both partners, and it’s probably a lot easier than you think. Like any new technique, it's about listening to each other, working slowly, and respecting each other's limits."
			

			
				She nodded towards the jars of coconut oil. "That’s why I’ve provided a natural, skin-friendly lubricant. Coconut oil is perfect for something like this, as it’s gentle and safe to use."
			

			
				“Now, we don’t have Gabriel this week; unfortunately he’s been booked onto a reverse-gangbang porn shoot. So I’m not going to demo this one, we’re going to jump straight into a practical workshop. Ladies, can you strip off your lower halves, please?”
			

			
				There was a rustling around the room as the girls pulled down their trousers and knickers, or slipped off their skirts, giggling nervously. Soon, we were all standing there, naked from the waist down, and I took a quick glance around, suddenly very aware of the range of bodies around me.
			

			
				Sienna was just to my right, her legs slightly apart as she arranged her clothes on her mat. Her mound was perfectly smooth, with a single, precise strip of dark hair neatly trimmed down the middle. With her long legs and toned hips, she looked effortlessly confident, her body a mix of lean strength and soft curves.
			

			
				Beside her, Meera was completely different. She stood with her hands on her full, curvy waist, her dark hair falling around her shoulders as she tossed it back. Between her legs was a full, thick bush that matched her dark curls, lush and untamed. Her thighs were thick, her hips and backside round and curvy.
			

			
				Then there was Ellie, the ginger girl who usually sat behind me. She was standing a bit self-consciously. She had very pale skin, flecked with freckles, and between her legs a fluffy patch of red pubic hair that seemed to glow in the sunlight coming through the window.
			

			
				At the front, Daisy stood tall and confident, her posture perfect as ever. Her long, toned legs looked like they’d been sculpted by years of cheerleader practice. Her backside was round and firm, curving perfectly into her slim waist. She wore her long, platinum-blonde hair down, cascading over her shoulders in waves, contrasting with the smooth, completely shaved skin between her legs. 
			

			
				Luna cleared her throat, bringing everyone’s attention back to the front of the room.
			

			
				"Alright, everyone,” she said with a warm smile, “find a comfortable position on your mats. Sit down, lean back a little, and open your legs. Take your time, get relaxed.”
			

			
				We all settled onto our mats, opening our legs. Our partners moved to sit in front of us, jars of coconut oil in hand. I could feel my heartbeat quicken.
			

			
				“Now,” Luna continued, “partners, take a little oil on your fingers. Start by gently massaging the opening to the vagina and slowly work your way in with one or two fingers. This is about trust and connection, so go slow, and pay attention to how your partner reacts.”
			

			
				Charlie scooped out some of the solid oil onto his fingers, watching it quickly melt with the warmth of his hand. Then he reached forward, his fingers touching my labia, making slow, gentle movements up and down, coaxing me open and making me slick with oil. It felt wonderful, and I relaxed back onto the soft cushion behind me.
			

			
				"Remember," Luna said softly, "start with one finger, two at most, and keep the touch light. This isn’t about rushing.”
			

			
				The warm, gentle pressure of his fingers felt like electricity spreading through my skin, setting off little sparks of pleasure each time he moved. His fingers found my opening, massaging the tight entrance and opening me up. He slipped a finger inside, and then two, massaging me from the inside. I could smell the sweet aroma of coconut oil mixing with my arousal.
			

			
				“Make sure you keep adding more oil,” said Luna, “You’re going to need a lot of lubrication.”
			

			
				Charlie obediently took another dollop of the oil, warming it in his hands before continuing. His fingers glided in deeper, massaging in a way that made my body respond eagerly to each gentle press.
			

			
				All around the room, soft moans and quiet gasps filled the air, everyone lost in their own experience. Meera, with her thick, wild curls and curves, was reclining, eyes closed and a huge smile on her face. Her large chest was rising and falling with each touch as Elliot’s fingers moved inside her. His face was a picture of studious concentration as he watched her through his thick glasses.
			

			
				Ellie, her ginger bush parted between her pale legs, had a dreamy smile, occasionally biting her lip as her partner stretched her open, her lips pink and flushed.
			

			
				After a few minutes, Luna’s voice interrupted the quiet rhythm of gasps and sighs. “Alright, everyone,” she said gently. “If you’re feeling comfortable, now’s the time to add a third finger, and, for those ready, even a fourth. Remember, take your time, keep it slow, and stay relaxed. Add more oil if you need.”
			

			
				Charlie glanced at me, silently checking if I was ready. I nodded, slightly nervous about this uncharted territory. He carefully eased in a third finger, moving slowly, giving me time to adjust. I could feel the stretch, that delicious sensation of being opened up further, and my body responded, welcoming each new inch of him. The oil made every movement smooth, heightening the sensation without any resistance.
			

			
				Around us, I could hear murmurs and sighs growing as more of us took this next step. Meera let out a soft moan as Elliot added another finger, her hips rising slightly to meet his hand, her full, curvy body responding eagerly. 
			

			
				Even Daisy seemed to be enjoying the exercise this week. Dylan was whispering encouragement as he slowly worked a fourth finger inside her.
			

			
				Luna was watching over us, walking among the group and nodding approvingly. “Good,” she murmured. “Listen to your body and trust your partner. The goal is to feel filled but not overwhelmed.”
			

			
				With Charlie’s fingers filling me and moving in and out, I felt an intense pleasure building. I felt his thumb brush just above my clit as his other fingers pressed deeper, sending shivers all through me. “I think I’m going to come,” I whispered to Charlie.
			

			
				Luna overheard me. “If you feel a climax coming, just go with it,” she said.
			

			
				I relaxed and let myself go, the rush through my body coming quickly and intensely. My muscles clenched around his fingers as the first waves hit, washing over me in a rush of sensation. I arched my back, the pleasure making my whole body tingle.
			

			
				Meera suddenly let out a loud “fuck” and came hard too, her ass lifting off the mat and her thighs vibrating. I’d never seen her climax before, and I looked on in fascination at my best friend riding her orgasm on Elliot’s fingers.
			

			
				All around me, the moans from the others were louder now, more insistent. Daisy was clutching the mat beneath her, her toned form shuddering as her own climax seemed to go on forever. “Fuck Dylan, why have you never made me come like that before,” she complained.
			

			
				Luna watched us with a pleased smile, nodding slightly, as if proud of our efforts and continuing to coach us. “When you’re comfortable with four fingers, tuck your thumb in. Gradually push deeper, opening her up. But make sure she is comfortable at all times. Before you know it, your knuckles will be able to slip inside. At that point, it’s important to slow or stop and listen to your partner.”
			

			
				Looking down between my legs, I was surprised to see Charlie was already penetrating me almost to his knuckles. I’d never been this stretched open, and it felt amazing. It didn’t seem possible that he’d be able to open me up any more, though. He withdrew his hand for a moment, coating it all in oil. Then he pushed back inside me, making me gasp with pleasure. I felt his knuckles at my entrance.
			

			
				“Are you okay?” he asked gently, pausing as Luna had instructed.
			

			
				I nodded, biting my lip. “It feels... so good,” I whispered, my voice trembling slightly. 
			

			
				I caught glimpses of Sienna, who was guiding Micah with one hand on his wrist, her other hand caressing his face lovingly. Elliot had his whole hand inside Meera as she let out one continuous moan of pleasure. I could only see his wrist disappearing into her thick bush.
			

			
				I took a deep breath. “Try and go all the way,” I told Charlie.
			

			
				I felt him slowly flex his fingers, stretching me further as his knuckles began to slide inside. The sensation sent a shockwave of pleasure through me, and I gasped, gripping his wrist instinctively. He froze immediately, concern flashing across his face again. “Too much?” he asked softly.
			

			
				“No,” I murmured, shaking my head, my voice unsteady. “Don’t stop. Just… slowly.”
			

			
				As he pushed deeper, I felt myself relax even further, my body accepting him completely. It was a feeling of total surrender, of being completely vulnerable but safe in his hands. My breathing quickened, and I realised I was teetering on the edge of another climax, the sensation so overwhelming I could hardly think.
			

			
				And then, with a slow, deliberate push, he was inside me. His knuckles slipped through, and my body responded instantly, my entrance contracting tightly around his wrist as if to hold him in place. The fullness was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, a deep, all-encompassing sensation that made me feel utterly consumed.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I murmured, and then a wave of pleasure rushed through me as I came hard. I could feel my cunt spasming and contracting around his hand.
			

			
				All around the room, I could hear similar gasps and moans as the others also reached this new level of intimacy. Sienna let out a low, throaty groan, both hands gripping Micah’s arm as she arched her back. “Holy shit,” she murmured, her voice breathless. “That’s… so much, but it’s so good.”
			

			
				Daisy’s laugh rang out. “Fuck, Dylan, you’re in! Don’t you dare move yet, though. I need a second to breathe.”
			

			
				Luna, watching over us with a serene smile, gave an encouraging nod. “That’s it,” she said. “Breathe deeply, relax into the sensation. Let your body adjust at its own pace. And when you’re ready, start with the smallest movements, just enough to amplify the connection.”
			

			
				Charlie, very gently, began to thrust his hand with tiny movements. The stretch, the fullness, the friction, it was indescribable. 
			

			
				“Fuck, Charlie,” I gasped, my voice trembling as I clung to his arm. Each shift of his wrist sent a jolt of ecstasy rippling through me, building steadily. 
			

			
				“You’re so amazing,” he murmured. “You feel so perfect around me.”
			

			
				His words sent a fresh rush of heat through me, and I arched my back, pressing down against him. The fullness was so complete, it almost felt like too much, but I craved it, needed more. I could feel the orgasm building in me, hot and unstoppable, like a fire spreading through my core.
			

			
				I surrendered completely to the moment, to him, to the intensity of what we were doing. The climax hit me like a tidal wave, rushing through my entire body and leaving no part untouched. I cried out, my voice filling the room as the pleasure consumed me, spilling over and over in powerful, shuddering waves.
			

			
				When I came, I squirted at the same time, spraying Charlie’s arm and the yoga mat. My body convulsed and shook as the waves of pleasure washed over me. But suddenly it was too much, I pushed Charlie’s arm and he withdrew from me, leaving my cunt spasming as more and more orgasm rushed through me.
			

			
				I collapsed on the mat, a shivering, shaking mess. Charlie held me. All around me, the other girls were climaxing and crying out. I closed my eyes, relaxing happily into Charlie’s arms as the moaning and panting surrounded me. 
			

			
				It took a while, but eventually the noise died down. Luna returned to the front, a wide grin on her face. “Class! I’m so proud of you all. That was amazing to witness. When you’re ready, you can get dressed. That’s all for this week.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			
				Week 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				“How’s it going with Elliot?” I asked Meera back at college on Monday. We had a free period, and we were in the coffee shop.
			

			
				“He’s so fucking good in bed,” purred Meera, “He’s like a machine, he can go for hours, but he’s also gentle and focused on my pleasure. It’s what I’ve been missing all this time.” She had a dreamy expression on her face that I’d never seen before.
			

			
				“But it’s just sex, right?” I asked, blowing on my coffee to cool it down. “He’s not really your boyfriend?”
			

			
				“Actually,” she said, leaning in. “You know what, he’s actually sweet and interesting. And so clever. I kind of… rather like him now I’ve got to know him.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				For the rest of the week, I hardly saw Meera. Whenever I did catch a glimpse of her, she had Elliot pressed up against some lockers snogging his face off, or was sneaking away to the forest behind the college with him when they had a free period.
			

			
				Charlie and I were having a great week, too. There was lots to practise; squirting, fisting and edging just for a start. We also regularly worked in the topics from last term, including anal sex and blowjobs. I was getting to be a pro at deep throat now, I could regularly take Charlie’s cock all the way to the base without any risk of gagging.
			

			
				I could hardly wait until Friday, eager to see what new things we’d be learning next. When we arrived at the class, the usual yoga mats were absent. Instead, there were cushions arranged in a tight circle. Luna was sitting at the front, facing us, and we all found places to sit.
			

			
				“Welcome, welcome,” she began, her voice warm and inviting. “This week is just a short chat, and then I’ll be setting you all an assignment,” she said. We exchanged curious glances, wondering what was in store.
			

			
				“So,” she continued, leaning forward slightly, “this week we’re going to talk about ethical non-monogamy. Specifically, about sharing, swapping, and watching your partner with others. How many of you have experience with either swapping or being comfortable with the idea of watching your partner with someone else?”
			

			
				Juno spoke up first, "As you know, I’ve actually been in a situation like this for a while. I have two boyfriends, they’re bisexual, and we all share a bed. It works for us. We all know that any of us is free to be with other people, too. There’s no pressure, no jealousy, just… freedom, I guess."
			

			
				“That’s wonderful,” said Luna, “Ethical non-monogamy can work really well for some people. Anyone else?”
			

			
				“I keep catching Dylan in bed with other girls from the cheerleading squad,” said Daisy, sounding pissed, “But it certainly wasn’t ethical or sexy.”
			

			
				Dylan looked embarrassed. “Cheating is never okay,” said Luna softly, “but if Dylan is finding monogamy hard, maybe an arrangement like Juno’s is something you could consider too.” Daisy nodded, looking thoughtful.
			

			
				I exchanged glances with Sienna, unsure if she was okay for me to share what we had done. She smiled and nodded, giving me the go-ahead.
			

			
				“Charlie and I…” I began, suddenly feeling a little embarrassed. “Twice now we’ve been with Sienna and Micah and… uh, swapped partners.”
			

			
				“That’s wonderful,” said Luna, giving me a warm smile. “It’s liberating being able to do that, isn’t it? So, you had sex with Micah, and Sienna had sex with Charlie?”
			

			
				“That’s right,” I said, “And… Sienna and I did stuff together, too. So did Charlie and Micah a bit.”
			

			
				There was a murmur of surprise around the group and a bit of whispering. I found myself going red.
			

			
				“There’s no need to be embarrassed,” said Luna, “That’s great, when everyone is consenting, there’s no reason not to explore your sexuality in that way. And how did you feel when you watched Charlie with one of the others?”
			

			
				“Oh, I loved it,” I gushed happily. “I didn’t feel any jealousy, only love for him and excitement at watching him. I felt happy that he was enjoying himself.”
			

			
				“That’s called compersion,” said Luna. “The holy grail of ethical non-monogamy. How wonderful for you all.”
			

			
				Meera spoke up next. “I’ve had a few threesomes before,” she said. “Two guys at a time. I like being the centre of attention, feeling multiple hands on me.”
			

			
				Luna nodded, “That’s another aspect of it, definitely. That’s actually a common fantasy for many women. I’m so happy for you that you’ve been brave enough to try it.”
			

			
				None of the others had any experiences to share, so Luna moved on to the assignment.
			

			
				“What I want you to do this week is…” she paused and we all held our breaths, “pair up with another couple from the group. Organise a quiet time when you can all get together and relax. Have sex with your own partner next to the other couple. Feel free to watch each other, it’s not much different to what we’ve done in workshops here.”
			

			
				I felt my heart racing at the thought. Some of the others were also looking aroused by the idea.
			

			
				Luna continued. “Then, and only if everyone is fully consenting, some of you might want to try swapping partners. If you do that, take the time to watch your partner with the new person and enjoy how they look and sound when they’re having sex.”
			

			
				I was wondering if we should partner with Sienna and Micah or not, but Luna had already thought of that. “In the interest of new experiences, I want you to choose another couple that you haven’t already done this with,” she told me.
			

			
				“Do you want to partner with us?” asked Meera.
			

			
				“Yes, please,” I said, feeling a rush of excitement at the thought of watching Meera have sex with Elliot. “If that’s okay with the boys.”
			

			
				Elliot and Charlie nodded in agreement. Elliot looked terrified, but Charlie looked very happy at the idea. I didn’t blame him. Meera was exceptionally hot. I wondered if he would end up fucking her and I felt my stomach do somersaults at the thought.
			

			
				Sienna and Micah decided to pair up with Ellie and her boyfriend Miles. I did feel a stab of jealousy that they would get to see Ellie have sex, I was a big admirer of her pale skin and ginger hair.
			

			
				Daisy and Dylan asked to pair with another couple I didn’t know well, but the girl looked almost like a clone of Daisy, with the same flowing blonde hair and cheerleader physique. I noticed that Dylan looked particularly pleased at the prospect.
			

			
				Luna chatted with us some more about boundaries and consent, and then dismissed us.
			

			
				“So, where and when?” I asked Meera as we collected up our things. “My room is tiny, I’ve only got a single bed. We made it work with Sienna and Micah, but has anyone at least got a double?”
			

			
				“How about we get a hotel?” said Elliot, “I’ll pay. I can expense it out of my trust fund.”
			

			
				“Fucking hell,” I whispered to Meera as we walked out into the corridor, “You didn’t tell me he’s rich as well!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Saturday evening, we checked into the hotel. It was a lot nicer than I was used to, certainly a few steps up from a Premier Inn.
			

			
				“Check this out!” laughed Meera as we went into the room. There were two king sized beds, and Meera bounced over to one and jumped on it, laying back with her arms out and her tits sticking up at the ceiling.
			

			
				I peered in the bathroom, and it was all marble tiles, and there was a huge walk-in shower. “Big enough for four people,” I thought.
			

			
				I came back into the room, kicking off my shoes and flopping onto the other bed. “This place is amazing,” I said.
			

			
				“I brought something fizzy to start the night,” Meera said, pulling a bottle of prosecco out of her bag and waving it at me. “You grab the glasses; I’ll pop this bad boy.”
			

			
				There were four proper wine glasses on the desk next to the coffee maker, not the plastic ones you usually got. Meanwhile, Meera wrestled with the cork, letting out an exaggerated grunt. “It’s resisting me, but I’ll win,” she joked, her chest jiggling like crazy as she struggled.
			

			
				With a loud pop, the cork flew off, bouncing off the ceiling, and Meera let out a triumphant cheer. She poured us each a glass and handed me one. “To new experiences,” she said, holding hers up in a toast.
			

			
				“To new experiences,” we all echoed, clinking our glasses together. The prosecco was crisp and cold, and I felt a buzz of excitement.
			

			
				Meera stretched out on the bed, sipping her prosecco with a sly smile. "Let’s start with our own teams and see where it goes," she said, her tone playful but her eyes full of mischief.
			

			
				She set her glass down and pushed Elliot roughly back onto the bed. Then she straddled him, her skirt riding up and letting us see her white lacy knickers that contrasted wonderfully with the dark skin of her full bottom.
			

			
				On the other bed, Charlie and I exchanged a glance. The energy in the room was buzzing, and I could feel the heat building between my legs. He put his arm around me and we relaxed back onto the luxurious pillows, but still watching the others for now. Meera pulled her top off over her head, revealing a matching white bra that seemed too small for her voluminous tits.
			

			
				Her confidence was magnetic, the way she moved and laughed softly as Elliot’s hands roamed over her backside. He looked more relaxed than usual, his long limbs draped across the bed. She pulled a calculator out of the top pocket of his shirt and threw it onto the bedside table. “You won’t be needing that,” she giggled. Then she started to undo the buttons of his shirt.
			

			
				Charlie caught my wandering eyes. “Are we supposed to be watching, or...?”
			

			
				“Let’s watch, but we may as well be naked,” I giggled.
			

			
				By the time we were both down to our underwear, the heat in the room had climbed. Meera had removed Elliot’s trousers and was shimmying out of her skirt, her thick thighs and round ass captivating me as she turned slightly to drop it to the floor. Her bra barely contained her breasts, and I could tell Elliot was loving every second. His hands gripped her hips as she climbed back onto his lap, grinding against his huge bulge in his underwear.
			

			
				Charlie pressed his mouth to my neck, distracting me with a soft, warm kiss, his hands trailing down my back and reaching for the clasp of my bra. The pile of clothes on the floor grew as Meera freed her own heavy breasts. They were so big and her nipples were wide and almost black, I longed to touch them. She leaned over Elliot, smothering his face with them and making him gasp as he struggled to breathe.
			

			
				“What a way to die,” I giggled. I slipped my knickers off and opened my legs. I couldn’t resist sliding my hand between my folds and touching myself. Charlie took off his briefs, and I felt his erection press up against my back as we lay there watching the others.
			

			
				Meera moved down Elliot’s pale body, kissing his chest and stomach before arriving at his bulging pants. Then she hooked her fingers in them and pulled them right off. Elliot’s immense cock sprang up, quickly getting fully hard. Meera took hold of it and started licking it up and down the long shaft.
			

			
				Charlie’s erection pressed insistently against my back as I leaned into him, my fingers lazily circling my clit while we watched Meera’s performance. She looked so confident, her dark skin gleaming in the low hotel room light as she worked Elliot’s cock like a pro.
			

			
				I felt Charlie’s hands sliding down to my hips and pulling me closer. I could feel the heat radiating off him as his fingers joined mine, teasing my folds and sending jolts of pleasure through my body.
			

			
				Meera glanced over her shoulder, catching us watching. “You like what you see?” she teased. “I told you he had a nice cock.” Then she took Elliot into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she slid down his impressive length.
			

			
				Elliot let out a deep groan, his head tilting back against the pillows. “Fuck, Meera...” he managed, his hands gripping the sheets as she bobbed up and down. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Her heavy breasts swayed slightly with each movement, and I felt a deep ache of arousal watching the way she took him so easily, so confidently. My own hips moved backwards, pressing my ass against Charlie’s cock.
			

			
				“Put it inside me,” I whispered over my shoulder to Charlie.
			

			
				He held his cock with one hand, guiding it to just the right place. He slowly pushed inside me, and I arched my back, letting out a low moan as he filled my soaking pussy.
			

			
				Meera looked up, “Are you two fucking already?” she smirked.
			

			
				I nodded, not quite able to speak as Charlie’s cock pushed right up inside me. Instead I lifted my leg up so they could see Charlie’s cock penetrating me, my lips tight around his shaft.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s hot,” said Meera, pausing for a moment to slip her own knickers off. Then she straddled Elliot’s big erection and guided him into her cunt. She started to rock her hips on top of him, grinding her way down until he was fully inside her. As she moved, her huge tits bounced about like crazy. Elliot reached up to fondle them and stop them from slapping against each other.
			

			
				Meera and Elliot fucked, moaning and groaning in pleasure. We watched them, as they watched us, Charlie fucking me harder now from behind as I lay on my side. Charlie’s pace picked up, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he thrust into me. I felt every inch of him sliding in and out, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I couldn’t keep my eyes off Meera and Elliot. She was riding him with wild abandon, her thick thighs flexing as she moved up and down. The contrast between her dark skin and his pale body was mesmerising, and the way her enormous breasts bounced as she ground against him made me ache with lust.
			

			
				“You look so fucking good, Meera,” I gasped, barely able to get the words out as Charlie hit just the right spot inside me. She glanced over, a playful grin on her lips.
			

			
				“Thanks, babe. You look pretty hot yourself,” she replied, as Elliot bucked his hips, driving himself deeper into her from below. “Fuck, Elliot,” she moaned, throwing her head back, her bush brushing against him as she moved. “You’re going to make me come.”
			

			
				Meera stopped rocking and let out a loud scream as an intense orgasm rushed through her in shivering waves. She leaned down, kissing Elliot hungrily, their tongues tangling as she rode out the climax. 
			

			
				Charlie shifted slightly, lifting my leg higher to push even deeper inside me. The angle made me cry out, my body trembling with the intensity of it.
			

			
				“Fuck, Charlie,” I moaned, gripping the sheets as he pounded into me. The intense fucking from behind and the erotic show of Meera’s orgasm pushed my right over the edge, my own orgasm consuming me and making me shudder with pleasure.
			

			
				Meera rolled off Elliot and lay back on the bed, her legs open. “Are we swapping then, or what?” she said. I nodded at Charlie, and he pulled out of me, his cock glistening with my arousal. He padded over to Meera and moved between her legs, leaning in to give her a kiss for the first time.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Elliot came to me. I welcomed him into my arms, feeling his unfamiliar body. He was skinny, but he still felt strong, and I caressed his arm muscles as he held me gently. Our lips met softly at first, a tentative exploration. Elliot's mouth was warm, his kiss growing more confident as it deepened. His lean body pressed against mine, and I felt the hard length of him brushing against my thigh. It sent a jolt of excitement through me.
			

			
				Behind us, I could hear Meera moaning as Charlie entered her, his deep groan mingling with her sounds of pleasure. I glanced over at them, catching a glimpse of Charlie’s hand groping Meera’s huge breast as he thrust into her.
			

			
				Elliot’s hand slid down to my hip, guiding me to lie back on the bed. I spread my legs, and he knelt between them, his huge cock standing tall and ready. He rubbed the tip against my opening, teasing me, making me shiver.
			

			
				“Go on,” I whispered. “Fuck me.”
			

			
				Elliot pressed forward, slowly at first, his cock stretching me as he pushed deeper. He felt even bigger than he looked, and I let out a long moan as he filled me completely.
			

			
				He hesitated. “That feels good,” I murmured, and that seemed to be all the encouragement he needed. He started moving, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in with a smooth, steady rhythm.
			

			
				Across the room, Meera was loud and unapologetic in her pleasure, her moans echoing as she encouraged Charlie. “Fuck me harder,” she cried out, her voice breathless. I looked over to see him obliging, his hips slamming into her with powerful thrusts, her large breasts bouncing with every movement. It was impossibly hot to watch, and I couldn’t stop myself from grinding my hips up to meet Elliot.
			

			
				“Do you like watching them?” Elliot asked.
			

			
				“Yeah,” I admitted, glancing between Charlie and Meera before locking eyes with Elliot again. “But I like this too.” I reached up and grabbed his firm ass, pulling him even deeper inside me. “You’re so big,” I gasped into his mouth as he kissed me again.
			

			
				 His cock felt incredible inside me, hitting all the right spots with each thrust. I dug my nails into his ass, the pleasure building higher and higher. Around us, the air was thick with the sounds of sex: moans, gasps, and the rhythmic slap of skin against skin.
			

			
				My lips pressed against his as the pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak. “Don’t stop,” I gasped as I felt myself on the edge of another climax. The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, starting deep in my core and rippling outward until I was trembling and crying out his name. My walls clenched around him, and I felt him throb as he suddenly spilled his cum deep inside me, flooding me with wetness. We came together, clinging to each other as we rode the waves of pleasure.
			

			
				On the other bed, Charlie was really going for it, his hips slamming into Meera with a relentless rhythm that made the bed creak beneath them. Meera’s legs were wrapped tightly around his waist, her heels digging into his lower back as she urged him deeper. Her hands clung to his shoulders, her nails leaving red marks down his skin as she cried out in pleasure with every thrust.
			

			
				With one final thrust, he let out a loud groan of relief, his body stiffening as he came deep inside her, his face a mix of tension and euphoria as he rode out the waves of his climax.
			

			
				Meera moaned softly, her body relaxing beneath him as she stroked his back, her fingers gentle against his damp skin. "Good boy," she teased with a smirk.
			

			
				Charlie stayed there for a moment, catching his breath. When he pulled out, cum poured from Meera’s cunt and ran down her ass onto the bed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We sat around naked and sweaty, drinking more of the fizzy wine and chatting. The whole time, Elliot was still hard, his cock glistening with my wetness. After a while, I pointed it out to Meera with my eyes.
			

			
				She laughed. “I told you he can just keep going.” She crawled over to him on the bed and started stroking him. “Do you want to watch us fuck again?”
			

			
				We did, and it soon had Charlie hard again, too.  We all moved to one bed and spent a wonderful hour swapping back and forth in a tangle of sweaty limbs.
			

			
				 
			

			



				Week 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was the final week of term, and I couldn’t help but feel a pang of sadness as I walked into the familiar classroom for the last session of the Sex Academy. The cushions were arranged in a neat circle again, and Luna sat cross-legged at the front, looking as effortlessly composed as ever.
			

			
				I’d been hoping for a hands-on workshop to round things off, maybe another shibari lesson or something even more adventurous, but as soon as Luna began to speak, I realised she had something else in mind, something that might be just as intriguing.
			

			
				“This week,” she said, “we’re going to talk about fantasies and acting them out. It’s important to explore desires, push boundaries, and find ways to bring what’s in your imagination into reality.” She paused, her eyes scanning the room. “This is about trust, communication, and creativity.”
			

			
				We all exchanged curious glances. Fantasies? It wasn’t what I expected, but my heart skipped a beat at the idea. Fantasies were such a personal thing.
			

			
				“To start,” Luna continued, “I want you all to think about a fantasy you’ve had. It doesn’t have to be something wild or extreme, just something you’ve imagined that turns you on. If you feel comfortable, I’ll ask some of you to share.”
			

			
				“To make this easier,” Luna said with a small smile, “I’ll go first. I have a fantasy about being blindfolded and naked while a lot of guys make me give them blowjobs, and I don’t even know who they are.” There was a bit of shuffling in the group as we all pictured Luna doing just that.
			

			
				“Dylan,” said Luna, “You don’t often share with us. Do you want to tell us a fantasy first?”
			

			
				“I think Dylan’s fantasies are about fucking me,” said Daisy with a smirk.
			

			
				“Shall we let Dylan speak for himself?” said Luna, scolding her gently.
			

			
				Dylan hesitated. “I’ve always been turned on by cheating. The lure of the forbidden. Sneaking around behind my girlfriend’s back.”
			

			
				Daisy crossed her arms and scowled, “Well, you’ve certainly been living out those fantasies,” she said sulkily.
			

			
				One by one, more people shared. Juno talked about roleplay, dressing up as characters from films or cartoons. “I’d like to be dressed as Princess Leia, chained up and used in Jabba’s dungeon,” she grinned. 
			

			
				Victor went next; his fantasy was to have sex in a graveyard. There was a brief silence before Sienna raised her hand, “I’ve always wanted to be in a porn film. Not just have Micah film us together, but a proper shoot, with lights and someone else filming us.”
			

			
				When it was my turn, I hesitated. Fantasies were such an intimate thing to share, and this was something I had never admitted to Charlie. But this was a safe space. I took a deep breath. “Charlie and I got together so young, I never had a one-night stand,” I said. “I’ve fantasised about going into a bar, meeting someone and fucking them in the toilets after only ten minutes.”
			

			
				Charlie was looking at me curiously, but he didn’t seem annoyed. “And what about you, Charlie?” asked Luna.
			

			
				Charlie went a bit red and looked at the floor. “Lately…” he said, hesitating as if he wasn’t sure if he should continue. “Lately, I’ve been thinking about… being with a guy. You know… properly fucking him.”
			

			
				It was my turn to look surprised. I know he’d messed about with Micah when we were all together, but he’d never mentioned this before.
			

			
				“Being bi-curious is completely normal,” Luna reassured him.
			

			
				When everyone had spoken, Luna gave us our assignment for the week. “I’d like every one of you to try to realise a fantasy this week,” she said. “It doesn’t have to be a big one, or what you’ve shared today. It could just be something small. But it’s important to be brave and try new things, and this is a great way.”
			

			
				As we filed out of the classroom, I slipped my hand into Charlie’s. “Shall we do it?” I asked him quietly.
			

			
				“What?” he replied.
			

			
				“Be brave. Try our big fantasies.”
			

			
				Charlie looked thoughtful. “Okay,” he said, squeezing my hand.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We decided that Charlie was going to go first. I had a quiet word with Sienna, and she spoke to Micah. He was keen to do exactly what Charlie wanted. It was on, and Sienna and I wanted to be there when it happened.
			

			
				That Saturday, we set the stage. Sienna’s parents were away again, so Charlie and I drove over there in the evening. Charlie was a little nervous, but I reassured him throughout the day. When we arrived, he greeted Micah with a nervous smile. Micah, as usual, was calm and confident, his energy instantly putting Charlie at ease. We went up to Sienna’s room right away, and Sienna and I cuddled up together on the sofa in the corner of her room. We were excited to watch but determined not to get involved. This was Charlie’s fantasy, and we were there to support him, not take over.
			

			
				Charlie and Micah sat together on the bed. Hesitant at first, Charlie reached his hand up to Micah’s face and pulled him in for a soft kiss. Seeing the two men kissing instantly sent a rush of heat between my legs. I nestled closer into Sienna.
			

			
				I could see the tension slowly ebbing away from Charlie as Micah kissed him deeper. “Fuck, that’s hot,” Sienna whispered.
			

			
				“I know, right?” I agreed.
			

			
				Micah pulled back for a moment, giving Charlie a reassuring smile before reaching for the hem of his own shirt and pulling it over his head. His well-toned body was bathed in the soft light of the room, and Charlie copied him, stripping off his own shirt. They sat shirtless, their hands exploring each other’s torsos, fingers tracing lines over muscles.
			

			
				Micah’s hand moved to the waistband of Charlie’s trousers. Charlie nodded, and Micah slowly unbuttoned them, sliding them down to reveal Charlie’s briefs, the outline of his growing erection impossible to miss. Charlie hesitated but then reached for Micah’s trousers. Soon, both of them were down to their bulging underwear, their bodies pressed close as they kissed.
			

			
				Charlie lay back on the bed, and Micah moved next to him, pulling down his underwear and freeing his cock. Stroking Charlie’s cock, Micah pulled it to his mouth, his warm lips wrapping around it. Charlie let out a low groan and reached out to Micah. Soon they were facing opposite ways, both suck each other’s dicks.
			

			
				“Is this the first time Charlie has sucked a cock?” whispered Sienna, her hand stroking my thigh.
			

			
				“Yes. Same for Micah?”
			

			
				Sienna nodded. I felt so excited for both of them, and also very aroused. I was sure my pussy was soaking wet.
			

			
				The two of them moved in sync, their mouths working on each other as their hands explored every inch of skin they could reach. The sounds of their moans filled the room, mingling with the noises of their mouths. Sienna and I clung to each other, completely captivated, our own desire building as we watched our partners lose themselves in each other.
			

			
				Eventually, they broke apart, and Micah moved around, kissing Charlie again. “Do you want to fuck me?” Micah asked softly.
			

			
				“Yes, please,” replied Charlie, making my heart start to pound with excitement.
			

			
				Micah lay on his back and lifted his legs up, his long, hard cock resting against his stomach.
			

			
				“Do you have any lube?” Charlie asked Sienna.
			

			
				She reached the desk next to her and pulled out a tube, tossing it to Charlie. He caught it and squeezed some out onto his fingers. With one hand he started to stroke Micah’s big cock. With the other, he pushed a couple of fingers into Micah’s ass.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” groaned Micah.
			

			
				After a few minutes, Charlie squeezed some more lube onto his throbbing cock. He moved closer to Micah. “Ready?” he asked.
			

			
				Micah nodded, his own hand taking over on his cock as Charlie guided himself between his cheeks. I couldn’t resist slipping my hand into Sienna’s shorts, sliding my fingers over her mound and touching her clit. She responded, pressing closer to me, and running her hand up under my skirt to my pussy.
			

			
				Charlie applied a bit of pressure, and suddenly he was inside Micah. They both let out a moan. Sienna’s hand in my knickers made me feel like I was about to come. Charlie started to thrust his hips gently, fucking Micah.
			

			
				“Oh my god, this is so fucking hot,” whispered Sienna.
			

			
				As Charlie fucked Micah, his movements grew more confident. Micah tipped his head back, soft groans of pleasure coming from his lips. Next to me, Sienna was breathing heavily, her fingers working insistently between my legs. I couldn’t help but moan too as the heat built in my core. 
			

			
				Micah’s hand stroked himself in time with Charlie’s thrusts. “Harder,” Micah gasped.
			

			
				Charlie complied, quickening his pace. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, punctuated by their gasps and groans. Micah’s cock was rock hard in his hand, slick and glistening as he stroked himself closer to the edge. Charlie’s face was flushed with exertion, his jaw clenched as he focused on bringing both of them to a climax.
			

			
				“Oh god, I’m coming,” I whimpered as Sienna’s fingers brought me over the edge. My body shook as waves of pleasure crashed through me. Sienna kissed me hungrily, her free hand sliding under my shirt to cup my breast as I rode out the orgasm.
			

			
				Micah was close now, his breathing erratic. “I’m gonna come,” he gasped. Charlie didn’t let up, thrusting harder and faster, his own moans growing louder. Micah’s body tensed, his hand flying over his cock as he ejaculated thick streams of cum up his own chest and stomach.
			

			
				With a final thrust, Charlie groaned deeply, pulling his cock out and holding it over Micah. His cum poured out in large pulses, covering Micah in another load.
			

			
				Sienna and I exchanged a glance, both of us flushed and grinning. “That,” Sienna said with a laugh, “was fucking beautiful.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				A few days later, it was my turn. I think I was more nervous than Charlie had been. The two of us were sitting in a busy hotel bar in town, at a booth hidden from the rest of the bar by tall, potted plants. My leg bounced nervously under the table as I nursed my cocktail, the condensation from the glass dripping onto my fingers. Charlie reached across, placing his hand over mine to still my fidgeting.
			

			
				“You look incredible,” he said. I’d gone all out tonight; tight black dress, heels that made my legs look endless, and a bold red lipstick that I hoped made me look as confident as I wanted to feel. “If I were a stranger, I wouldn’t be able to resist you.”
			

			
				I laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “You’re biased,” I said, but his words gave me a much-needed boost of confidence.
			

			
				Charlie leaned back in the booth, his eyes scanning the room. “There are plenty of guys here, do you like the look of any of them?”.
			

			
				I took a deep breath and sipped my drink, my gaze flitting around the bar. It was a mixed crowd, some business types unwinding after a long week, couples on date nights, and a few groups of friends laughing and chatting loudly. A man sitting alone at the bar caught my attention. He was handsome, dressed casually in a fitted shirt and jeans, his dark hair flecked with grey. He was a lot older than us, in his mid-forties, but exactly the sort of businessman I had imagined in my fantasy. He was nursing a whiskey and scrolling on his phone.
			

			
				“I think I see someone,” I murmured, nodding subtly in his direction. Charlie followed my gaze and gave a small, approving smile.
			

			
				“Go for it,” he said. “I’ll stay here, but you know I’m just a text away if you need me.”
			

			
				I hesitated for a moment, then grabbed my bag and slid out of the booth. My heart was pounding as I approached the bar, the sound of my heels clicking on the tiled floor. I could feel Charlie’s eyes on me from behind the plants.
			

			
				The man looked up as I neared, his dark eyes locking onto mine. I smiled, summoning every ounce of confidence I could muster. “Is this seat taken?” I asked, gesturing to the stool next to him.
			

			
				“Not at all,” he replied. He gave me a small, curious smile as I sat down. “Can I buy you a drink?”
			

			
				“That depends,” I said, playing coy. “What are you having?”
			

			
				“Whiskey,” he said, holding up his glass. “But you don’t strike me as a whiskey kind of girl.”
			

			
				I laughed, relaxing a little. “You’re right. I’ll have a martini, please.”
			

			
				As we started chatting, I felt my nerves start to ease. He was charming, with a dry wit that kept me laughing. I caught glimpses of Charlie out of the corner of my eye, still sitting in the booth, his posture relaxed but his eyes attentive. It was comforting to know he was there, giving me the space to explore this fantasy while keeping a watchful eye.
			

			
				The man introduced himself as Luke, and as the minutes passed, the conversation flowed easily. He was staying in the hotel on business and had to travel a lot for his job. I leaned in a little closer, laughing at his jokes and letting my hand brush his arm occasionally. I was impressed with myself how easily I was flirting; I hadn’t had a lot of practice.
			

			
				“So, you must pick up a lot of girls when you travel?” I asked eventually, trying to steer the conversation around to sex.
			

			
				“Sometimes,” he said coyly, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “But it’s not just about picking up someone. It’s about the connection. Chemistry.” His eyes flicked to mine, and I felt a shiver run through me.
			

			
				“Chemistry, huh?” I teased, swirling the last of my drink in its glass. “And what kind of chemistry are you picking up on tonight?”
			

			
				“The kind that makes me think it’s going to be a good night,” he said, “And you?”
			

			
				I felt a blush creep up my neck, but I didn’t shy away from his gaze. “Let’s just say it’s been a while since I’ve felt this kind of spark,” I said, my fingers brushing his on the table. 
			

			
				“Can I kiss you?” he asked.
			

			
				The directness of his question caught me off guard, but in the best way. There was no awkward fumbling, no guessing his intentions. He was asking for what he wanted, but also giving me the space to say no.
			

			
				“Yes,” I whispered, barely able to get the word out before he closed the distance between us.
			

			
				His lips met mine softly at first, testing the waters. His hand came up to cup my cheek, his thumb brushing gently against my skin as the kiss deepened. I felt my body relax into him, my fingers curling around his arm for support. The noise of the bar seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of us.
			

			
				Luke pulled back slightly, his eyes meeting mine, full of playful intent. “How adventurous are you feeling tonight?”
			

			
				I knew exactly what he meant, and the thrill of it sent a jolt through me. My pulse quickened, and before I could second-guess myself, I stood up, smoothing down my dress. “Let’s find out.”
			

			
				 Luke’s grin turned wicked as he stood and reached for my hand. With a quick glance at Charlie, I followed Luke towards the hallway leading to the toilets. My heart raced as I followed him, the sense of daring and excitement building with every step.
			

			
				He pushed the door open, and I slipped inside after him, my breath coming fast as the door swung shut behind us. The quiet of the single-stall bathroom made the pounding of my heart feel deafening. Luke locked the door and then turned to me, his eyes meeting mine as he reached for me. His hands slid around my waist, and his lips found mine in a hungry, heated kiss, his fingers gripping me tightly. I could feel his hard length pressing against me through his trousers. My heart was pounding so hard I thought my chest might burst.
			

			
				I broke the kiss and dropped to my knees, my eyes locked on his as I reached for his belt. My fingers were trembling slightly, not from nerves, but from excitement. I undid the buckle and slid his zip down, freeing his cock. It was wonderfully thick and already hard. It also had an upward curve to it, something I had never experienced before. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling its weight and warmth.
			

			
				Luke let out a sharp breath as I leaned in, running my tongue along the length of his shaft, savouring the taste of his skin. I teased the head with my tongue, circling it before taking him into my wet mouth. The groan he let out sent a thrill through me, and I took him deeper, my hands gripping his thighs for support.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s good,” he murmured, his hand sliding into my hair and guiding me gently as I moved. I worked him with a steady rhythm, hollowing my cheeks and using my tongue to drive him crazy. Bobbing my head, I gradually got him deeper and deeper until my lips touched his body. I looked up into his eyes.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he said, clearly impressed.
			

			
				After a few minutes, Luke tugged at my hair, pulling me up to my feet. His lips crashed against mine, his kiss tasting of urgency and desire. He pressed me back against the sink. His hands slid up my thighs, pushing my dress up around my hips, exposing my knickers. He slipped his fingers beneath the waistband and pulled them down in one swift motion. His hands spread my legs, and I felt his fingers slide through my wetness, making me gasp. “You’re so fucking ready for me,” he murmured against my ear.
			

			
				“Yes,” I breathed, my voice shaking. “I want it.”
			

			
				Luke pushed forward, filling me slowly. The stretch from his thick cock was perfect, and I let out a low moan as he sank deeper up inside me, the curve from his cock working perfectly in this position. He gripped my hips and started to move, thrusting into me with a steady, powerful rhythm. The sound of our bodies meeting echoed in the small space, mixing with my gasps and his groans.
			

			
				Luke's thrusts grew stronger, his grip on my hips tightening as he buried himself deeper with every movement. I lifted my legs, wrapping them around him as he pounded me against the sink. Suddenly, I was coming, my cunt clenching around his cock as I kissed him with a desperate passion, riding my orgasm.
			

			
				When my climax had washed over me, leaving me panting and breathless, he set me down on the floor. “Turn around,” he ordered.
			

			
				I spun around, facing the mirror and leaning over the sink. He spread my cheeks with his hands and slid his cock inside me again in one rough movement. My eyes flicked up to the mirror in front of us, and the sight made the moment even hotter. My dress was bunched around my waist, my breasts rising and falling with every heavy breath. Luke’s intense gaze locked on the reflection of our bodies moving together.
			

			
				“Look at yourself getting fucked,” he growled into my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “You look so fucking good like this.”
			

			
				I met my own gaze in the mirror, my cheeks flushed, my lips parted with soft moans. His hands slipped the shoulders of my dress down and then the bra straps. He exposed my firm breasts, squeezing them firmly as he thrust harder.
			

			
				The pace quickened, the sharp slap of his body against mine driving me wild. I watched in the mirror as one of his hands slid down, fingers finding my clit. The sudden, electrifying sensation sent a shockwave through my body. I gasped, unable to tear my eyes away from the reflection of his hand working me, his cock plunging into me, the combination pushing me closer to the edge.
			

			
				“You’re going to come, aren’t you?” he murmured, his fingers circling faster, his thrusts hitting deeper.
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, my legs trembling as I felt the orgasm building, unstoppable. I came hard, my body shuddering against him, my cries echoing in the small space. The pleasure rippled through me, leaving me breathless, my grip on the sink white-knuckled as he kept moving inside me.
			

			
				“Jesus, you feel so good,” Luke groaned, his movements becoming desperate. His hips slammed against me one final time as he came, a low groan escaping his lips. I felt the wetness of his cum filling my cunt. I watched his face in the mirror, the pure ecstasy etched across it, and it sent a final wave of satisfaction through me.
			

			
				We stayed there for a moment, catching our breath, his cock still throbbing inside me. He leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to the back of my neck. My fantasy had been even better in reality than I had imagined.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We straightened our clothing and I pulled my knickers back on, feeling cum leaking from me and pooling in them. “Do you want to spend the night in my hotel room?” he asked.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” I said, “But let me check with my boyfriend first.”
			

			
				He raised an eyebrow, surprised. “Your boyfriend?”
			

			
				I giggled. “Yes, he’s waiting in the bar. This was… planned,” I admitted.
			

			
				He laughed, shaking his head. “You’re something else.”
			

			
				I went back out to Charlie. He was delighted for me and happy for me to go up to Luke’s room for the night. He gave me a long kiss. “Have fun,” he said. “Tell me all about it tomorrow.”
			

			
				“I love you, Charlie,” I said, reaching up to touch his face.
			

			
				I returned to the foyer where Luke was waiting and took his hand, leading him to the lifts.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				Read more in The Sex Academy 3
			

			
				https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0DW4DYK13
			

			
				 
			

			
				The lunchtime Sex Academy is back for a third term, with more live demonstrations and group workshops. This term, they unexpectedly find themselves joined by Elaine, a newly single classmate. The lessons are getting even filthier, involving sex toys, double penetration, sex tapes and more. But will Jane be able to resist falling in love with Elaine too? 
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				Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As they explore this new world, the couple soon realise they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The University Sex Society (with Max Delany)
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				Lucy was looking for a society or club to join when she stumbled upon the Sex Society. Surely a society that organised a biweekly orgy couldn't be allowed, could it?
			

			
				 
			

			
				Curiosity and desire pull her into a secret world where boundaries are pushed, and pleasure knows no limits. As she navigates this provocative new scene, Lucy discovers more about herself than she ever imagined.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Carrie's Gap Year - Thailand
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				For her gap year, Carrie is travelling the world in search of adventure and freedom. Quick to make friends, she’s drawn into a whirlwind of wild nights, group sex, and unforgettable experiences.
			

			
				 
			

			
				From five-star hotels to full moon parties, Carrie immerses herself in a journey of explicit sex, friendship, and self-discovery. But while it’s easy for her to hook up with new people, saying goodbye proves much harder.
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