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				Week 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				I leaned against the lockers, trying to focus on what Meera was saying, but my mind kept drifting. College was loud and chaotic, especially between classes, and it all seemed to blur together.
			

			
				"...and then he couldn't even find my bloody clit," Meera was saying, rolling her eyes. I couldn't help but laugh, though I felt a little guilty for being distracted. "I'm so bored of these useless boys," she went on. "That’s the third one I’ve hooked up with this week and they’ve all been a disappointment. What about you and Charlie? Still the same old thing?"
			

			
				I could feel my cheeks go a little pink. "Well, he's so sweet, you know? Like, really sweet. It's not bad or anything. Just... yeah, maybe a bit predictable. You know we’ve been together since forever and neither of us have any other experience."
			

			
				Meera gave me one of her looks. Her thick black hair was pulled back into a messy bun today, a few loose strands framing her round face. Meera had Indian parents and was unapologetically curvy. With her low-cut top showing off her massive tits, she never went unnoticed. I was kind of jealous of her, with my smaller breasts that I hid behind modest tops, my pale skin and boring, light brown, straight hair.
			

			
				The boys loved Meera, and she loved that they did. She was confident, bold, and, honestly, a total slut. She’d admit that herself with a wink and a laugh, never embarrassed. It was just who she was. 
			

			
				"Predictable?” she said, “Jesus, Jane, you’re nineteen. Life’s too short to be predictable. Tell him to get his act together and fuck you in the ass or something."
			

			
				“Meera!” I said, shocked. “I would never…” But before I could respond further, something caught my eye, it was a small flyer stuck to the noticeboard next to us, almost covered by the list of girls that had got into the netball team. 
			

			
				“Sex Academy. Come and join us at lunchtime to improve your sex life. Couples only.”
			

			
				My stomach did a weird little flip. I nudged Meera. “Hey, look at this.”
			

			
				She barely glanced at it, giving me a smirk. “You’ve got to be kidding me. What the fuck is this? Sounds super dodgy.”
			

			
				I stared at the flyer for a second longer, feeling this odd mix of excitement and nervousness. “I don’t know… I’m kind of… tempted,” I said quietly. “Maybe Charlie and I could… you know, try something different?”
			

			
				“Oh, my God, Jane.” She shook her head, still grinning. “It sounds super lame. And it says couples only. I’m obviously not taking part, seeing as I’m not exactly ‘settled’ right now.” She shot me a thoughtful look. “Do you reckon Charlie would even be up for it?”
			

			
				I bit my lip. Honestly, I wasn’t sure. Charlie was pretty shy. I loved him with all my heart, but he was steady, reliable, and not the most adventurous in that department. But maybe he’d surprise me? “I think I’m going to ask him,” I admitted.
			

			
				Meera raised an eyebrow, a wicked grin creeping onto her face. “Oh, this should be fucking hilarious. Please, tell me how that conversation goes.”
			

			
				“Fuck, here he comes,” I said, seeing Charlie push through the double doors at the end of the corridor.
			

			
				He strolled over casually, his dark hair as messy as ever, that easy smile on his face. Brown eyes locked on me as he came closer, his hand sliding into mine naturally, like it always did.
			

			
				“Hey,” he said softly, leaning in to kiss my cheek, his hand squeezing mine. “What are you two up to?”
			

			
				Meera was grinning her naughty grin. “Oh, nothing much,” she said, still smirking. “Just chatting about fucking. You know, usual girl stuff.”
			

			
				Charlie looked embarrassed, glancing between the two of us, clearly confused. “Uh… what?”
			

			
				Meera burst out laughing again, clearly enjoying the awkwardness. “Anyway, Jane, have fun. I’ll catch up with you later,” she said with a sly grin before sauntering off down the hallway, her hips swaying in her obscenely short skirt as she went.
			

			
				The nervous flutter in my stomach came back with a vengeance as I watched Meera disappear around the corner. I turned to face him and took a deep breath, feeling my heart pound in my chest. "Okay, so... I saw this flyer," I said quickly, pointing to the noticeboard. I could feel my face getting warmer with every word. “It’s, uh, for something called the Sex Academy. They’re running it at lunchtime. For couples. You know, to… um, improve things.”
			

			
				Charlie blinked at me, then glanced over at the noticeboard. He stared at the flyer for a moment, then looked back at me, a confused smile on his face. “Wait… what? Are you… serious?”
			

			
				I nodded, biting my lip nervously. “I know it sounds kind of mad,” I admitted. “But… I don’t know, I thought maybe it could be fun? Something different? Like… for us.”
			

			
				“So, you’re saying… you want us to go to a Sex Academy?” He said it slowly, like he was still processing the words.
			

			
				“Maybe,” I said, almost shrinking under his gaze. “I mean, it could help us… try new things? Maybe even improve things a bit?”
			

			
				Charlie looked at me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. I started to panic a little inside, wondering if I’d just made a complete idiot out of myself.
			

			
				Then, to my surprise, he let out a small laugh. “I honestly don’t know what to say right now,” he said, shaking his head. “But…if you want to, then fine.”
			

			
				I laughed, relief flooding through me. “Thank you Charlie, I love you!”
			

			
				As we walked down the hallway together, Charlie still holding my hand, I couldn’t help but smile. Maybe this was exactly what we needed. Something new. Something exciting.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Friday came quicker than I expected, and as Charlie and I made our way through the college halls, I could feel my stomach doing somersaults. My hand gripped his a little tighter than usual, and every step closer made my heart pound faster. What the hell were we getting ourselves into?
			

			
				Charlie hadn’t said much since I’d brought it up. He was trying to play it cool, but I could tell from the way he kept fidgeting that he was just as nervous as I was. Still, we were here. No backing out now.
			

			
				The room was not what I expected. It was one of the older classrooms, with creaky wooden floors and large windows. There were colourful cushions scattered in a semicircle, and yoga mats laid out across the floor. The air smelled faintly of incense.
			

			
				Standing in the middle of the room was a woman I recognised as one of the post-grads. She was in her mid-twenties, maybe a bit older. She was tall and thin, her skin tanned, with long, messy dreadlocks that hung down her back. She wore a flowing, patchwork skirt that brushed against the tops of her bare feet, and a tight vest top that made it very clear she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were large but sagged slightly, like she didn’t care at all about defying gravity. Her nipples were just about visible through the thin fabric, and for some reason, I couldn’t stop staring.
			

			
				“Welcome, welcome,” she said in a soft voice. “You must be Jane and Charlie, right? I’m Luna,” she said, clasping her hands together. “I’m so glad you’ve joined us today.” She motioned towards the cushions. “Please, make yourselves at home.”
			

			
				I nodded, feeling my cheeks flush again, and led Charlie over to the semi-circle of cushions. We sat down, awkwardly adjusting ourselves as we tried to get comfortable. Quite a few other couples were already there, relaxing on the cushions around us.
			

			
				I smiled in greeting to the couple next to us. The girl I was already quite friendly with and I was very embarrassed that someone I knew was here too. Sienna was a mixed-race girl in my English class. Her long black plaits framed her face and hung down over her shoulders. She had large, firm breasts that I had often admired, straining against her tight top. She seemed at ease, her eyes half-closed as she leaned against her partner.
			

			
				Micah, Sienna’s partner, was tall and muscular, with a relaxed posture. I knew him as one of the coolest kids in college. His skin was dark and smooth, and he had a calm, chilled vibe about him. He was dressed in a really tight t-shirt and casual shorts, his muscles accentuated by the outfit. He glanced over at us with a friendly nod.
			

			
				As Charlie and I settled into our cushions, trying to ignore the weirdness of the situation, the door creaked open once more. I looked up to see another couple walk in.
			

			
				Daisy, with her bleach blonde hair cascading down her back in shiny, well-maintained waves, strutted in like she owned the place. She wore a fitted, high-waisted skirt and a crop top that highlighted her cheerleader physique. Her bright blue eyes sparkled with an air of confidence, and her whole presence screamed of someone used to being the centre of attention.
			

			
				Dylan followed behind her, his broad shoulders and athletic build making him stand out. He was on the rowing team, charming, confident, and more than a bit arrogant. His white hoodie hung loosely over his shoulders, and he had that cocky smirk that made it clear he thought he was the shit.
			

			
				I gave Charlie a look of panicked disdain. These two were the last people I wanted to talk about sex with. Luna greeted them with the same serene smile she’d given us. “Ah, welcome, welcome,” she said, her voice floating across the room. “You must be Daisy and Dylan. I’m so pleased to see you.”
			

			
				Dylan gave a casual wave, his smirk widening as he took in the room. “Hey,” he said, sounding very laid-back.
			

			
				Luna motioned towards the semi-circle of cushions. “Please, make yourselves comfortable. I think that’s everyone.” Luna floated back to the centre of the room, her serene smile never fading as she sat cross-legged on her mat. 
			

			
				“Alright, my beautiful souls,” she began. “Before we dive deeper, let’s open the circle. This is a safe space, a place for us to be honest, vulnerable, and free from judgement. So, let’s go around and share a little something about our sex lives and why we’re here.”
			

			
				She paused, letting her words sink in before gesturing to Sienna and Micah to start.
			

			
				Sienna flashed a confident smile. “Well,” she began, “Micah and I have been together for a little over a year. We’re pretty open with each other sexually. I’m not shy about what I want, and he’s always down to try new things.” She gave Micah a playful smile, and he grinned.
			

			
				Micah chimed in. “Yeah, we’re all about experimenting. We’ve done some kinky stuff, but there’s always room to learn more.”
			

			
				Their casualness made me squirm a little, I didn’t feel anywhere near as confident.
			

			
				Next, Luna’s gaze turned to Daisy and Dylan. Daisy flicked her blonde hair over her shoulder, her bright eyes sparkling with excitement. “Dylan and I have been together for a couple of months,” she said. “I’ve always been super into sex and we do it like four times a day. We’re still figuring each other out. The main thing for me is that I’d like it to last longer. But I’m all about keeping things fun and adventurous.”
			

			
				Dylan, his cocky smirk still in place, added, “Yeah, I’ve got no complaints. We keep things pretty hot. Daisy’s up for it whenever.”
			

			
				Charlie shifted beside me, clearly uncomfortable with how relaxed everyone seemed. My heart raced as Luna’s eyes landed on us. I swallowed hard before speaking, my voice a little shaky.
			

			
				“Well, Charlie and I have been together since school,” I said, glancing at him nervously. “We’re each other’s firsts, so we’ve been pretty… traditional, I guess. Nothing too crazy. I kinda want to learn what else we can do.”
			

			
				Charlie cleared his throat, nodding in agreement but not saying anything. He looked really embarrassed and I squeezed his hand.
			

			
				We went round the group, everyone introducing themselves and saying a few words about their sex lives. Finally, the focus turned to a couple I didn’t recognise, Juno and Victor.
			

			
				Juno was striking in her own unique way. She had cropped bleached white hair, cut short and edgy. Her nose was pierced with a small silver hoop, and she wore large, nerdy glasses. Her figure was slim, with perky tits straining at her tight AC/DC t-shirt.
			

			
				Victor, her partner, was a typical goth. Dressed head to toe in black, from his worn leather boots to his flowing black coat, he tried his best to exude an air of dark mystery. His face was pale, and his sharp features were accentuated by smudged black eyeliner. His ears were full of piercings, at least six on each side.
			

			
				Juno leaned forward slightly. “Victor and I aren’t as… traditional,” she said calmly. “We’re in an open relationship and we like to explore different sides of ourselves. I just thought this might be a fun, sexual space for us to continue exploring.”
			

			
				Luna clapped her hands gently, her smile broadening. “Thank you all for sharing. It’s beautiful to hear such diversity in your journeys. Remember, no matter where you’re at, this is a space for growth and connection. Now, let’s begin. For our demonstration I’ve hired a model.”
			

			
				She went to the door and called out into the corridor, “Gabriel, you can come now please.”
			

			
				Everyone turned to see who was coming in. A tall, stunningly handsome man walked in, his presence immediately commanding attention.
			

			
				“This is Gabriel,” Luna said, “He’s from Brazil and he’s an OnlyFans model.”
			

			
				Gabriel had an impossibly perfect physique that looked like it had been sculpted by a master. His skin was a deep, rich tan, and his muscles were defined in a way that made it clear he spent a lot of time working on his body. He had a chiselled jawline, high cheekbones, and a confident stride that made him look like he was straight out of a fashion magazine. I felt my heart start racing just looking at him.
			

			
				“Gabriel, thank you for joining us,” Luna said. “Please, take off your clothes and lie on the mat. We’re about to begin a new exercise.”
			

			
				There was a collective intake of breath from the group as Gabriel began to undress. As he removed his clothes, it was impossible not to admire his perfect physique. His abs were carved with precision, his chest broad and well-defined.
			

			
				Finally, he was left in just a pair of extremely tight, white briefs. His briefs were stretched to their limit, outlining the most impressive bulge I had ever seen. The white fabric clung to the outline of his large cock. Even soft, his dick was bigger than Charlie’s when erect.
			

			
				The whole room held their breaths as he placed his hands on the waistband, his fingers brushing the soft, white fabric. Slowly, he began to ease them down. As the briefs slid over his hips, the bulge that had so captivated our attention was gradually exposed. Suddenly, the material slipped over his cock and it sprang free. Still soft, it was thick and impressively long. I’m sure everyone there let out a little gasp.
			

			
				His briefs slipped down his legs and over his sculpted thighs. When they reached his ankles, he lifted one foot at a time to pull them off completely, tossing them gently aside.
			

			
				Not at all shy, and now fully exposed, Gabriel lay back on the mat, his skin shining slightly under the soft light. I couldn’t believe we were all sitting in a college classroom with a completely naked male model. This was also the first time I was seeing a man’s cock in real life, apart from my Charlie’s.
			

			
				“So, for this first session,” began Luna, “I thought we would explore giving oral pleasure to someone with a penis. And then next week we’ll focus on cunnilingus.”
			

			
				She reached out and took his substantial cock in her hand. “The main point I want to make is that everyone is different. You need to listen to your partner’s body language and communicate directly with them to understand what works for them.”
			

			
				“Yes, exactly,” said Daisy, nodding sagely as if she had imparted this wisdom herself.
			

			
				“That said,” continued Luna, ignoring her, “I’m going to give you some techniques and tips to try, and you can see if your partner enjoys them.”
			

			
				All this time, her hand had been gently stroking Gabriel’s cock. As she did so, it began to throb and swell, gradually expanding and hardening. All the eyes in the room were focused intently on his massive member.
			

			
				"As you continue, remember," she said, glancing around at the group, "this is about building pleasure slowly. It’s about exploring your partner’s body. Now, the first technique you can do is running your tongue up and down the shaft."
			

			
				Gabriel’s cock was standing hard and proud now. Luna bent down and, sticking her tongue out, ran it all the way up his shaft to the tip. Then back down again. Gabriel closed his eyes, enjoying the sensations. I glanced at Charlie, he seemed tense but he squeezed my hand reassuringly.  This was all so new to us, but despite the uncertainty I felt a building pressure between my legs.
			

			
				“Now,” continued Luna, “Check in with your partner to see what feels good, but something that is commonly appreciated is to take as much as you can into your mouth.”
			

			
				She opened her mouth and swallowed his whole cock, slowly sinking down over him until her lips touched his body. Even then, when I thought she couldn’t go any further, she pressed herself down even more. His cock must have been all the way down her throat. It was like some magic trick, I couldn’t believe his enormous dick would fit in her throat, let alone that she could do that without gagging.
			

			
				Luna carefully lifted her head up, taking the cock right out of her mouth. It was wet with her saliva. “Now, don’t expect to be able to get that much in your mouth right away. It requires a lot of practice to be able to control your gag reflex. Some people find it easier to practise with a dildo.” She continued to gently wank his cock with her hand as she spoke.
			

			
				I glanced around the room, everyone was silent and looking flushed. I could see quite a few of the boys had large bulges in their trousers. Juno was looking unimpressed, but Daisy had her mouth hanging open in shock. As for me, I felt like I was on fire between my legs. My pussy throbbed and ached with desire. I couldn’t wait to get home with Charlie.
			

			
				Luna was now talking about the importance of using your hands. “Even though the focus is your mouth,” she was saying, “don’t forget to use both hands. One can stroke the shaft where you can’t reach your mouth and the other one can massage the balls.”
			

			
				She bent over and started sucking his cock again, demonstrating with one hand on the shaft and one fondling his balls. Gabriel let out a little moan for the first time.
			

			
				“Did you hear that?” she asked, pausing. “Now I know that’s a technique he appreciates, so I can lean into it, fondle his balls a little more enthusiastically for example.”
			

			
				She lent over again, bobbing her head up and down as she resumed sucking his cock and playing with his balls, making him moan again. 
			

			
				Next she demonstrated a couple more techniques; using her tongue on the head and applying suction with her mouth. Gabriel’s cock was rock hard now and absolutely throbbing. He looked like he was about to explode at any moment.
			

			
				A movement to my side caught my eye. Unlike everyone else, who were all sitting motionless, Juno was rubbing Victor’s hard cock through his trousers. She caught my eye, grinning and I quickly looked away. I could see Charlie was hard too. I was desperate to touch him but I was too shy to do it here.
			

			
				“Okay, I think we’re almost ready for the climax,” said Luna. “There’s a couple of points I want to make before I demonstrate. Firstly, we need to up the pace a little to bring him over the line. Secondly, once he starts to come, don’t stop. Keep going right through the orgasm until he’s finished. Any questions?”
			

			
				Sienna half put up her hand. “Are you going to swallow?” she asked.
			

			
				“Good question,” said Luna, “I don’t think that really matters, as far as sensation goes, as long as you let him climax in your mouth it’s up to you if you swallow it. Okay…”
			

			
				She bent back down and started sucking him faster, her head bobbing rhythmically up and down, her hands working his shaft and balls. Gabriel started to breathe faster and closed his eyes.
			

			
				Suddenly, he let out a loud groan and his cock throbbed in her mouth. Luna continued sucking and I could see her swallowing, but some of the cum escaped her mouth and ran down his shaft. She continued to suck and stroke him as he grunted and groaned some more, not stopping until he finally lay back quietly and breathed deeply.
			

			
				There was a collective sigh from the couples around the room as the tension suddenly dissipated. Luna sat up, a little drip of cum running down her chin. She wiped it away with the back of her hand.
			

			
				“So, that ends the demonstration for today,” she said, “I want you all to go away and practise that as much as you can before next week. Listen to your partner’s body language, and also what they tell you, to find the techniques that work for you.”
			

			
				Gabriel still lay on the floor naked, his wet cock softening slightly. The rest of the couples started getting up and gathering their things. All the boys had erections straining at their trousers and the girls all looked flushed and aroused.
			

			
				“Now, get out of here,” Luna said with a smirk, “I’ve still got Gabriel booked for the next thirty minutes and I want to take full advantage.”
			

			
				I grabbed Charlie’s hand, and dragged him hurriedly from the class. “Where are we going?” he asked.
			

			
				“To your car,” I told him. “I’m going to suck your dick.”
			

			
				We passed Meera by the entrance to the building. “Hey, Jane,” she said, “How was the…”
			

			
				“Can’t stop now,” I told her, hurrying out the door with Charlie in tow. “I’ve got a blowjob to give.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we got to his car, I bundled him into the back seat and climbed in after him. Charlie looked a little bit in shock. I unhooked his belt and pulled his trousers down to his ankles. Then I reached into his underwear and pulled out his hard cock.
			

			
				Charlie looked out the windows nervously, but there was no-one nearby. “Er, Jane, I’m not sure…” he began.
			

			
				But I wasn’t listening. I bent over and put his cock in my mouth, running my tongue over the head. He was really hard, his cock throbbing in my mouth as I sucked him. I had given him blowjobs occasionally in the past, but usually as part of foreplay. I’d never brought him to climax with one.
			

			
				Now though, I was inspired. My pussy was aching, and I’d never felt so turned on to have a cock in my mouth. I set about moving up and down, one hand on his shaft. Each time I went a bit too deep, I felt myself almost gag, so I tried to keep it shallow. Going deeper was something I was determined to work on.
			

			
				I carried on sucking him and stroking the shaft with one hand. And then I remembered the balls. Using the other hand I started to massage his balls. Charlie shifted slightly, pushing his cock up at me. “Fuck, Jane, I’m going to come,” he warned, probably expecting me to stop sucking him and finish him with my hand.
			

			
				But I wanted to do it properly. I upped my pace slightly, continuing to suck his cock. Suddenly his fingers gripped the seat and he let out a long moan. I felt him flood my mouth with warm cum. I couldn’t quite make myself swallow, and nearly choked on it. Instead it ran down his shaft in thick rivers as more and more throbbed out of this cock.
			

			
				When he’d finally stopped coming, I looked up at him, my mouth still full of cum. It didn’t actually taste as bad as I had always assumed. I swallowed some down now. I was pretty sure I could work on that next time.
			

			
				Charlie was breathing heavily, a satisfied look on his face. “Fuck, Jane,” he said, “That was incredible. I mean, thank you.” 
			

			
				“You’re welcome Charlie,” I said. “How long until you think we can go again?”
			

			
				 
			

			



				Week 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				“So, how many times is it today?” Meera asked with a smirk as she pulled her bag out of her locker and closed it.
			

			
				I flushed, but I was enjoying the attention on my sex life for once. “Well, I stayed over last night, so I woke him up this morning with my mouth,” I said. “And then at lunchtime, we went to the college toilets, and I sucked him off again. So, only twice.”
			

			
				“So far,” she giggled.
			

			
				It had been quite a week. I had sucked Charlie off so many times, I’d lost count. By Wednesday, I’m pretty sure he was starting to avoid me, so I wouldn’t drag him to a quiet corner of the college and suck his dick again.
			

			
				“And how’s your technique coming along?” she asked as we headed down the corridor.
			

			
				“Getting better,” I replied. “I can swallow it all right away now, and I’ve been practising getting it deeper, but I still can’t stop myself from gagging.”
			

			
				“You’ll get the hang of it,” she said, pushing open the doors at the end. “I don’t think I’ve got a gag reflex at all now.”
			

			
				Standing on the steps of the college, she paused and turned to me. She took her two middle fingers and pushed them right into her mouth as deep as she could to demonstrate.
			

			
				“Meera!” I said, shocked.
			

			
				She took her fingers out. “See,” she said, turning and carrying on down the steps. “So, what’s on the agenda at the Sex Academy this week?”
			

			
				“I’m not sure,” I said, “but I can’t wait to find out.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day, Charlie and I nervously pushed open the door to the Sex Academy room. We were one of the last couples to arrive. Luna greeted us warmly, and we took our places on the cushions.
			

			
				“Welcome, everyone,” she said. “First, how did everyone get on with practising last week’s lesson?”
			

			
				There was a brief pause as no one wanted to go first. Finally, Juno spoke up. “I think I was already pretty good,” she said, “but I’ve definitely upped my game this week, with Victor and my other partner.”
			

			
				“She definitely has,” Victor agreed.
			

			
				“Great. Anyone else?” Luna asked, looking around the room.
			

			
				Daisy spoke up next. “I’m not so sure,” she said hesitantly. “Dylan comes almost right away, but then he always has. I don’t get much time to really practise.”
			

			
				“Daisy!” Dylan said, clearly embarrassed.
			

			
				“Don’t worry, Dylan, this is a safe space,” Luna said reassuringly. “It sounds like Daisy would like you to last a bit longer, and that’s something we can work on. Come see me at the end, and we can go through a few exercises to help.”
			

			
				Luna then turned towards me. “Jane,” she said, making my stomach flip, “how about you?”
			

			
				I went bright red as everyone in the room turned to look at me. “I... I’ve loved it,” I admitted. “I’ve loved sucking his cock all week, I can’t get enough of it. And I’m getting better at taking it deeper. I really think I’ll be able to take it all the way soon.”
			

			
				“That’s brilliant, Jane,” Luna said with a smile. She then turned back to the group. “Now, onto this week’s lesson. I’m sure you’ve guessed, but today we’re going to focus on cunnilingus.”
			

			
				I felt the familiar ache between my legs. This was going to be good. Charlie had hardly ever gone down on me, and I couldn’t wait.
			

			
				“Now, the bad news is that the model I hired has let me down. So, can I have a volunteer from the group?”
			

			
				There was a sudden silence, and my heart pounded in my chest. Watching a model was one thing, but would someone from the group really demonstrate in front of everyone?
			

			
				“I’ll do it,” Juno said with a shrug.
			

			
				“Wonderful, thank you, Juno,” Luna replied. “Come and sit up here.” She brought a chair to the front, facing the group. Juno walked over and sat down. She was wearing a long black skirt and an Iron Maiden t-shirt. Despite all the glasses and piercings, I realised she was actually quite pretty.
			

			
				“Can you take off your skirt and panties, please?” Luna asked. There was a stirring around the group as everyone shifted uncomfortably.
			

			
				Juno stood up and let her skirt drop to the floor, pooling around her ankles. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of her little black knickers and pulled them down. There was a small gasp from some of the group.
			

			
				Juno was completely unshaven and untrimmed. She had a thick, wild, black bush that spread down her thighs and formed a line up her belly.
			

			
				There was a snigger from Dylan and Daisy, and I heard them mutter something that didn’t sound flattering.
			

			
				Luna immediately turned on them. “Guys!” she said sharply, “there will be no body shaming here. Everyone is different, and everyone is entitled to make their own decisions about body hair. I don’t shave mine either, if you must know. I don’t want to hear any more unkind comments. Is that understood?”
			

			
				Daisy and Dylan looked sheepish. “Sorry,” Daisy muttered.
			

			
				Luna turned back to Juno. “I think you look beautiful,” she said. “Would you mind sitting and opening your legs?”
			

			
				Juno sat and opened her legs. The hair parted, revealing her pink slit. Her opening glistened slightly, and above, she had large butterfly-shaped labia. I couldn’t believe how calmly Juno was exposing herself, and I felt the familiar fire burning in my pussy again.
			

			
				Luna knelt between Juno’s legs and gently spread her labia with her fingers. “As we learned last week,” she said, “the key is to listen to your partner’s body language and ask for feedback. Everyone is different, and everyone likes different things.”
			

			
				Luna glanced around the group, watching us nod in agreement. “Now, I’m going to show you a couple of key techniques,” she continued. “The first one is called ‘the pancake.’ I’m going to flatten my tongue like a pancake and use the whole surface in one firm, sweeping motion from bottom to top. Like this.”
			

			
				Luna leaned in, sticking out her tongue, and gave Juno a long, slow lick with the flat of her tongue, all the way from her opening to her clit. Juno let out a loud, surprised gasp of pleasure.
			

			
				“Did you like that, Juno?” Luna asked.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Juno replied breathlessly.
			

			
				Luna leaned in again and repeated the motion. She continued, licking over and over, while Juno threw her head back, moaning in delight. Her hands gripped the sides of the chair tightly.
			

			
				After a few minutes, Luna stopped. Juno was panting with desire, her pussy soaked, the hair around her opening wet and matted. I noticed a thick drip of white liquid running from her opening down towards her ass. Juno looked frustrated that Luna had stopped.
			

			
				“So, that’s a great technique,” Luna said, wiping her wet lips with the back of her hand. “Now that her clit is wet and swollen, I could switch to stimulating it with my fingers, and I’d probably get her off really quickly.”
			

			
				“Yes, please,” Juno gasped.
			

			
				“But I actually want to show you a different oral technique. This time, I’m going to wrap my lips around her clit to create a seal, then suck in a rhythmic, pulsing motion.”
			

			
				Luna bent back down between Juno’s legs and demonstrated. The moment she applied the first suction, Juno let out a howl of pleasure, gripping the sides of the chair even tighter.
			

			
				Luna sucked again, and Juno gasped, “Oh god!” Each time Luna sucked, Juno reacted, gasping, moaning, and swearing with increasing intensity. Watching her experience so much pleasure made my pussy throb like never before. I desperately needed to get out of there and have Charlie do the same thing to me.
			

			
				“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” Juno panted frantically, before letting out a loud scream. It was so loud, I was sure the college lecturers would come running to the classroom to see what was happening. But no one came - except Juno.
			

			
				Gripping the chair in a death hold, her eyes rolled back, and her body shook violently as the intense orgasm rushed through her. Luna stayed between her legs, helping her ride it out. Her orgasm must have lasted a full twenty seconds before it finally began to subside.
			

			
				Eventually, Luna moved aside, and we could see Juno’s open cunt. Her labia and clit were swollen, a deep pink, and streams of white juices dripped from her gaping opening. Juno slumped in the chair, still breathing heavily.
			

			
				“You’re going to have to learn how to do that, Victor,” she panted to her boyfriend.
			

			
				Luna turned back to the group. “So, that’s two techniques you can work with to get you started,” she said. “Also, just like with the blowjobs, don’t forget you can use your hands. I could have put some fingers in too, especially like this…” she demonstrated, holding two fingers out and making a “come here” motion.
			

			
				“But the key point is to listen to what works for your partner. Any questions?”
			

			
				The group was silent. I think we were all still in shock from the intensity of Juno’s orgasm. She was still sitting there with her legs open, dripping onto the chair.
			

			
				“No? Okay, in that case, you can go. The homework is to practise what we’ve seen here today. Keep up the blowjob practice too, and next week we’ll have a practical workshop to recap what we’ve learnt.”
			

			
				Everyone got up to leave. I found my legs were weak and shaky. Glancing around, I noticed the boys once again had erections straining against their trousers. I turned to Charlie. “Shall we…”
			

			
				“Go to my car?” he said, sounding out of breath himself. “Yes.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				As soon as the car door clicked shut behind us, I struggled out of my jeans and knickers. I noticed a damp patch in the middle of my knickers from watching Juno. I moved to the corner of the back seat, opening my legs wide. I wasn’t completely shaved, but I kept it trimmed very short and waxed my bikini line.
			

			
				Charlie looked at me hungrily and bent down between my legs, his tongue flattening out as he licked me from bottom to top in long, smooth motions. It felt fantastic, and I ran my fingers through his hair, pulling him closer.
			

			
				Remembering the tips about giving feedback, I said, “Press a little harder, be a bit rougher.” He listened instantly, licking me more firmly.
			

			
				“Oh yes, like that,” I gasped, now out of breath and panting heavily. He kept licking me, and I felt my climax building. I suddenly realised he’d never actually given me an orgasm before. The only time I’d come with him was when I rubbed my own clit while he fucked me.
			

			
				My cunt was aching for him. “Put your fingers in,” I gasped. He thrust two fingers inside me and started finger-fucking me while still licking. I knew I was going to come, and it wouldn’t take long.
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” I begged. “Keep doing exactly that.”
			

			
				He kept going, and about a minute later, I let out a loud moan as an intense orgasm crashed over me. It started deep in my cunt and rippled out through my whole body, making me shake uncontrollably. For a moment, it seemed like he was about to stop, but I quickly grabbed his head, holding him firmly between my legs. He got the message, staying in place and continuing to lick me while I rode out the waves of pleasure.
			

			
				The orgasm felt never-ending, each surge sending sparks through me. My thighs clenched around his head, my entire body trembling. Finally, when I couldn’t take it anymore, I loosened my grip and let him go. I don’t think he’d been able to breathe for the last minute, and he gasped for air, his face slick with wetness, but the grin plastered across his face was unmistakable.
			

			
				“That was so fucking hot,” he said, breathless, his eyes wide with excitement. “I almost came myself.”
			

			
				The car windows were completely steamed up from our heavy breathing, so I couldn’t see if anyone was nearby, but I didn’t care. I needed to have him inside me. “Fuck me,” I said simply.
			

			
				Charlie didn’t need to be asked twice. With an enthusiasm I hadn’t seen before, he undid his trousers, pulled out his rock-hard cock, and thrust it into my swollen cunt.
			

			
				He started thrusting into me, both of us moaning and kissing sloppily. Within a minute, he let out a loud groan, and I felt his warm cum fill me as I gripped his ass and held him inside me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Week 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				Meera and I were in the college canteen, sipping coffee. I’d just finished telling her about the sex academy lesson with Juno.
			

			
				“Oh. My. God,” said Meera, wide-eyed. “I can’t believe this is allowed on the college grounds. Do you think the teachers know what’s happening?”
			

			
				“I doubt it,” I replied. “It’s wild, I can hardly believe it myself. Watching Juno have an orgasm was one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen.”
			

			
				Juno was currently on the other side of the canteen, laughing with Victor and her other boyfriend. We both glanced over at her.
			

			
				“She’s fucking hot,” said Meera. “Can you imagine her having a threesome with those two?”
			

			
				“I’ve been imagining it all week,” I admitted, having gotten myself off to the thought several times.
			

			
				“And how has it improved things with Charlie?” she asked.
			

			
				“Oh, so much,” I gushed. “It has really ignited a passion between us. He gave me an orgasm for the first time in his car in the college car park right after the lesson, and since then, it’s been at least twice a day. We’ve been sucking and licking each other at every opportunity.”
			

			
				“Wow,” said Meera, “I’m so happy for you. I kind of wish I’d found someone to drag along to this thing now. If I’d known there would be live sex, I’d have been the first to sign up. Did they say what’s next?”
			

			
				“A practical workshop, apparently,” I said. “No idea what that means.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We were among the first to arrive and settled down on some cushions next to Sienna and Micah.
			

			
				“Hey, you two!” Sienna greeted us with a bright smile. Her long plaits swayed as she leaned in. “Are you ready for another wild session?”
			

			
				“I’m nervous but excited,” I admitted. Sienna was looking especially sexy this week, wearing a tight, ribbed top that stretched over her large breasts. It was paired with some cute little gym shorts, her long, dark legs looking elegant.
			

			
				“Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. Last week was intense, but you learn so much,” said Micah, leaning back on the cushions.
			

			
				“True,” Sienna chimed in. “I never thought I’d be so open about everything, but it’s kind of liberating, isn’t it?”
			

			
				“Plus, you get to learn from the best,” Micah said, smirking. “Can’t wait to see what Luna has planned today.”
			

			
				“Right? I’m hoping for more demonstrations,” Sienna said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You never know what might happen.” She lowered her voice, “I’ve never had so many orgasms since we started this class!”
			

			
				“Let’s just hope it doesn’t get too crazy,” I laughed, still feeling a nervous knot in my stomach.
			

			
				The room was filling up now, with couples chatting and settling on cushions. Luna entered the room, her long skirts flowing and her usual warm smile instantly commanding attention. “Welcome, everyone! I’m so glad to see you all here for our practical workshop.” A murmur of excitement rippled through the group.
			

			
				“Today, we’ll be building on what we learned in the first two weeks,” Luna announced with a bright smile. “We’ll be doing some partner exercises to explore techniques in a more hands-on way.” She paused, looking around the room. “So, boys, you’re going to show what you’ve learned first. Girls, if you want to strip off your lower half…”
			

			
				The room buzzed with nervous energy. I exchanged a glance with Charlie, my heart racing. “Wait, what?” I said, my voice barely above a whisper, shock etched across my face.
			

			
				His eyes widened, mirroring my disbelief. “I didn’t expect that either,” he replied, looking around at the others, who were equally taken aback. Sienna’s mouth hung open, and Micah’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. Even Daisy, who usually seemed unfazed, was biting her lip, glancing around as if seeking reassurance.
			

			
				A few nervous giggles erupted, but they were quickly stifled by the weight of the moment. I could see some girls exchanging uneasy looks, while the boys shifted uncomfortably.
			

			
				“Okay, let’s take a breath,” Luna said, trying to ease the tension. “It’s completely normal to feel a bit shy about this. Just remember, we’re all here to learn and support each other. You’re in a safe space.”
			

			
				Slowly, the group began to relax. “You know what, let’s do it,” said Sienna. She stood up, pulling down her shorts to the floor with her underwear. She was almost completely shaved, with just a small landing strip of hair down the middle.
			

			
				One by one, the other girls started to peel off their bottoms, revealing a mixture of body types and confidence levels. With each item of clothing that hit the floor, the initial shock transformed into a shared sense of empowerment.
			

			
				I was suddenly eager to join in myself. Sitting on the floor I started to struggle out of my skin-tight jeans. Charlie helped me, and soon I was in just my knickers. Then, with a deep breath, I slipped them off too, keeping my legs together so no-one could see me.
			

			
				Daisy was wearing a short, pleated skirt, and she kept it on but slipped her knickers off. I caught a glimpse of her completely bare pussy.
			

			
				All the girls lay out on the yoga mats, feeling self conscious, but ready for what came next. “Okay, boys,” said Luna, “Get down there and show us what you’ve learnt.”
			

			
				As Charlie moved around in front of me, I opened my legs, bending my knees and placing my feet on the floor. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this in a room full of other people. As Charlie started kissing my inner thighs, I could already hear the first few moans from the others.
			

			
				I couldn’t resist glancing over at Sienna. She was on her back, eyes closed, her large chest thrust up into the air. Micah was between her legs, his tongue making wet, sloppy sounds. As I watched, she ran a hand up her body, groping and squeezing her own breast roughly.
			

			
				Just then, Charlie gave a long, firm lick up my pussy and over my clit. I let out a loud, involuntary moan of pleasure. Fuck, he’d got good at this over the past week. I could barely remember his limp, feeble attempts from before, few and far between. He’d turned into a complete pro at eating my pussy.
			

			
				The room quickly filled with soft moans and gasps from at least ten horny women enjoying their boyfriends’ oral efforts. The heavy breathing and panting only made everything hotter. Behind me, I heard the first orgasm. I wasn’t sure who it was, but it was loud. Really loud. The girl almost screamed as it tore through her, and I think it triggered a few others, though they were a bit quieter.
			

			
				I felt my own climax building as Charlie slid two fingers into me, massaging my cunt from the inside. I was half-trying not to come, feeling shy and embarrassed about orgasming in a room full of people. I silently hoped he wouldn’t start sucking my clit or I would definitely lose it..
			

			
				Of course, Charlie started sucking my clit, and about ten seconds later I came hard. My orgasm surged through me in intense waves of pleasure. I felt my cunt clench around his fingers as my own essence flowed freely onto the yoga mat beneath me.
			

			
				Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as Charlie kept sucking, until I couldn’t take it anymore and pushed him away, gasping for breath. I sat up, feeling weak, and looked at Charlie. He had a huge grin on his face, his chin glistening wet, and I couldn't help but notice the large erection straining against his trousers. I reached out, boldly giving it a playful squeeze.
			

			
				Glancing around the room, I saw Luna walking between the couples, nodding approvingly at their efforts. Sienna was right on the brink of climax, her top and bra pushed up, both hands pulling hard on her wonderful dark nipples. Her back was arched as Micah worked relentlessly between her legs. When she finally came, her cry of ecstasy was the loudest in the room, a long, drawn-out scream of pure pleasure.
			

			
				As the last moans of pleasure faded, Luna returned to the front of the room, clapping her hands to get everyone’s attention.
			

			
				“Guys!” she said, smiling widely. “That was fantastic. You should all be so proud of yourselves. I can tell you’ve been working hard this week. Honestly, I’m blown away by how good you all were.”
			

			
				She paused, a cheeky grin spreading across her face. “Speaking of being blown away…”
			

			
				There were a few scattered giggles from the group as everyone caught on.
			

			
				“Alright, girls,” she continued, “it’s your time to shine now. Show me what you’ve been working on.”
			

			
				The room buzzed with nervous anticipation. We all knew what Luna wanted us to do, but actually getting started was another thing entirely. I glanced at Charlie, who was still breathing heavily from the last round, his erection straining against his trousers. He gave me a reassuring grin, clearly ready for whatever was coming next.
			

			
				Slowly, one by one, the girls began shifting positions, turning towards their partners. There was a mix of quiet giggles and knowing smiles. Sienna was already moving with confidence, lowering herself between Micah’s legs and undoing his belt, her eyes gleaming with excitement. 
			

			
				I noticed Daisy across the room, hesitating for just a second. I could see up her skirt, and her shaved pussy was wet and swollen.
			

			
				I took a deep breath, positioning myself in front of Charlie. The nervousness I’d felt before was quickly giving way to excitement. I unzipped his trousers, freeing his beautiful cock. It was hard and throbbing. I’d always loved Charlie’s cock, perfect for me, not pornstar big, but a decent size, lovely and straight.
			

			
				Sienna had Micah’s cock out now, and I did a double take. His black cock was massive; long, thick, with prominent veins. She ran her tongue up the immense shaft, swirling it around the tip. I felt a flush of heat between my legs at the sight.
			

			
				Looking back at Charlie, his eyes locked on mine. I gave him a few strokes before leaning down and wrapping my lips around him. The room was soon filled with soft sucking sounds and quiet murmurs of pleasure.
			

			
				I’d barely started when I heard a groan from Dylan. "Already?" Daisy said, sounding a bit annoyed. I glanced over and saw cum already running down Dylan's shaft. His cock was smaller than Charlie's, which surprised me, given how much he talked himself up.
			

			
				I focused back on Charlie. His cock twitched in my hand, and I could feel his pleasure building. Slowly, I took him deeper into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head before sliding down his shaft. I had gradually been getting better at taking it deeper; I could now reach the back of my throat without gagging.
			

			
				His hand gently rested on the back of my head, fingers threading through my hair as I bobbed up and down, working him with my mouth and hand. I realised Luna was standing next to me. “Don’t forget the balls, if that’s something he likes,” she said softly.
			

			
				I reached out and cupped them in one hand, giving them a gentle squeeze. Charlie moaned appreciatively, and I heard Luna move on to another couple.
			

			
				As I continued, I realised I was getting even deeper than before. His cock wasn’t just touching the back of my throat; it was actually going into it. With one final effort, I forced my lips all the way down to the base, feeling him fill my throat. Yes! I couldn’t believe I’d done it.
			

			
				I held it there for a second; Charlie’s eyes were wide. “Oh my god,” he gasped. Then I pulled away, saliva streaming from my mouth. “Fuck, Jane,” he said, impressed.
			

			
				Around the room, I could hear soft groans as more and more of the guys came. Seeing so many cocks being sucked had my heart racing and my pussy aching. I watched as a ginger girl behind us brought her boyfriend to climax, swallowing every drop. Even more erotic, she was on her knees, bent over so I could see her asshole and open vagina, glistening with wetness. I’d never felt so overwhelmingly horny.
			

			
				I bent back over Charlie and started to suck his dick faster and more enthusiastically. I wanted to taste his cum now. He was soon moaning loudly, his fingers roughly gripping my hair, and I knew he was close.
			

			
				Suddenly, he let out a loud growl, and I felt his cock throb in my mouth as load after load of cum pulsed out. I started swallowing, but there was so much I couldn’t get it all down, and it poured out of my lips and down his shaft.
			

			
				Charlie didn’t mind, though, he collapsed back onto the mat, his breath coming fast with happy sighs. My hand was covered in the cum that had run down his shaft. Luna appeared beside me with some tissues for me to mop it up.
			

			
				“That was excellent, Jane,” she said. “Really good technique.” I blushed with pride at the compliment.
			

			
				Nearly everyone had climaxed now, except Micah and a couple of guys at the back I couldn’t really see. Most of us were now watching Sienna sucking his cock, but it was so big she couldn’t really get much in her mouth.
			

			
				“When they’re that big, you have to use your hands more,” commented Luna, standing nearby. “Use both hands on the shaft and suck the tip.”
			

			
				Sienna followed Luna’s advice, wrapping both hands around his thick shaft and wanking him hard. “I’m going to come,” breathed Micah.
			

			
				Sienna took it out of her mouth and increased her pace with her hands. Suddenly, a huge load of cum erupted from his cock, spraying high into the air and splattering across Micah’s chest. As Sienna continued to stroke it, a second and third load shot out almost as high, before the rest just pulsed out and ran down his shaft over her hands. I’d never seen so much cum. Thirty seconds later, it was still pulsing from his throbbing cock, and he was completely covered in it.
			

			
				“You see why I never take it in my mouth?” laughed Sienna, still stroking him gently with cum-covered hands. The rest of us giggled too, and Luna passed her the tissues.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Luna moved back to the front of the class and addressed us. “That was so great; you should all be really proud of yourselves. I can see how much you’ve taken on board,” she said. “That’s it for the lesson this week. There’s no lesson next week as they need to set the room up for an opening evening. But when we come back in two weeks’ time, we’re going to start a special project. So enjoy your time together, and practise as much as you can!”
			

			
				We all quickly got dressed and I couldn’t help looking around at all the hanging cocks and exposed pussies. I was so insanely horny, I needed to fuck Charlie as soon as possible.
			

			
				Charlie was feeling the same. “Want to fuck in the disabled toilet?” he whispered to me, pulling up his trousers. I nodded enthusiastically.
			

			
				But when we got there, another couple slipped in just in front of us. “The car again?” I suggested.
			

			
				We hurried to the car park, and Charlie fucked me harder than he ever had before, right there in the back seat.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			

			
				Week 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You know, I can’t believe we all did that last week,” whispered Sienna. We were in class, and I’d been partnered with Sienna to work on a project together.
			

			
				I looked around nervously to make sure no-one could overhear us. “I know,” I said, “looking back it seems like such a wild thing to do.”
			

			
				“But, can I make a confession?” she asked, leaning in.
			

			
				“Sure.”
			

			
				“It actually turned me on,” she said softly. “Doing it in front of everyone, I mean. And also seeing all those…” she mouthed the words “cocks and pussies.”
			

			
				“Okay, don’t tell anyone,” I replied, “but it really turned me on too. Like, so much. Charlie and I did it like animals after, we’d never done it so passionately before.”
			

			
				“Oh, I know,” she agreed, “Micah and I were the same. He really gave it to me when we got home. I was sore for two days after.”
			

			
				“I’m not surprised, with the size of his…” I giggled, “you know.”
			

			
				“Girls!” came the loud voice of the teacher, suddenly startling us, “Are you talking about the project, because I don’t see where size comes into it.”
			

			
				I flushed bright red as laughter rippled around the room. We went back to the project plan we were writing and spent the next five minutes working on that.
			

			
				When she was sure the teacher wasn’t listening, Sienna lowered her voice and took up the conversation again. “Did you like watching us too?” she whispered.
			

			
				“God, yes,” I admitted, “You and Micah were the hottest.”
			

			
				“You and Charlie were really sexy too,” she said, putting her hand on mine and making my heart skip a beat. “You know…”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“I mean, we could… do that again. If you wanted,” she said.
			

			
				“What do you mean?” My heart was pounding in my chest. Was she suggesting what I thought she was?
			

			
				“We could… do stuff… again, in the same room. Me and Micah, and you and Charlie. It would be hot, right?”
			

			
				I felt my face getting hot again. And sweat pooling under my arms. That really would be hot. Fucking Charlie in the same room as Sienna and Micah. Wow, the idea was making my pussy ache.
			

			
				Suddenly, the teacher stalked past us again and we leant back over our plan, Sienna pointing out something we needed to change. But I wasn’t really listening, all I could think about was her other plan.
			

			
				Once the teacher started talking to someone else, I whispered to Sienna. “I want to do it,” I said, just the admission sending bolts of electricity between my legs. “But I’ll have to ask Charlie.”
			

			
				“Of course,” she agreed. Then added with a smirk, “Micah and I have already talked about it.”
			

			
				“Really?” I said, surprised.
			

			
				“Yeah, last night, we talked about what it would be like to be in the same room as you and Charlie… doing it. And we got so worked up, we… had very passionate…” she mouthed the word “sex” at me.
			

			
				Wow, the revelation that my friends had been getting off on imagining me and Charlie fucking was making me really horny. “Okay,” I said, “I’ll talk to Charlie, and message you later. Now we better finish this stupid project plan.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				There was no Sex Academy at lunchtime this Friday, which was a bit disappointing. But we had something else to look forward to. Charlie had been pretty enthusiastic about the idea of having sex in the same room as Sienna and Micah, and that evening, we were heading to Sienna’s parents' house. Her parents were out of town, and she’d invited us over for the night, promising cocktails.
			

			
				Sienna’s parents must have been loaded; their house was huge, and there was even a pool in the garden. Charlie’s beat-up old car looked completely out of place as we parked on the driveway and rang the doorbell.
			

			
				Sienna greeted us with a tour of the house, and we dropped our bags in the guest bedroom. Then we headed back to the open-plan living room, where she made us cocktails at the kitchen bar. The house was minimalist and modern, with sleek white floors and black sofas.
			

			
				Micah was chilling on one of the sofas, and we joined him, sipping our drinks, feeling the first buzz of alcohol. I have to admit, I was pretty nervous, not sure how things would start or what exactly was going to happen.
			

			
				We sat there for a few minutes, sipping our cocktails and making small talk, but I could feel the tension in the air. It wasn’t uncomfortable exactly, just a mix of excitement and nerves.
			

			
				Sienna suddenly groaned in frustration, “Oh my god, this is unbearable. The tension. Shall we just go upstairs and get it over with?”
			

			
				Her exasperation made me laugh. “I know what you mean,” I said, standing up and offering my hand to Charlie. “Come on.”
			

			
				Sienna led the way up the sleek wooden stairs to her room. It was massive, almost bigger than my entire flat. Charlie and I usually had to squeeze into a single bed when we fucked, constantly on the verge of falling out. But Sienna’s bed was in the middle of the room and way bigger than a normal double.
			

			
				We all climbed onto the bed. There was more than enough space for Charlie and me to cuddle on one side, while Sienna and Micah were comfortably on the other. We started making out, ignoring the sounds of wet kisses coming from the other couple.
			

			
				After a while, curiosity got the better of me, and I glanced over at them. They were so hot together, kissing open-mouthed, their tongues intertwining. Micah’s hand was on Sienna’s massive breast, groping her over her tight top. I could see her hard nipple through the fabric. The sight sent a jolt of heat straight between my legs.
			

			
				I reached out to Charlie and found he was already rock hard. I rubbed his cock through his trousers, and he let out a soft moan into my mouth. I was wearing a short skirt, and Charlie’s hand slipped up under it, grabbing me firmly between the legs. I could tell he was turned on, he wasn’t usually so forceful. 
			

			
				Sienna rolled onto her back and slid off her leggings and knickers. "I think the boys should pleasure us first," she said, her voice dripping with lust. Her long, dark legs looked stunning as she spread them wide, revealing a glimpse of her dark lips as Micah eagerly moved between them to go down on her.
			

			
				Charlie didn’t need any convincing. He knelt between my legs and tugged off my knickers. The cool air on my exposed pussy almost made me come instantly. I was soaking wet, completely turned on by the whole situation. Then I felt Charlie’s warm tongue on me, and I moaned, arching my back, "Oh god."
			

			
				As the boys worked on us, Sienna’s hand slipped into mine, holding me tightly. I could feel my own orgasm building fast. Charlie's tongue was working magic, and each flick against my clit sent waves of pleasure surging through me. Beside me, Sienna's moans grew louder, her body arching as Micah’s tongue drove her closer to the edge. Her grip on my hand tightened as her orgasm hit first, her whole body shaking, a long moan escaping her lips.
			

			
				The sound and the sight of her climax only pushed me closer to my own release. Charlie slid two fingers inside me, hitting just the right spot, and within seconds, my own orgasm crashed over me. My thighs clamped tight on his face as I squeezed Sienna's hand back, riding wave after wave of intense pleasure.
			

			
				When we finally got our breath back, Sienna turned her head towards me with a dirty grin. "I think it’s time to return the favour," she said.
			

			
				Our boyfriends both pulled off their tops, revealing their firm, toned chests. Charlie’s pale skin stood in stark contrast to Micah’s dark, smooth complexion. 
			

			
				“And your pants,” Sienna teased. “Don’t keep us waiting.”
			

			
				Charlie and Micah exchanged a quick glance before both began undoing their trousers. There was something thrilling about the way they undressed at the same time. Charlie’s trousers hit the floor first, revealing the bulge in his briefs. He slipped off his underwear, exposing his hard, eager cock.
			

			
				Micah wasn’t far behind, his massive shaft springing free. Even though I’d seen it before, I couldn’t help but gasp. While I loved Charlie’s dick, something about the sheer size of Micah’s cock felt primal, stirring a mix of awe and arousal. A thought flickered in my mind, were we just here for oral again, or was I about to watch him actually fuck Sienna with it? We hadn’t really discussed how far things would go tonight, and the very idea sent a rush of heat between my legs, making my pulse quicken.
			

			
				The boys stood on the floor, their dicks erect and proud, while Sienna and I sat on the edge of the bed. We took them in our hands and started to suck them enthusiastically. Sitting next to my friend, both of us sucking cock, was so erotic that I wondered if I might come without even touching myself. My cunt was absolutely throbbing with desire. Any nerves I’d had were long gone and I was determined to fuck Charlie in front of the others.
			

			
				I think Sienna had the same idea. After a while she looked up at Micah and simply said, “I need you to fuck me.”
			

			
				Micah climbed onto the bed between Sienna’s legs. I was still holding Charlie’s cock, unable to look away as Sienna spread herself wide. Her pink cunt was already so wet that it was leaking out. Micah guided his thick shaft between her folds, and with one firm movement, he pushed his cock deep inside her. I had a perfect view of her lips stretching tight around him. When he pulled out, his cock was coated in her sticky, white essence. I gasped, letting out an involuntary “fuck.”
			

			
				But I didn’t get to see any more, Charlie pushed me back onto the bed, and his cock was inside me. I wrapped my legs around him, and pleasure surged through my entire body.
			

			
				Charlie and Micah fucked us hard, each thrust making us moan in unison. The sexual tension was unbelievable, and I already felt like I was about to come. It didn’t take many more of Charlie’s firm, hard thrusts before my fingers dug into his back, and I let out an uncontrollable cry of ecstasy as the orgasm consumed me.
			

			
				“Fuck!” Charlie exclaimed, and I felt him release his warm, wet cum inside me. He kept fucking me through his orgasm, and I could feel his cum running out of my cunt and down my ass.
			

			
				Sienna and Micah were still going. Charlie and I watched them, enjoying the moment as we held each other. Micah was fucking her hard, her large, natural breasts bouncing like crazy with every thrust. She came twice before he finally let go, releasing inside her just as Charlie had inside me.
			

			
				Finally, we all relaxed back on the bed, breathing heavily, with cum running out of our cunts onto Sienna’s sheets. I couldn’t decide which was hotter: fucking Charlie in front of the others or watching them fuck.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sexual tension dissipated, and we got on with the rest of the evening. We drank cocktails, watched a film on Sienna’s massive TV, and had a great laugh. Even without the sex, we were having a lot of fun.
			

			
				But cuddling on the sofa soon led to kissing and touching. “You know,” said Sienna, “there’s no reason why we couldn’t do it again.”
			

			
				And we did. We fucked harder and longer on Sienna’s bed. We also took breaks to watch the other couple without embarrassment or shame.
			

			
				Finally, in the early hours of the morning, Charlie and I stumbled, exhausted and satisfied, to the guest bedroom and fell asleep.
			

			



				Week 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I still can’t believe you did that,” said Meera as we walked to college. “It’s only a month ago you were complaining that your sex life was dead-on-arrival.”
			

			
				“That’s not exactly what I said.”
			

			
				“Okay, but I never imagined you having group sex with Sienna and her pornstar-dick boyfriend,” she continued.
			

			
				“It wasn’t group sex,” I said, not sure why I was being so defensive. “I only had sex with Charlie.”
			

			
				“There was a group of you. Having sex,” she said, giving me a look. “It was fucking group sex. And yes, fuck, I’m so jealous.”
			

			
				“How’s your sex life?” I asked, trying to change the subject.
			

			
				“Bad,” she said. “Just because I’m down to fuck on the first date, boys think they can treat me like shit. I make it my mission to give them the most pleasure they’ve ever had in their sad little lives, and they can’t be bothered to get me off before they come on my tits and get an Uber home.”
			

			
				I nodded sympathetically. But for the first time, I was the one with the interesting sex life, and it felt good.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we entered the Sex Academy meeting, I saw Gabriel was there, and my heart started pounding with excitement. He was the Brazilian OnlyFans model Luna had hired for the first session. He was incredibly fit, and he had a massive cock. I hadn’t heard him speak, and I wasn’t even sure he spoke English, but I couldn’t wait to see what he was going to demonstrate today.
			

			
				“Welcome, welcome,” Luna said, standing and addressing the group. “Today, we’re going to start a new project. Now, this is something you can’t rush into, and I want us to take our time. I’m sure some of you have guessed already, we’re going to work on anal sex.”
			

			
				There was a murmur of surprise around the room. Luna walked over to the windows and closed the blinds. Then she continued, “The important thing with anal sex is preparation. It takes time to relax and stretch the anus, so all this week, I’d like you to work on that with your partners. Start with gentle massaging and lots of lube. See if you can get one finger in, and make sure it’s comfortable. Don’t rush anything this week, and next week we’ll take the next step. Everyone understand?”
			

			
				There were a few hesitant nods around the room. She picked up a bottle of lube and handed it to Gabriel. “So, Gabriel is going to help me demonstrate the exercises.”
			

			
				To my surprise, Luna dropped her long skirt to the floor. She was wearing sensible white knickers and turned away from us, leaning on a desk. Gabriel approached and, with both hands, quickly pulled her panties down to her thighs. Heat stirred between my legs as we got a perfect view of Luna’s hairy pussy from behind. She pushed her ass out slightly, spreading her cheeks. Her asshole was quite hairy too, and I couldn’t stop staring at it.
			

			
				Gabriel squirted some lube onto his hands and rubbed them together. Then, he placed two fingers between her cheeks and began rubbing her rear entrance in a gentle circular motion.
			

			
				“So, we start gently,” Luna said, her voice slightly breathless. “Circular motions with lots of lube. Let everything relax. Enjoy the sensations.”
			

			
				She certainly seemed to be enjoying it, her eyes closing slightly, breathing quickening as Gabriel massaged her. The rest of the class watched in silent fascination. Charlie moved behind me on the cushions, wrapping his arms around me as we watched. I leaned back into him, feeling the stiffness of his cock pressed against my back.
			

			
				“Mmm,” purred Luna, spreading her legs a little wider, her knickers still stretched around her thighs. “You can go a bit faster,” she said to Gabriel. Then to us, “Feedback is key with this.”
			

			
				Gabriel sped up, using two fingers and pressing slightly harder. “That’s really good,” Luna moaned. “Okay, now it’s time to gently try a finger.”
			

			
				I watched as Gabriel slowly pushed a lubed finger into her tight ass. I’d never really considered anal sex before, I didn’t think it was something I’d ever do. But I was considering it now. My heart raced, and my cunt throbbed with desire.
			

			
				He started thrusting his finger in and out. Luna let out a long moan. “Oh, that’s good,” she gasped. “I can feel it loosening up and feeling nice. Try another finger, Gabriel.”
			

			
				Gabriel pushed a second finger inside her, stretching her open. She closed her eyes in pleasure, still glancing over her shoulder at the class. As he finger-fucked her, she moved her ass back and forth, urging him deeper. Soon, his fingers were fully inside her. Below, her cunt gaped open, white liquid visible in the opening.
			

			
				I couldn’t resist grinding my own ass back and forth against Charlie’s erect cock. His hand was on my thigh, and now he slid it higher, up my skirt, brushing the edge of my knickers. I was so horny, desperate for him to touch me.
			

			
				Around the room, the other couples were in similar situations. Faces flushed, everyone was cuddled up, with hands starting to wander. Sienna had her hand inside Micah’s shorts, clearly stroking his cock.
			

			
				On the other side, Daisy had one hand in her own pants, the other on Dylan’s cock. He let out a little groan as he came in his underwear. “Really? Already?” Daisy whispered, sounding annoyed.
			

			
				In front of us, Luna seemed to be building up to an orgasm. She was bent right over the desk now, Gabriel fucking her harder with two fingers. She hadn’t spoken for a while, I don’t think she could.
			

			
				Charlie’s fingers rubbed my clit over my soaked knickers, matching the rhythm of Gabriel’s thrusts. I moaned quietly with pleasure.
			

			
				Suddenly, Luna gripped the edge of the desk, her knuckles whitening as she let out a loud howl of pleasure. Her legs started to shake, then her whole body, as an intense climax washed over her.
			

			
				Gabriel kept fingering her through the orgasm, and when it finally subsided, he pulled his lube-covered fingers out and gave her a resounding slap on one ass cheek. He had a satisfied grin and a massive bulge in his pants.
			

			
				Luna turned back to the class, giving us a view of her thick bush, with her white juices trailing down one thigh. She took a moment to catch her breath before speaking.
			

			
				“So, I want you all to work on that this week,” she said. “Don’t go any further than fingers, and it might take a few sessions to even get one finger inside. Remember, feedback is the most important thing. And lube.”
			

			
				While she was talking, Luna’s hand had unconsciously strayed to Gabriel’s bulge. She asked if there were any questions, answering a few while gently squeezing and stroking his dick as she did.
			

			
				“Okay then,” she said once the questions had died down. “Since we have Gabriel with us this week, it’d be a shame not to demonstrate the next step too.” She reached into her bag, pulled out a box of extra-large condoms, and handed them to Gabriel.
			

			
				My heart pounded in my chest. Were we really about to watch him fuck her? Gabriel dropped his trousers and pants, his huge cock springing free. He gave it a couple of strokes before tearing open the condom wrapper and rolling it down his thick length. Luna was leaning on the desk again, legs spread, her knickers still stretched around her thighs. Her pussy glistened with wetness.
			

			
				Gabriel confidently approached, using his thumbs to open her cunt. Then, in one firm movement, he thrust his cock deep inside her, making her stretch out face-down on the desk with a loud moan. He started thrusting in and out, and I watched, excited, as her glistening lips stretched tight around his thick cock.
			

			
				Charlie’s fingers slipped under my knickers, sliding up my soaking slit to my swollen clit. With just a few quick touches, he brought me to orgasm. I slumped back against him, pleasure spreading from my cunt through my whole body.
			

			
				Around the room, other couples were doing similar things. Dylan must have been hard again because I saw Daisy bend over, taking him in her mouth.
			

			
				Luna was clearly enjoying the hard fucking, but struggling to speak, she lifted herself up. “Gabriel… remember… it’s an… anal… demonstration.”
			

			
				“Ah, desculpe,” Gabriel said in his deep Portuguese accent, sounding apologetic. He pulled his cock out, the condom coated in Luna’s thick white essence.
			

			
				“Take it slowly… please,” she panted, catching her breath.
			

			
				Holding his cock, Gabriel placed the tip between her ass cheeks, pressing it against her tight entrance. He grabbed the lube, squirting a generous amount onto his cock, then rubbed it around in circles, gradually working her open. The room fell silent, everyone watching to see if she’d really take his massive dick in her ass.
			

			
				Slowly, he applied more pressure, his cock straining against the tight opening. Luna let out a long, low moan, her eyes rolling back. “Oh yes,” she purred.
			

			
				Then, with a sudden push, he breached her, the head of his cock slipping inside. “Oh god,” she moaned, “That’s… good… but… slowly.” Her hand reached back, touching his body to hold him in place.
			

			
				Gradually, Luna moved her hand away, and Gabriel began thrusting in and out, sinking a little deeper each time. Soon, he was nearly halfway inside her, his pace picking up. Luna gripped the table tightly, her breasts pressed against it, moaning louder with each thrust.
			

			
				When she came, it was intense. Her body and legs shook uncontrollably, her ass tightening around Gabriel's cock as her juices dripped from her cunt. Gabriel pulled out, quickly yanked off the condom, and shot streams of cum all over her back.
			

			
				Several others in the room seemed to climax as well. I turned to Charlie, pulled out his hard cock, and swallowed him down. With one hand, I wanked him fast as I sucked, and moments later, he exploded in my mouth with a groan.
			

			
				As calm settled over the classroom once again, Luna turned around and pulled up her knickers. Gabriel just stood there, his large cock gradually softening.
			

			
				"That concludes the demonstration," Luna said, still breathing heavily. "Remember the points we covered about practising, and I'll see you next week." She turned and started packing up her things, putting the lube and condoms back into her bag.
			

			
				Sienna turned to me, still holding Micah’s cum-covered cock in her hand. "Do you guys want to come over again tonight? My parents are going out again."
			

			
				 
			

			
				We hadn’t been at Sienna’s long, and things were already getting pretty hot and heavy on the sofas. I think we were all even hornier than usual, having just watched a live sex show. I still couldn’t believe it had happened, and at college too!
			

			
				Sienna broke away from kissing Micah and went to her bag, returning with a tube of KY jelly. "Look what I bought," she said.
			

			
				"So, are we really going to practise anal?" I asked. I still wasn’t completely convinced I was going to like it.
			

			
				"Of course," she said, sitting back down on the sofa next to me. She unbuttoned her jeans and slipped them off. She was wearing sexy red lace knickers. She also pulled off her top, revealing a matching red bra that was semi-transparent. I could see her dark nipples through the fabric. "I also bought some new underwear. Do you like it?" she asked.
			

			
				"It’s beautiful," I said, wondering if I should buy some sexy underwear for Charlie. I could see how much he was admiring her dark curves. Sienna and Micah started kissing again, and he slid a hand inside her panties, making her gasp with delight.
			

			
				I turned back to Charlie and we started making out again too. As we kissed, Charlie pulled my knickers off from under my skirt and began touching me. Soon, I was moaning along with Sienna. I couldn’t believe how comfortable we already felt doing this next to the other couple.
			

			
				After a while, Sienna slipped off her panties too. "Come on then, Micah," she said. "Try touching my arse."
			

			
				I watched as he squeezed some lube from the tube onto his fingers. Sienna sat back on the edge of the sofa and lifted her legs, exposing her asshole. Her cunt was slightly open and glistened with wetness. Micah placed his hand between her cheeks and started rubbing the tight muscles around her rear entrance.
			

			
				"Oh yeah, that’s nice," said Sienna, sounding surprised. "Keep going."
			

			
				"Can you try that on me too, Charlie?" I asked.
			

			
				"Of course," he replied, reaching for the lube. Soon, he was touching me there too. It felt strange at first, but I quickly got used to the sensations. I reached out and squeezed his cock through his trousers. "Mmm, that’s nice," I said. "You can press a bit harder."
			

			
				He started applying more pressure. Both Sienna and I were moaning with pleasure. We were practically lying on top of each other, and when I turned to face her, I suddenly found her lips on mine. We kissed, my heart pounding as our mouths opened and our tongues touched. She tasted so different from Charlie.
			

			
				I suddenly felt guilty and pulled away, looking at Charlie to see his reaction. He had a huge grin on his face. "Wow," he said, his fingers still massaging my ass. "That was hot."
			

			
				Micah didn’t seem to mind either, so I went back to kissing her, exploring her wet mouth with my tongue. While we kissed, Sienna’s hand moved to my stomach, touching me softly. Then it moved higher, under my top, until she was groping my tits over my bra. I reached out too, stroking and squeezing her large breasts. They felt so different to my own.
			

			
				"Try a finger," Sienna said to Micah, and then, "Oh fuck!" as he did just that. Micah got down on his knees between her legs, his tongue flicking out and licking her clit as he fingered her ass. Sienna was really enjoying that, her back arched as she cried out with pleasure, all the while clinging to me and groping my breasts. 
			

			
				I felt Charlie adjusting his position and suddenly felt his finger inside me. "Is that okay?" he asked.
			

			
				"Yes," I panted, my eyes rolling back in my head. "Keep going."
			

			
				The boys both sucked on our clits while fingering our asses, and it wasn’t long before Sienna and I were clinging to each other as we came, moaning and writhing together. Our bodies shook with the intensity of it, and when the waves of pleasure finally subsided, we both knew what we wanted next: their cocks.
			

			
				But something had shifted between us, creating a new dynamic. As Charlie slid his cock into me, I leaned over and took Sienna’s hard nipple into my mouth, gently sucking on it, feeling it stiffen even more against my tongue. I could hear her soft gasps as Micah started pounding into her, their bodies slapping together. Her hand snaked between my legs, her fingers expertly rubbing my clit in rhythm with Charlie’s thrusts. Every sensation was almost overwhelming; Sienna's touch, Charlie fucking me, and the heat of our bodies pressed together.
			

			
				And that wasn’t all. Charlie and I had never really spoken about either of us being bisexual, so I shouldn’t have been more surprised than he was. But when Micah put his arm around Charlie, pulling him close, and pressed his lips against his, it took me completely off guard. Even as they were still thrusting into us, the kiss was deep and intense, their tongues exploring each other with a hunger that matched the moment. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on.
			

			
				Charlie seemed to hesitate for a split second, but then I saw him lean into it, his body relaxing as he kissed Micah back. It was raw and spontaneous, the two of them locked together in a way I’d never imagined. I felt a pulse of desire shoot through me, watching the two boys so passionately wrapped up in each other while their cocks were still buried inside us.
			

			
				I could feel Sienna’s breathing quicken beside me, her eyes wide as she watched them. She glanced at me, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "This is fucking hot," she whispered, her hand still circling my swollen clit. I nodded, unable to find the words, completely caught up in the sight of Charlie and Micah’s kiss, the way their bodies moved together, still fucking us in perfect rhythm.
			

			
				Micah pulled out of Sienna, gripping his cock tightly as he aimed it at her body. With a groan, he unleashed stream after stream of thick cum, splattering across her stomach, breasts, and even up to her collarbone. She giggled, her eyes alight with pure satisfaction as she watched it coat her skin, biting her lip in delight.
			

			
				Charlie wasn’t far behind. With a final, deep thrust, he pulled out of me, his cock throbbing in his hand as he pumped it over my body. I felt the first splash of his cum hit my belly, warm and slick, followed by more, painting my skin in long, white streaks. I gasped softly, feeling the heat of it as it covered me, mixing with the sweat and the lingering sensations of pleasure. It was messy, but in the best possible way.
			

			
				As we collapsed together on the sofa, the room was filled with the afterglow of our shared experience, our bodies still buzzing from the intensity of it all.
			

			
				 
			

			

			
				Week 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Wow, I was not expecting that,” said Meera as she used her card to pay for the tray of food. We found a free table and settled down in a quiet corner of the canteen.
			

			
				“I know, I… wasn’t expecting Charlie to kiss Micah. I wasn’t even expecting to kiss Sienna,” I admitted. It felt good to talk to Meera about it, though, we’d always shared everything.
			

			
				“So are you all just fucking each other?” she asked, trying to get the little plastic straw into the opening of her drinks carton.
			

			
				“No, we didn’t swap boyfriends,” I said, “but…”
			

			
				“But what?”
			

			
				“I think we might next time. It just seems like the natural thing to do. And I can’t stop thinking about what Micah’s big cock would feel like inside me,” I confessed. “And this morning in the shower, I started touching myself, thinking about watching Charlie fuck Sienna.”
			

			
				“Wow,” she said again. “And Charlie is okay with all this? For fuck’s sake, who designs these things?” She threw the carton down on the table.
			

			
				“Yes,” I said, “that’s the amazing thing. I thought he was boring and happy with our vanilla sex life, and it turns out he just didn’t know that it could be better. And he’s been enthusiastic all the way. I asked him what he would think if Micah and I… did stuff together, and he just replied, ‘hot.’” I picked up the carton and easily inserted the straw.
			

			
				“Thanks,” she said, laughing. “God, you’re more experienced than me now. I’ve only had a few threesomes, but never a foursome.” She paused to take a sip of her drink. “And what’s happening at the Sex Academy?”
			

			
				I looked around to make sure no one was listening. “Charlie and I have been practising anal all week, just with his fingers. It’s getting a lot easier. I think we’re going to be told to try it for real this week,” I said.
			

			
				“What, during the class?” asked Meera with a smirk.
			

			
				“No, of course not,” I said. But then suddenly I wasn’t so sure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we entered the classroom that Friday, I saw that each yoga mat had a small bottle of lube next to it. “Fuck, Charlie,” I whispered, “you don’t think we’re going to…”
			

			
				“Welcome, welcome,” said Luna, greeting us. “Please, find somewhere to sit.”
			

			
				Once everyone was there, Luna addressed the class. “Today we’re going to have a workshop to see if we can progress to anal sex. Now, only do it if you’re comfortable; don’t feel pressured. The important thing is to take it at your own pace.”
			

			
				I reached out and squeezed Charlie’s hand. “I want to try it,” I whispered.
			

			
				“Now,” continued Luna, “I thought we could start with some rimming. Who knows what that is?”
			

			
				Most people gingerly raised their hands. “Great,” she said. “Has anyone actually tried it?” Everyone put their hands down except Juno.
			

			
				“It’s a really good way to get things relaxed,” she said. “So, girls, if you want to strip off your lower halves…”
			

			
				I glanced at Sienna and she gave me a “fuck it” shrug and then pulled down her shorts and knickers in one go. I never got tired of seeing her beautiful pussy with its little strip of dark hair. I felt a rush of heat between my legs. Feeling bold, I stripped off too and lay back on the mat, my heart racing.
			

			
				I lifted my legs, giving Charlie access to my most intimate area. I felt his tongue circling the opening, teasing me before he went for it. His warm, wet tongue sent sensations through me that I had never experienced before. He delved deep and enthusiastically, licking me with an enthusiasm that made me gasp. I instinctively arched my back and grabbed my tits, the pleasure building within me.
			

			
				“Oh wow,” I gasped. “That’s so good.” I couldn’t believe we’d never done this before; it was driving me wild with pleasure. The air was thick with desire, and soon the room was filled with the soft moaning of the other girls, all of us lost in ecstasy as we experienced the bliss of having our assholes licked.
			

			
				It was so incredibly sexy that I couldn’t resist slipping my hand between my legs, rubbing my clit in rhythm with the sensations Charlie was creating. With every stroke, I felt myself relaxing deeper into the pleasure. As if sensing my heightened arousal, Charlie gently pushed a finger inside me, causing a wave of ecstasy to wash over me.
			

			
				I turned to look at Sienna next to me, and we locked eyes, both of us enjoying the pleasure our partners were giving us. The connection was electric, and I could see the bliss reflected in her gaze. It was a beautiful moment of intimacy, not just with our partners but with each other.
			

			
				Luna was walking around the room, offering words of encouragement. “Who’s ready to try it with their partner’s penis?” she asked.
			

			
				Juno immediately volunteered to go first. The rest of us shifted our focus, continuing with what we were doing but turning slightly so we could watch her. She lay on her back, her body relaxed yet eager, as Victor unzipped his trousers, pulling out his cock and kneeling between her legs.
			

			
				Juno lifted her knees right back to her shoulders, exposing herself completely. Victor slowly pushed his cock deep into her ass. “Oh, god,” she moaned in ecstasy as he started thrusting into her. The sound of her moans echoed around the room as the rest of us enjoyed the explicit display.
			

			
				Daisy was on her hands and knees. “I’m ready too,” she said. Dylan pulled his jogging bottoms and underwear down and knelt behind her. He spread her ass cheeks wider with his hands and easily slipped his small dick into her. But on his second thrust he suddenly let out a loud groan. I saw his cock throbbing as he emptied his load into Daisy. She sighed in frustration.
			

			
				“I don’t think I’m ready,” said Sienna. “Micah’s too big.”
			

			
				“That’s fine,” said Luna. “Just enjoy his fingers for now. Over the next few weeks, you could try a butt plug and gradually increase the size until you feel ready.”
			

			
				“I’ll try that,” said Sienna, gratefully.
			

			
				Next was the ginger girl, Ellie. She had stripped completely naked, and her boyfriend took her from behind, soon thrusting away happily while her ample breasts swayed back and forth wildly.
			

			
				“I’m ready too,” I said, my heart thumping in my chest.
			

			
				Charlie pulled down his trousers and moved between my legs. He pressed his cock against my rear entrance, but the angle felt wrong.
			

			
				“Try lying on your side,” suggested Luna.
			

			
				I rolled onto my side, and Charlie lay behind me. It felt much more comfortable in this position. I could feel his cock pressing against my asshole, and suddenly, it was inside me. I gasped at the sensation, but quickly relaxed, feeling my muscles grip him tightly.
			

			
				“It feels okay,” I said. “Try fucking me.”
			

			
				He started to thrust gently, going deeper with each movement. It felt amazing, and soon I was really enjoying the unfamiliar sensation. I reached between my legs, touching my swollen clit. The pleasure was building rapidly, and I moaned loudly, my sounds blending with the gasps and cries of the others.
			

			
				I heard Juno climax for about the third time, and Victor didn’t seem to have any trouble continuing to fuck her through each orgasm. Ellie and her boyfriend sounded like they finished together. I sped up my hand on my clit, driving myself closer to the edge. Charlie was fully inside me now, his hand gripping my hip as he fucked me.
			

			
				I came hard. So hard that my vision blurred and went black, like I was floating outside my own body, lost in the overwhelming surge of pleasure. Every cell tingled with a raw intensity, my body trembling uncontrollably as I let out a scream of ecstasy. The orgasm hit me in wave after wave, each one more powerful than the last, flooding my senses and making my whole body feel electric. 
			

			
				My ass contracted around Charlie’s cock, squeezing him tightly, drawing him deeper into me. I could feel his cock pulsing inside as my muscles milked him, pushing him over the edge. His grip on my hip tightened as he let go, and I felt the warm rush of his cum flooding my ass. The sensation was blissful, a perfect climax to the overwhelming pleasure coursing through me. I lay there, spent and trembling, wrapped in the warmth of the moment.
			

			
				When I finally recovered enough to open my eyes, Charlie slowly pulled his cock out of me, and I felt his cum run down onto the mat. Everyone else had finished except for Juno and Victor, who were still going at it hard for another minute. Eventually, Victor pulled out, stroked his cock a few times, and ejaculated all over her ass.
			

			
				Wow, that had been quite an experience, especially with so many other people in the room. I cuddled up to Charlie, my breathing gradually returning to normal as more cum leaked out of me.
			

			
				“Thank you, everyone,” said Luna, returning to the front of the class with a warm smile. “You’ve all done so well. As you know, this was the last Sex Academy lesson for this term. But I hope you all sign up again next term, I’ve got some great ideas for things we can work on. Trust me, it’s going to get even more exciting.”
			

			
				A wave of applause filled the room, with everyone exchanging smiles. I think we were all genuinely thrilled by everything we’d learned. Luna had guided us through so much, making what could’ve been awkward feel natural and fun. I felt a deep sense of gratitude toward her and how it had improved my relationship with Charlie.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we started getting dressed, I couldn’t help myself and asked Sienna, “Are your parents away again this weekend?” I was still feeling incredibly horny, and the thought of swapping partners with her was stuck in my head.
			

			
				“Sorry, babe,” she replied, pulling up her knickers with a sigh. “I wish I could, but my parents are going to be home all weekend.”
			

			
				A little disappointed but not giving up, I said, “Well, you could always come to mine. I’ve only got a room and a single bed in my student accommodation, but it might still be fun.”
			

			
				Her eyes lit up, and she smiled. “Mmm, that does sound fun,” she agreed, her voice low and teasing. “All four of us squashed up together in a single bed? Could get pretty cosy.”
			

			
				The way she said it told me she was feeling just as horny as I was. The thought of us all crammed together, bodies pressed close in that small space, only made me want it more.
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, the four of us squeezed into my tiny room. It was a far cry from the luxury of Sienna’s house, but we made it work. I put some music on and we passed around a bottle of wine, taking swigs straight from the bottle.
			

			
				We sat side by side on the bed, and it didn’t take long before we were passionately making out with our partners, the wine and music fuelling the heat between us. Every now and then, I’d catch Charlie glancing at Sienna, and I found myself doing the same, sneaking peeks at Micah as his hands wandered over her body.
			

			
				I’d always thought that Sienna was stunning. Mixed-race, her skin was a smooth, golden-brown colour that glowed effortlessly. Her dark hair hung down her back in two long plaits. But it was her body that turned heads everywhere she went, her huge breasts, round and firm, were impossible to ignore, no matter what she wore.
			

			
				It seemed natural to strip down to our underwear, the room was warm with so many bodies in a small space. Sienna was the first to slip out of her clothes, revealing a lacy black bra that struggled to contain her huge breasts. Her dark nipples were just visible through the sheer fabric, and the sight made my pulse quicken. Micah followed her lead, pulling off his shirt, his toned chest, darker than Sienna’s, catching the low light.
			

			
				Charlie and I exchanged a glance and without a word, we both began undressing too, the sexual tension in the room growing with each layer that came off.  I stretched out on the bed, the cool sheets brushing against my bare skin, sending a soft shiver through me.
			

			
				It was Sienna who came to me. She slid across the bed, her soft skin brushing against mine as she moved between my legs. Without hesitation, she leaned in and planted a slow, deep kiss on my lips. Her full lips were warm, tasting faintly of the wine. Her huge breasts pressed against me, her body firm yet soft, and I could feel the heat radiating from her as our kiss deepened.
			

			
				As the boys watched, Sienna’s hand slipped into my knickers, her fingers warm against my skin. I gasped as she found my clit, her touch gentle but sure, sending waves of pleasure through me. I moaned softly into her mouth, our kiss deepening as her fingers began to circle.
			

			
				Charlie and Micah kissed each other too, Charlie's hands stroking Micah's firm chest, his fingers tracing his muscles. Both were hard, their erections straining against their underwear. Micah reached out to Charlie's bulge, stroking it through the fabric. Charlie slipped a hand inside Micah’s tight briefs and pulled out his cock, wrapping his fingers around it.
			

			
				Before long, they were wanking each other as they watched us. We continued making out, giving and receiving pleasure, all of us turned on by watching the others.
			

			
				"I want to watch Micah fuck you," Sienna whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my skin, sending a shiver down my spine.
			

			
				"I want that too," I breathed back, barely able to get the words out.
			

			
				Her fingers paused inside my knickers for a moment, her dark eyes locking with mine, and I could see the same hunger I was feeling reflected back at me. Without a word, Sienna shifted, pulling her hand from between my legs and removing my knickers. I opened my legs, exposing my cunt for everyone to see. I glanced at Charlie, and he nodded.
			

			
				Micah didn’t need any more encouragement. He stood up, slipping off his underwear. His cock was so thick and long. He positioned himself between my legs where Sienna had just been. My heart raced as his cock pressed against my opening.
			

			
				I glanced over at Charlie, who was sitting next to me, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him, his erect cock making a tent in his briefs. He reached out and gently stroked my thigh, offering his silent encouragement as Micah pressed against my soaked entrance.
			

			
				Micah slowly began to push inside me. I gasped, feeling myself stretch more than I ever had before as he filled me inch by inch, his thick cock parting me and my opening gripping him tightly. I locked eyes with Charlie, his hand still gripping my thigh, his breathing ragged as he watched Micah sink deeper into me. The look on his face was pure lust, and it only turned me on more.
			

			
				Sienna was right next to us, her eyes dark with desire, her fingers circling my nipple. "Fuck, you look so good," she murmured.
			

			
				Micah began to move, pulling out slowly before pushing back in, each thrust making me moan louder. I arched my back, pushing my hips up to meet him, needing him deeper, harder. "Oh god, oh yes," I panted, my hand slipping between my legs to rub my clit, amplifying the pleasure coursing through my body. I moaned louder, my body shaking, and I knew I was close.
			

			
				Micah’s thrusts became harder, more insistent, his cock hitting deeper with each stroke. My body was on fire, every nerve buzzing with the intensity of it. The pressure inside me built quickly, the tightness in my core coiling tighter with each thrust.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, my fingers working furiously on my clit, the sensation almost too much to handle. My back arched, my hips lifting to meet him, desperate for more, desperate to come.
			

			
				"Come for me," Sienna whispered, her lips enclosing my nipple and sucking hard on it.
			

			
				I cried out, my vision going black as the orgasm hit me hard, my body convulsing with wave after wave of pleasure. My pussy clenched around Micah’s cock, squeezing him as I came, my whole body trembling violently.
			

			
				“Fuck!” I screamed, the sensation too intense to contain, my fingers still rubbing my clit as the climax tore through me. I collapsed back onto the bed, breathless, trembling, with Micah still buried deep inside me.
			

			
				When I could speak again, I looked at Charlie. “I want to see you fuck Sienna now,” I said.
			

			
				She removed her underwear and lay back on the bed, spreading herself open. Her dark mound was adorned with trimmed black hair, but inside, she was pink and glistening with wetness. Charlie moved between her legs, his cock so hard it was throbbing.
			

			
				Leaning over, he kissed her deeply, and in one smooth motion, his cock sank into her gaping pussy. He began to fuck her, his white ass pumping rhythmically between her legs. I could see her dark lips gripping his shaft as she moaned into his mouth, lost in pleasure.
			

			
				But Micah wasn’t finished with me yet. He pushed me onto the bed beside Sienna and drove his thick cock into my aching pussy, filling me deliciously. Sienna and I kissed passionately, our lips moving together as we were both being fucked by each other’s boyfriends.
			

			
				After a while, we decided to swap back, with us girls on top. The moment I felt Charlie's familiar presence beneath me again, a wave of warmth washed over me. It was wonderful to reconnect with him, to feel his familiar tongue exploring my mouth and his familiar cock sliding back into my cunt. The thrill of fucking Micah lingered, but it was nothing compared to having Charlie inside me.
			

			
				And it was Charlie that came inside me, almost at the same moment that Micah came inside Sienna. Our boyfriends filled us with their cum until it ran out of us down their shafts and onto the bed. I glanced over at Sienna, who was breathing heavily, a lazy smile on her face. We exchanged a knowing look, a mix of satisfaction and excitement.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Later, as we were all cuddled up in a sweaty mess on the bed, I couldn’t help but reflect on how much things had improved between Charlie and me. The passion we’d rediscovered over the last few weeks was unlike anything we’d had before; deeper and more open. We weren’t just better at sex, we were closer in every way. 
			

			
				And it wasn’t just about us anymore. The thought of experimenting with other couples, exploring together and with people like Sienna and Micah, was thrilling. I never imagined I’d feel this way, but now I was eagerly looking forward to the next adventure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				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, 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 in 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 more deep 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 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 was 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 that 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 was 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 her 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, laying 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 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 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 that 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, 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 heart start 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 the 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 of 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 was 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 reclined, 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 quick and intense. 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 as 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 experiences 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 that 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, 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 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 with my eyes to Meera.
			

			
				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 to 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 upwards 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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				It was the first day back at college and I paused in front of my locker, full of dread. I hadn’t done any of the assignments over the holidays and I knew just what a state my locker was in. With a deep breath, I turned the key and opened it. A slew of papers, books and snack wrappers flowed out onto the floor. I let out a loud sigh.
			

			
				Just then, the doors at the end of the corridor burst open and my best friend, Meera, danced through. She seemed especially happy, sauntering down the corridor exchanging greetings with nearly everyone.
			

			
				“Jack!” she said loudly, punching a tall guy on the shoulder. “Congrats on winning that football tournament, I bet those two cheerleaders you’re shagging were coming in their pants after that.”
			

			
				“Sandy!” she said to one girl, pausing to slap her hard on the ass and making her giggle. “I heard you fucked Rupert. Nicely done! I know from first hand experience he’s hung like a donkey. Bet you’re sore now, right?”
			

			
				She continued along the hall like a sexy tornado, her huge breasts leading the way. Whereas I was pale and skinny, with small breasts, Meera’s parents were Indian, and I envied her gorgeous dark skin and curvy figure.
			

			
				“Jane!” she greeted me, looking down at the contents of my locker on the floor. “I see you haven’t got any more organised over the holidays.”
			

			
				“No,” I sighed. “But how are you? Still hooking up with Elliot Wells?”
			

			
				She looked both ways in mock conspiracy and leaned in to whisper. “Not just hooking up. I’m in love.”
			

			
				I burst out laughing, sure she had made a joke. But the look on her face soon had me sobering up. “Er… really?” I said.
			

			
				“I never thought I’d say it, but yes,” she confirmed. “You already know how fucking good in bed he is… I mean, that giant cock! But he’s also such a sweetheart. All he thinks about is my pleasure and satisfaction. I can’t believe it either, but I’m totally smitten.”
			

			
				“But Meera,” I protested, “he’s president of the chess club. He trades crypto-currency. He’d probably struggle to do three press-ups. And you always used to go out with the captains of the sports teams.”
			

			
				“I know,” she sighed. “But look where that got me. Nope, Elliot and I are in love. And the best thing is, I don’t have to curtail my… other hobbies. He doesn’t care who I fuck on the side.”
			

			
				I felt a rush of arousal between my legs at the thought. At the end of last term I’d had a similar experience. My boyfriend, Charlie, had happily let me act out a fantasy of mine and have a one night stand with an older guy in a hotel. I was still getting hot and bothered every time I thought about it.
			

			
				“So,” said Meera, lowering her voice even more. “What do you think Luna has in store for us at the Sex Academy this term?”
			

			
				Before I could answer, I heard a loud sob from my right. I turned around and saw Elaine, who had the locker a couple over from mine. She was a beautiful redhead with freckles, large breasts and a perfect little ass, but today her eyes were red and puffy as tears streamed down her cheeks.
			

			
				“Ellie,” I said, concerned, “what’s wrong?”
			

			
				“It’s Miles,” she said, referring to her boyfriend, “he’s dumped me for Susan Smith.”
			

			
				“Susan? That hussy?” I said, glancing back at Meera. I didn’t really know anything about Susan Smith but I wanted to show my support.
			

			
				“Yeah, right,” agreed Meera, also trying to show support. “She’s…” Meera struggled to find an insult about a girl she didn’t know. “... she’s got a… big fanny... I heard.” She gave me a look and shrugged.
			

			
				“Oh, I don’t care about Miles. Or Susan,” said Elaine, “He’s a twat anyway. And he’s crap in bed. But it means I won’t be able to go to the Sex Academy if I don’t have a boyfriend.”
			

			
				Elaine was right, that was the deal. The flyer read “Sex Academy. Come and join us at lunchtime to improve your sex life. Couples only.” It was literally how Meera and Elliot got together; pretending they were a couple so that she could go to the Sex Academy.
			

			
				I put my arm around Elaine’s shoulders and gave her a hug. “Tell you what,” I said. “I’ll have a word with Luna and see if you can join Charlie and me at the next session, just until you find yourself a partner.”
			

			
				Elaine looked at me through her wet eyelashes. “Could I? Thank you so much,” she said and threw her arms around me. I could feel her large breasts pressed against my chest and felt a flush of heat between my legs. I wasn’t just being nice, I really fancied Elaine and was suddenly looking forward to maybe doing sex things with her if we had a practical workshop.
			

			
				 
			

			
				On Friday lunchtime, we arrived at the classroom where the Sex Academy was held. It was in the older part of the college, hundreds of years old at least. In the room, the antique desks with their little ink wells had been pushed to the walls and sunlight streamed through the large sash windows overlooking the perfectly manicured grounds. As usual, an array of yoga mats and cushions had been laid in a rough semi-circle in the centre of the room.
			

			
				Luna, the postgraduate who ran the class, welcomed us warmly at the door. I’d already checked with her that we could be a three with Elaine, just until she got herself sorted, and she had reluctantly agreed. 
			

			
				“Namaste,” she said, placing her hands together and giving us a graceful little bow. Luna was every bit the picture of bohemian charm, with her long, flowing, tie-dye skirt swishing as she moved and her wrist stacked with jangling bangles. Her dreadlocked hair was piled into a messy bun, and her dark, expressive eyes sparkled with calm energy as she welcomed each person with genuine warmth.
			

			
				All the familiar faces from last term were there, including our close friends Sienna and Micah. Micah, tall, black, and undeniably handsome, stood out in any crowd, while Sienna, his stunning mixed-race girlfriend, was impossible to miss with her beautiful afro and cool, effortless vibe. The four of us had grown... quite close during the last term, even experimenting with swapping partners more than once. Sienna gave me a big hug when she saw me, and a kiss on the lips.
			

			
				We found our mats and settled down as Luna took her place at the front of the room. She crossed her legs gracefully, her bangles tinkling softly, and surveyed the group with a serene smile.
			

			
				“Today,” she began, her voice soothing and melodic, “we’re going to explore the art of sensory deprivation.”
			

			
				A ripple of curiosity passed through the room.
			

			
				“Removing one or more senses,” she continued, “can heighten the others, leading to a deeper connection with your partner and a much more intense experience. It can help you focus entirely on touch, removing distractions from sight and sound. It forces you to let go of control and trust your partner or partners completely. It’s an incredible way to heighten intimacy and explore new sensations.”
			

			
				She held up a silk blindfold in one hand and a small case of earplugs in the other. “Each couple will pick one person to be deprived of sight and sound. The other person or, in your case people, Jane, will explore their body, using touch to stimulate and arouse them. Be gentle, be creative, and most importantly, communicate if anything feels uncomfortable.”
			

			
				We all glanced around at each other, eyes shining. This sounded like it could be a fun experience. “If they’re feeling comfortable,” continued Luna, “help your partner to achieve an orgasm to see how that feels without sight or sound.”
			

			
				A nervous but excited energy buzzed through the room. I glanced at Charlie and Elaine and my stomach flipping in anticipation.
			

			
				“Why don’t we start with you, Jane?” Charlie said with a glint in his eye. Elaine nodded in agreement, smiling.
			

			
				“Alright,” I said, a mix of nerves and excitement bubbling up inside me.
			

			
				Luna walked over, handing us a blindfold and earplugs. “Take your time,” she said softly. “Make sure she feels safe and relaxed.”
			

			
				I took a deep breath, putting the earplugs in my ears as Charlie slid the soft blindfold over my eyes, cutting off all light. Elaine guided me to lay back on the mat. I stretched out, my heart thumping as I felt their hands settle on my body. The absence of sight and sound made every touch feel magnified.
			

			
				Charlie’s hands started at my shoulders, firm but gentle, kneading my tense muscles. Elaine’s hands were softer, gliding over my arms and down to my waist. They moved together, their four hands exploring my body. My breathing quickened as Elaine’s fingers found their way to my breasts, her touch light and teasing, while Charlie’s hands travelled lower, brushing against my thighs. The contrast between their touches sent shivers racing through me.
			

			
				Without sight, I couldn’t predict where they would touch next. Without sound, I couldn’t hear their breathing or the rustle of their movements. It was just their hands, warm and insistent, gliding over my skin.
			

			
				Elaine cupped my breasts, her fingers circling my nipples through my top until they hardened under her touch. Charlie’s hands slid between my thighs, coaxing them apart. His fingers brushed against my knickers, grazing my clit through the fabric and making me gasp at the sudden intensity of sensation.
			

			
				I felt utterly at their mercy, completely lost in the moment. Four hands roamed my body, stroking, teasing, and exploring, and I gave myself over to the sensations completely. I knew I was moaning out loud, but I couldn’t hear it, only felt the vibrations in my throat.
			

			
				Charlie’s fingers slipped inside my knickers and between my folds, teasing and stroking until my whole body trembled. My mouth was wide open as I moaned and I felt Elaine’s gentle hand on my cheek as she bent down, her breath against my lips, warm and inviting.
			

			
				And then she kissed me.
			

			
				Her lips were soft, yet firm, and she didn’t hesitate. Her tongue slid against mine, deepening the kiss. My chest fluttered with excitement, this was something I’d secretly wanted for so long, to taste Elaine like this. Her movements were confident, as though she was savouring every moment, every taste. I melted into it, moaning into her mouth as our tongues danced together.
			

			
				Charlie’s hands didn’t stop. He pressed two fingers inside me, curling them just right while his other hand stroked my clit. My body reacted instinctively, grinding against his hand as Elaine kissed me harder, her hands still teasing my nipples through my top.
			

			
				I reached out blindly, my hands finding Elaine’s hips. I pulled her closer, needing to feel more of her. My fingers slid under her t-shirt, running up her bare sides until I found her large, soft breasts. Every touch, every sensation was magnified by not being able to see or hear. I could tell the exact shape of her breasts, the texture of her nipples as I slipped my fingers into her bra.
			

			
				Charlie’s pace quickened, his fingers driving me closer to the edge as he fingered me. Elaine’s kisses fuelled the fire, our mouths locked together. The combination of their touches, Charlie’s hands and Elaine’s mouth, sent me spiralling. I couldn’t see them or hear them, but I could feel them, completely and utterly. Every nerve in my body was alight, every touch more intense than the last.
			

			
				Elaine’s tongue plunged deeper into my mouth as if she couldn’t get enough of me. My legs shook, my hips arched up off the mat, and I couldn’t hold back any longer.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I gasped into Elaine’s mouth as the orgasm hit me, crashing over me like a tidal wave. My whole body tensed and then released, and I was vaguely aware of Charlie’s hands still moving, Elaine’s lips still on mine, as I rode out the waves of pleasure.
			

			
				When I finally came back down, my chest was heaving, my skin damp with sweat. I lifted the blindfold and saw Elaine grinning down at me.
			

			
				“You okay?” she whispered softly.
			

			
				I nodded, unable to form words just yet. I pulled out the ear plugs and sat up. Sounds rushed back in, and I heard the soft gasps and moans of the rest of the class, most of them still continuing the activity. I looked over at Sienna and Micah. Sienne was on her back, her legs open and sticking straight up with her knickers dangling off one ankle. Micah was kneeling between thighs, his mouth working frantically on her pussy. As I watched, she reached her climax, her hands grabbing her big breasts and squeezing tightly as her orgasm consumed her.
			

			
				With Meera and Elliot, it was Elliot who was sensory deprived. Meera had her enormous breasts out of her vest top and was rubbing them back and forth across his smiling face. She had also pulled his trousers down enough to free his hard cock. I knew from our adventures last term just how impressive it was. As she tried to suffocate him with her tits, she wanked him hard up and down the shaft. Eventually, he couldn’t hold back any more. He let out a muffled groan into her chest as cum erupted from his dick, splattering over his t-shirt and running down his shaft over Meera’s hand.
			

			
				Similar scenes were playing out all around us, but eventually the climaxes subsided and quiet descended on the room. Luna had been walking around between the couples observing, and now she returned to the front.
			

			
				“That was excellent. Well done, class,” she said. “But before we talk about our experiences, let’s swap over so that the other partner has a turn being deprived of their senses.”
			

			
				“Let Elaine have the go,” said Charlie, selflessly. That was something I loved about Charlie, he was always thinking about other people.
			

			
				Elaine thanked him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. She put the earplugs in and Charlie tied the blindfold around her head. She leaned back onto him, resting against his chest as he supported her from behind. He started to run his hands teasingly up and down her sides, making her smile and let out a little murmur of pleasure.
			

			
				I looked around at the other couples swapping over blindfolds. On the far side of the room I saw Daisy and Dylan. They were my least favourite couple here. Daisy, although beautiful and blonde, was bossy and grating. Dylan also thought he was a lot cooler than he was, and we all knew that his bragging about his own sexual prowess was much exaggerated.
			

			
				Dylan lay back on his mat and Daisy put her hand in his shorts. After only a couple of strokes, she pulled her hand back out, covered in sticky, white cum. “Dylan,” she complained. “How have you cum already? For fucks sake.” But he couldn’t hear her annoyance for once.
			

			
				Focusing back on my own group, I started to run my hands up and down Elaine’s beautiful legs. Each time, I went higher up her thigh and under her short skirt. Soon, my hands were roving over her hips and across her mound. She was wearing simple, white knickers, but her luxurious ginger bush was barely contained, escaping out the sides. Just the sight of it was making me aroused all over again.
			

			
				Still holding her from behind as she lay back against him, Charlie’s hands were running over her breasts as well as her side now and she was breathing heavily with arousal. He reached down to the hem of her top and lifted it up. Her arms went up, helping him to pull it off over her head. Under her arms I could see matching patches of soft ginger hair. Her breasts were lovely and heavy, encased in a lacy bra that did little to support them. Even her chest was sexy, slightly flushed and dotted with freckles. 
			

			
				Charlie slipped one of the bra straps down off her shoulder and peeled down the fabric of the cup until her large, rosy nipple popped out. Then he ran his fingers over it, teasing it and making it stiffen. “Oh, god,” she groaned breathlessly.
			

			
				I reached up under her skirt and hooked my fingers into the waistband of her knickers. Then I pulled them down and off. She opened her legs wide for me and her glistening pink slit, framed with ginger hair, opened up. I spread her folds wider, staring into her open vagina that already had arousal beading at the entrance.
			

			
				Then I did what I’d been fantasising about for weeks. I leaned in and licked her firmly from the base of her slit to her clit. She tasted amazing, hot and wet, and I went back for a second and third time before burying my tongue as deep inside her as I could and slurping at her wetness. Elaine groaned, opening her mouth in ecstasy. I began to focus on her swollen clit, teasing it with my tongue and giving it little sucks. Each time I sucked on it she moaned loudly, so I focused on doing that.
			

			
				Elaine’s hands grabbed my hair, her fingers pulling it almost painfully as I continued to suck her clit. I could tell she wasn’t going to last long, her climax building rapidly. Suddenly she tensed, screaming out with ecstasy as she came hard, writhing beneath me as Charlie pulled on her nipples.
			

			
				Finally, she relaxed, panting heavily as she came down from her high. She removed the blindfold and earplugs. “Oh my god,” she laughed. “That was… amazing. Thank you both.”
			

			
				Looking between her legs, I could see that her cunt had leaked thick, white juices and they were running down her asshole and matting the ginger curls around the opening. It was such a beautiful sight I felt another rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				When she pulled her knickers back on, I glanced around at the rest of the group. Sienna was bent over Micah’s long cock, taking most of it into her mouth and wanking the rest of it with one hand. The other hand massaged his balls. As I watched, he tensed, and then his dick throbbed as cum exploded out of it into her mouth. She swallowed some of it, but the rest ran down his shaft as load after load pumped out.
			

			
				Meera and Elliot were actually fucking. He’s only just come, but that didn’t seem to stop him. Meera was on her back with the blindfold on and Elliot was between her legs. His skinny, white ass pumped up and down as he fucked her, making her squirm and moan beneath him. When she climaxed, he did too, holding his cock all the way in as he emptied himself deep inside her.
			

			
				Eventually, everyone had finished. One by one, the couples regrouped on their mats, adjusting clothing, smoothing hair, and exchanging soft smiles.
			

			
				“Alright, everyone,” Luna said gently. “Let’s take a moment to ground ourselves. Close your eyes if you like, and just breathe. Let all those heightened sensations settle.”
			

			
				The group obeyed, the sound of deep, steady breaths filling the room. I leaned into Charlie’s side, my head on his shoulder, Elaine resting comfortably against my other side. I felt so lucky that she had joined us.
			

			
				After a few moments, Luna spoke again. “Now, let’s talk about what we experienced. This is a safe space, as always, so share as much or as little as you feel comfortable with. Who wants to go first?”
			

			
				Sienna raised her hand, her afro bouncing slightly as she moved. “I’ll go,” she said, her voice as confident as always. “It was… intense. Not being able to see Micah, not knowing what he was going to do next, made everything feel ten times more powerful. Every touch was a surprise, and I think I learned to let go a bit more.” She glanced at Micah, who gave her an affectionate smile. “It was amazing.”
			

			
				Luna smiled warmly. “That’s beautiful. Anyone else?”
			

			
				Elaine shifted beside me, her cheeks slightly flushed. “I’ll share,” she said, her voice quieter than Sienna’s but steady. “Touching Jane and Charlie and being part of something so… vulnerable was incredible. I’ve never had a threesome before, and it felt natural, even beautiful.”
			

			
				I squeezed her hand. “It was amazing for me too,” I said.
			

			
				A few more couples shared their thoughts, each telling similar stories. When everyone had finished, Luna stood up and clasped her hands together. “Thank you all for being so open today. I hope you take what you’ve learned here and bring it into your relationships. That’s all for now, see you next week.”
			

			
				 
			

			



				Week 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				I couldn’t stop thinking about Elaine and her ginger hair all week. That wonderfully curly and fiery bush, those patches of soft hair under her arms. I kept thinking about her freckles, how they spread across her chest and over the top of her large, soft breasts. Her nipples were so big and pink. I was obsessed. Every morning, after Charlie had fucked me and gone to the shower, my fingers slipped between my legs and I sunk them deep into my pussy as I thought about her taste and smell.
			

			
				And then, half way through the week, I found myself in the bathroom at college, between lessons. I’d just had a long, loud piss in one of the cubicles and I came out to find Elaine touching up her makeup in the mirror.
			

			
				“Hi,” I said, slightly embarrassed that she’d probably heard me pissing like a racehorse.
			

			
				“Hello, Jane,” she replied, leaning closer to the mirror and applying some lip gloss to her upper lip. She turned to look at me. “I really appreciate you and Charlie taking me under your wing at the Sex Academy,” she said, giving me a warm smile.
			

			
				“Oh, you’re welcome,” I replied, starting to blush. “Um… I’ve always kind of… admired you. Even when you were with Miles.”
			

			
				“I always used to sneak a look at you too,” she said with a dirty smile, turning to lock eyes with me. “You’re gorgeous, Jane. And when you and Charlie started bringing me into… everything, it only made me want you more.”
			

			
				Her words knocked the air out of me; she felt the same way I did. My cheeks burned, and I couldn’t look away from her freckled face, her lips slightly parted and inviting. She took a step towards me, her hand brushing against mine as she moved.
			

			
				“Ellie…” I started, but she didn’t let me finish.
			

			
				She reached up, cupped my face with both hands, and kissed me. Her lips were soft and warm, the gloss leaving a sweet taste on mine. I melted into her instantly, my hands grabbing for her waist as the kiss deepened. Her tongue slid into my mouth, warm and urgent, and I moaned softly.
			

			
				Before I could respond, Elaine took my hand, pulling me towards the cubicles. She opened the door to one at the end of the row and tugged me inside, locking it behind us with a sharp click. I leaned back against the wall, my heart pounding, and Elaine stepped in close, pressing her body against mine. Her lips found mine again, this time rougher, hungrier. Her hands moved down my sides, slipping under my jumper and up over my stomach until she reached my bra. She cupped my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my nipples through the fabric, and I let out a gasp.
			

			
				“You’re so fucking beautiful,” she murmured against my lips.
			

			
				My hands went to her waist, pulling her closer, and then slid under her skirt. I found the waistband of her knickers and tugged them down, my fingers brushing against the soft texture of her bush as I did.
			

			
				I hiked up my own skirt, fumbling to pull my own knickers down, and Elaine helped, sliding them down my legs and tossing them aside. Her hands were on me immediately, sliding up my thighs and between my legs. Her fingers parted my wet folds, and I moaned, biting my lip to stifle the sound as she rubbed slow, teasing circles around my clit.
			

			
				“You’re so wet,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “Is this all for me?”
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, my fingers slipping inside her wet cunt in return.
			

			
				We were lost in each other now, our hands working in tandem, fucking each other in a rhythm that felt instinctive, raw, and desperate. Elaine’s fingers curled inside me, finding a spot that made my legs shake. My own fingers mirrored her movements, exploring her warmth, her wetness, revelling in the way her body clenched around me.
			

			
				Elaine’s lips found mine again, her kiss messy and urgent, our tongues tangling as we pushed each other closer to the edge. “Fuck, Jane,” Elaine gasped against my mouth, her voice a mix of desperation and delight. “I’m going to come.”
			

			
				“Me too,” I whispered, barely able to get the words out as my body tightened, every nerve on fire.
			

			
				We quickened our pace, our fingers plunging deeper, moving faster, our bodies pressed so tightly together it felt like we were melting into each other. The tension built until I couldn’t hold it back anymore. My orgasm crashed over me, waves of pleasure pulsing through my body as I clung to Elaine, my fingers still buried inside her. Her own climax followed seconds later, her body shaking against mine as she let out a low groan of ecstasy. 
			

			
				But we weren’t done yet. Elaine dropped to her knees in front of me, her fiery curls brushing against my thighs as she kissed the sensitive skin on my mound. She glanced up at me with those big, playful eyes and then her tongue was on me, warm and soft, licking through my folds.
			

			
				I bit down on my hand to keep from crying out, the sensation overwhelming as she circled my clit with her tongue, her fingers sliding inside me and curling in just the right way. My knees went weak, but Elaine held me up, her other hand gripping my hip.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck, Ellie,” I whimpered.
			

			
				Her tongue moved faster, her fingers working me fiercely, and it didn’t take long before I was coming undone. My orgasm hit me hard, and I had to grab onto the edge of the cubicle wall to keep from collapsing as waves of pleasure coursed through me.
			

			
				Elaine stood up, her lips glistening, and kissed me again, her tongue tangling with mine. I could taste myself on her, and it only made me want her more.
			

			
				“My turn,” I said.
			

			
				She grinned, stepping back and lifting her skirt to reveal that fiery red bush I’d been fantasising about all week. I dropped to my knees, my hands gripping her hips as I leaned in, my tongue finding her wetness. She let out a soft moan, her hands tangling in my hair as I explored her with my mouth, savouring the smell and taste of her.
			

			
				Her breathing quickened, her hips grinding against my face as I sucked and licked, determined to make her feel as good as she’d made me feel. When she finally came, her moan was low, her whole body trembling as she held onto me for support. 
			

			
				Elaine helped me to my feet, and we stood there, grinning at each other and giggling. We stayed there for a moment, catching our breath, our bodies pressed together in the tight space of the cubicle. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				I next saw George at the end of the day when he gave me a lift home from college. I was feeling guilty. Although we’d been with other people before, it had always been planned or we’d been together. I was nervous that he’d be mad at me, or jealous, and I wanted to get it out of the way as soon as possible.
			

			
				“George,” I said as he pulled out of the car park onto the main road. “I… I fucked Elaine in the toilets.”
			

			
				His eyes widened, but then his face broke out into a big, dirty grin. “Fuck,” he breathed. “That’s so hot.” As the car sped along the road, I saw that the bulge in his jeans was getting bigger.
			

			
				“Are you getting an erection?” I giggled.
			

			
				“Maybe,” he smirked. “Just thinking about you two together. Tell me more about it.”
			

			
				I reached out, my hand running over his cock that was now straining at his jeans. I was feeling horny again too. I unzipped his jeans, and put my hand inside, finding his hard dick. I pulled it out and started wanking it. I leant closer to him, whispering as I told him everything that had happened, stroking him all the time.
			

			
				When I got to the part where I’d made her come with my mouth, I bent over, taking his length between my lips. “Fuck,” he gasped. I bobbed my head, working his cock in my mouth. He was so hard and throbbing, I knew it wouldn’t take long.
			

			
				After a couple of minutes, his hands gripped the steering wheel and he tensed. He let out a sudden groan of relief and I felt his hot release fill my mouth. I swallowed eagerly, not spilling a drop.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we arrived at the Sex Academy on Friday, my heart started pounding when I saw that Gabriel was lounging on one of the chairs at the back of the room. He was a beautiful Brazilian OnlyFans model that Luna had used in the past for demonstrations. It meant we were going to be in for a good lesson.
			

			
				We all sat down on the mats and Luna perched on the edge of a desk. She had a cardboard box on the table that we were all eyeing curiously. Luna smiled as she noticed all the glances toward it. “Welcome everyone,” she began. “Today, we’re going to be talking about something that challenges a lot of traditional ideas about sex and power dynamics… pegging.”
			

			
				The word hung in the air for a moment, and I could feel the ripple of intrigue, embarrassment, and curiosity move through the room. Luna stood up, reached into the box, and pulled out a strap-on harness with a huge, bright pink dildo attached. The room buzzed with whispers and muffled giggles.
			

			
				“Now,” Luna continued, holding the strap-on up like it was a trophy, “this might look intimidating at first, but trust me, it’s just a tool. It’s what you do with it, and the trust between partners, that makes it powerful.”
			

			
				I couldn’t help glancing over at Charlie and Elaine. Charlie’s cheeks were pink, and Elaine had an excited glint in her eye. Gabriel, lounging in his chair, gave a cheeky grin as Luna looked his way. “For this demonstration,” she said, “Gabriel has graciously volunteered to help me out. Everyone, give him a round of applause.”
			

			
				We clapped and Gabriel stood, giving a theatrical bow. He was ridiculously attractive, his golden skin, perfectly toned body, and confident smile lit up the room.
			

			
				“Alright, Gabriel,” Luna said, gesturing for him to step forward. “Let’s show them how it’s done.”
			

			
				Luna unbuttoned her flowing skirt and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing Little Miss Sunshine knickers, and quickly slipped them off, revealing her thick, black bush. “This is about showing you how natural and fun this can be,” Luna said, stepping into the harness and pulling it up over her hips. She adjusted the straps, making sure the dildo was secure and positioned properly. The contrast between her bohemian style and the bright pink strap-on was almost comical, and a few people giggled nervously.
			

			
				Gabriel, already shirtless and barefoot, kicked off his trousers and underwear. The room was quiet except for the sound of his belt hitting the floor. His lean, muscled body was very distracting, his strong muscles flexing as he moved. Between his legs, his massive, soft cock swung from side to side.
			

			
				“Let’s get started,” Luna said. Gabriel positioned himself on all fours first, but she cleared her throat. “Let’s show them the beginner-friendly position first, on your back.”
			

			
				Gabriel flipped over, propping a pillow under his hips. She knelt between his legs, applying lube to her hands and warming it between her palms. “Lubrication is essential,” she said, her voice calm and instructional. She spread the lube generously over the dildo.
			

			
				The atmosphere in the room was electric. I could feel my own pulse quicken as Luna leaned down, her hand steady on Gabriel’s thigh. “Alright, Gabriel. Let me know if anything feels uncomfortable.”
			

			
				Gabriel just grinned, the picture of relaxation. “Always take it slow at first,” she continued. “Communication is key here.”
			

			
				She pressed the dildo against his asshole and applied a little pressure. Suddenly, the head slipped inside. His cock had been steadily growing, and now it was fully erect and rock hard, resting on his stomach all the way up to his belly button.
			

			
				As she eased deeper, Gabriel let out a low groan, his head tipping back. She started to rock her hips, fucking him and working it deeper. His cock bounced with every thrust. “This position allows for maximum control,” she explained to the group, “which is why I recommend it for beginners. You can also read your partner's expression to make sure they aren’t feeling any discomfort.”
			

			
				I glanced over at Elaine and Charlie. Elaine’s cheeks were flushed, her eyes locked on the scene in front of us. Charlie shifted uncomfortably, his hand brushing against my thigh. I leaned over and placed my lips against his ear. “I’m going to fuck you like that,” I told him. His hand tensed on my leg and I could see his cock tenting his trousers.
			

			
				Luna was still fucking Gabriel, moving faster now. He was beginning to groan with every thrust, his eyes closed and a look of bliss on his face. Luna reached out with a hand and started stroking his cock, wanking him hard as she fucked his ass.
			

			
				After a while, she pulled out, the dildo making a soft pop as it came out. “Turn over now please, Gabriel,” she said.
			

			
				Gabriel turned over onto his hands and knees, positioning himself on all fours. He arched his back slightly, resting his forearms on the mat and spreading his knees apart. The room grew even quieter, if that was possible. You could practically hear everyone holding their breath.
			

			
				“This is a more advanced position for pegging,” Luna explained, kneeling behind Gabriel and reaching for the bottle of lube again. She coated the dildo thoroughly, making sure it was slick and ready. “Doggy style allows for deeper penetration, but it also requires more trust and communication between partners.”
			

			
				Gabriel glanced over his shoulder, his cheeky grin softening. “I trust you, Luna,” he said in his thick Brazilian accent, winking at her.
			

			
				Luna laughed, kneeling behind him and adjusting the harness on her hips. Guiding the tip of the dildo to his entrance, she paused to check in with him. “Ready?” she asked softly.
			

			
				Gabriel nodded, his muscles relaxing. “Go for it.”
			

			
				With the same patience and care as before, Luna applied gentle pressure, the dildo slowly parting him. Gabriel let out a low groan, and Luna paused for a moment, allowing him to adjust. “Breathe deeply,” she instructed, her hands steady and reassuring on his hips.
			

			
				As she pushed in further, Gabriel’s body responded, his hips moving slightly back to meet her. “Good,” Luna murmured, beginning to move her hips in small, controlled thrusts. “This angle lets you hit different spots, which can feel incredible when done right.”
			

			
				Gabriel moaned softly, his head lowering to rest on his forearms and his big, hard cock hanging down beneath him. Luna gradually picked up the pace, her movements fluid and precise. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a rhythmic slap that made my pulse race.
			

			
				“Notice how I’m keeping my movements smooth and consistent,” Luna said, glancing around at the group without breaking her rhythm. “This isn’t about rushing or going too hard, it’s about finding a pace that works for both partners.”
			

			
				Gabriel let out another moan, his hips pushing back against Luna’s thrusts. “I’m going to come,” he groaned. The room seemed to hold its collective breath. No one was touching Gabriel’s cock, yet his entire body was trembling, his muscles taut, and his movements urgent as he pushed back onto the dildo.
			

			
				Elaine’s hand squeezed mine tightly, her fingers trembling. I glanced over at her, catching the flush spreading across her freckled cheeks and the way she bit her lip, her eyes glued to the scene unfolding in front of us. She was mesmerised, just like I was. My own cheeks felt like they were on fire, and I shifted slightly, the heat between my legs becoming impossible to ignore.
			

			
				Gabriel’s breathing quickened, his moans becoming louder and more desperate. “Oh merda,” he groaned, his voice breaking as his body tensed. His back arched, his hips jerking as he cried out, his orgasm overtaking him without a single touch to his cock. Streams of white cum shot from him, his release painting the mat beneath him as his body shuddered and twitched. Load after load pulsed out, his cock throbbing and moving with every release.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” Elaine whispered, her voice barely audible over Gabriel’s cries of pleasure. Her hand gripped mine tightly.
			

			
				Luna slowed her movements, easing the strap-on out of him carefully. She rested her hands on his hips for a moment. “That,” she said, her voice soft but full of pride, “is the power of pegging. When you find the right spot and build up enough stimulation, the prostate can take you to places you’ve never been before.”
			

			
				Gabriel collapsed onto the mat, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. His skin glistened with sweat, and a satisfied smile spread across his face as he looked up at Luna. Elaine let out a shaky breath beside me, her eyes meeting mine for a moment. The look on her face said it all, she was as turned on as I was.
			

			
				 “Now, who’s ready to talk about their homework?” Luna asked, standing up and beginning to unbuckle the harness. “In the box I’ve got enough strap-ons for each couple. You can all take one home and try it for yourselves.”
			

			
				 
			

			

			
				Week 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				Charlie and I were keen to try pegging, but we both agreed it was only fair to include Elaine now that she was part of our little group. We didn’t all manage to get together until Monday when Elaine’s parents were out for the evening and we went over to hers.
			

			
				Elaine welcomed us in with her usual cheeky grin, dressed casually in a pair of leggings and a cropped jumper that showed off just a hint of her toned stomach. We headed upstairs to her room and found she had a double bed.
			

			
				“So,” I said, smirking. “Who’s wearing the strap-on?”
			

			
				“You can go first,” said Elaine.
			

			
				Charlie chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “I am a little nervous,” he said, giving me a small smile.
			

			
				I pulled the harness and strap-on out of the bag we’d brought with us, my cheeks heating as Elaine let out a low whistle. “Look at the size of that,” she said, grinning.
			

			
				“You’re not helping,” Charlie muttered.
			

			
				We all stripped naked and I stepped into the harness, tightening the straps as Charlie lay back on the bed. Elaine shifted to sit beside him, her hand casually resting on his thigh. “Relax,” she whispered, leaning in to press a kiss to his cheek, her lovely soft breasts pressed up against his arm and her thick red bush rubbing against his leg..
			

			
				Once I was ready, I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself between Charlie’s legs. Elaine reached over, spreading a generous amount of lube along the length of the dildo, her fingers brushing against me in the process. “There you go,” she said softly, her touch lingering for a moment before she sat back to watch.
			

			
				I met Charlie’s gaze. “Ready?” I asked.
			

			
				He nodded. “Yeah. Let’s do it.”
			

			
				I took my time, pressing the tip of the strap against his entrance and letting him adjust to the sensation. Charlie let out a low moan, his head falling back against the pillow as I slowly pushed forward. Elaine’s hand found his, and she held it tightly.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he groaned. “That feels... different. But good.”
			

			
				Elaine leaned in. “You’re doing so well,” she murmured, her free hand stroking his chest.
			

			
				As I found a steady rhythm, Charlie’s moans grew louder, his body relaxing more with each thrust. Elaine’s presence added an extra layer of intimacy to the moment, her gentle touches and whispered encouragement making it an even better experience.
			

			
				As I moved my hips, I couldn’t help but enjoy the control I had over Charlie. Watching him writhe beneath me, his moans spilling out uncontrollably, sent a thrill racing through me. I’d never seen him like this before, so completely at my mercy, and I liked it.
			

			
				Elaine shot me a cheeky grin and started to kiss down Charlie’s body, pausing to suck on his nipples. She moved lower, planting little kisses down his belly as I continued to penetrate him. When she reached his hard cock, her lips hovered just above it, and she flicked her tongue out to trace the tip, making him shudder beneath her.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” he gasped, his fingers gripping the sheets.
			

			
				I slowed my thrusts for a moment, watching as Elaine wrapped her lips around him. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling expertly over the sensitive head before sliding down his length. Her eyes met mine briefly, and the heat in her gaze sent a jolt of arousal straight through me.
			

			
				The sight of her, mouth working him so perfectly while I kept fucking him in the ass, was almost too much to bear. I gripped his hips tighter, finding a rhythm that matched hers. Each thrust of my hips pushed him deeper into her mouth, and the combination of sensations had him practically writhing beneath us.
			

			
				“God, you’re both… fuck… so amazing,” he managed to gasp, his hands now tangling in Elaine’s hair as she sucked him enthusiastically.
			

			
				“I’m close,” he gasped, his eyes squeezing shut as his body tensed.
			

			
				Elaine sat up, her mouth leaving him and her hand motionless around the base of his cock. “Not yet,” she said. “I want a go.”
			

			
				“Fair enough,” I laughed, although Charlie just moaned with frustration.
			

			
				I slipped out of the harness, noticing it had left strap marks on my thighs, and handed it to Elaine. She pulled it up, making her large breasts bounce as she shimmied into it. 
			

			
				“Look at my big cock,” laughed Elaine, stroking the strap-on. “God, is this what it feels like to be a man? I love it.”
			

			
				We swapped positions, Elaine moved between his legs and applyed more lube to the dildo. As she penetrated Charlie, I couldn’t resist reaching for him. His cock was rock-hard, twitching under my touch, and I wrapped my fingers around it, stroking him slowly. I knew he was close, but I wanted to edge him some more.
			

			
				“You’re doing so well,” I whispered to him.
			

			
				Charlie groaned, his body shivering under the dual sensations of my hand and the dildo in his ass. Elaine began to move, her thrusts slow and shallow at first, but building up momentum and depth. My own arousal was building by the second, and I could feel my cunt was soaking wet.
			

			
				After a few minutes, I couldn’t resist any longer. “I want to ride you,” I whispered to Charlie.
			

			
				He opened his eyes, looking up at me with desire. “Yes please,” he said.
			

			
				I climbed onto the bed, straddling Charlie’s hips. His cock was so hard, and throbbing in anticipation. I guided him to my entrance, sinking down slowly. I moaned as he stretched me open and filled me completely.
			

			
				“Fuck, Jane,” he groaned, his hands flying to my hips to steady me. I leaned forward, my hands on his chest for balance as I started to move. My hips rocked back and forth as Elaine continued to fuck him. I began to ride Charlie harder, knowing that he couldn’t hold off much longer.
			

			
				“Come for me,” I whispered, leaning down to kiss his neck.
			

			
				I felt his fingers dig painfully into my hips. I quickened my pace, grinding down on him with everything I had. With a strangled moan, Charlie’s body shuddered beneath me. I felt his cock pulse, his climax washing over him as he ejaculated hard, deep inside me. I slowed my movements, letting him ride out every wave of pleasure as he flooded my cunt with his cum.
			

			
				And as the three of us collapsed together on the bed, tangled in each other’s sweaty bodies, I couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of connection with both of them
			

			
				 
			

			
				For the rest of the week, Elaine spent a great deal of time with Charlie and me. She seemed to slide seamlessly into our lives, like she had always been there. We’d study together during the day, huddled around textbooks and laptops, and in the evenings, we’d lounge on the sofa, laughing over old movies or sharing bottles of wine.
			

			
				I thought about her a lot. The way her freckled cheeks would flush pink when she laughed too hard, the sparkle in her green eyes when she caught me looking at her, or the way her fingers would brush mine when she passed me something. Every touch, every glance, felt charged, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her. It wasn’t just about the Sex Academy homework anymore, though that had been the spark. My feelings for Elaine had grown into something deeper, something I hadn’t fully admitted to myself yet. 
			

			
				When we arrived at the Sex Academy that Friday, the atmosphere in the room buzzed with curiosity. On the table at the front, Luna had laid out a vast array of toys. The sheer variety was almost overwhelming: vibrators of all shapes and sizes, clit suckers, glass dildos, anal beads, butt plugs, rabbits, cock rings, pocket pussies, wands, and a few items that looked like they belonged in a science lab.
			

			
				Luna stood behind the table, her arms spread wide like a proud magician unveiling her props. “Today,” she began, “we’re going to talk about toys, and try some of them out. Sex toys can enhance your pleasure, help you explore your body, and deepen intimacy with your partners. The goal isn’t just to get off, it’s to discover what feels good and have fun doing it.”
			

			
				The group murmured with excitement, shifting eagerly on their mats. Sienna leaned over to me and whispered, “I can’t believe we get to try these. I’ve always wanted to try a clit sucker.”
			

			
				I laughed quietly. “I don’t even know what half of these things do.”
			

			
				Luna continued. “This is a free session to experiment, so just come up to the front, select a toy and try them out in your groups. If you have any questions, just let me know.”
			

			
				Elaine nudged me with her elbow. “Looks like we’re a trio again,” she said with a grin, glancing over at Charlie.
			

			
				Luna started passing out wipes and lube, emphasising the importance of hygiene. “Please clean any toy before and after using it, especially if you’re sharing. Now, let’s get started.”
			

			
				We wandered up to the table, scanning the selection. Elaine picked up a bright blue rabbit vibrator and turned it over in her hands. “This one looks fun,” she said
			

			
				Charlie reached for a clit sucker that looked like a pink egg. “What about this? Looks interesting.”
			

			
				“And I’m curious about this,” I said, holding up a pocket pussy. It felt soft and squishy in my hands, and I couldn’t help but laugh nervously as I imagined Charlie using it. “Can I try it on you?” I asked Charlie.
			

			
				Charlie shrugged. “Sure.”
			

			
				We went back to our places. Charlier pulled his trousers and pants down, his cock already semi-erect, and sat down. I gave him a kiss on the lips, my tongue exploring his as my hand stroked his dick until he was fully hard. Then I pulled back and I squeezed some lube into the toy.
			

			
				Next to us, Elaine had reclined on a cushion and slipped her knickers off from under her skirt. I couldn’t help staring at her gorgeous bush again, with her glistening, pink labia sticking out as she tried to work out how to turn her rabbit vibrator on. She finally worked it out, the toy coming to life. The rabbit ears started vibrating intensely, and the main shaft rotated round and round in a slow circle. Elaine’s eyes lit up and she giggled. 
			

			
				She moved it between her legs and penetrated herself with it. Deeper and deeper she pushed the rotating shaft into her pussy. “Mmm,” she purred, “That’s nice.” Charlie and I watched as finally it was deep enough that the vibrating ears touched her clit. “Oh, fuuuck,” she exclaimed loudly, throwing her head back.
			

			
				As Elaine enjoyed her toy, I moved my focus back to Charlie. He was rock hard now, and I slid the toy over his throbbing cock and started to wank him with it. “How’s it feel?” I asked, aware that Elaine was squirming like crazy next to me.
			

			
				“Nice,” replied Charlie. “Not as nice as your pussy though,” he added with a smirk. “Try turning it on.”
			

			
				“Oh yeah,” I laughed. I hadn’t realised it also vibrated. I switched it on and powerful vibrations surged up my arm.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” gasped Charlie. “Oh my god.” His breathing was suddenly erratic and desperate. “That’s… intense…” he gasped. I carried on stroking him with it, the vibrations all around his cock. He clutched the mat tightly with his fingers as he rested back on his hands, his hips squirming and shaking.
			

			
				I felt Elaine’s free hand running down my back to my bottom and slipping up under my skirt as she bucked and shook next to me. Suddenly she gripped my ass tightly and came hard, her whole body shaking. She tried to keep the vibrator inside her, but it was too much and she ended up throwing it away as her orgasm consumed her.
			

			
				A moment later, Charlie came too, cum flying out the open end of the toy. “Fuuuck,” he growled as load after load throbbed out of his cock and covered my hand and the toy.
			

			
				“Wow,” he breathed heavily, “That was different… intense.”
			

			
				All around me, the other people in the class were also moaning and crying out as they climaxed. Daisy was on hand and knees, with Dylan fucking her from behind with a double dildo; one of the shafts in her ass and one in her cunt. 
			

			
				Sienna was using the clit sucker and was on her third orgasm at least, not even taking it off her clit in between climaxes, a huge smile on her face. Micah had a wand vibrator pressed tight against the long length of his cock as he watched his girlfriend.
			

			
				But I was most intrigued by what Meera was up to. She’d claimed a sort of rounded, saddle-like box that she had to straddle. The whole thing vibrated like crazy as she sat astride it with her knickers off, gripping it with her bare thighs. She rode it like a bucking bronco, her big tits spilling out her low-cut top and bouncing around as she moved on top of it with her eyes closed. Finally, she threw her head back and let out a loud howl as she came, her thighs shaking with pleasure.
			

			
				She opened her eyes, breathing heavily and met my gaze.  “Jane, you have to try this,” she said, her voice still shaky.
			

			
				“Yes please,” I replied. Meera climbed off the box and I could see that it was soaked with her release. I didn’t bother cleaning it though, we’d shared enough bodily fluids in the past. I slipped my knickers off and climbed aboard. I was so turned on that I was already leaking my own essence to mix with Meera’s. 
			

			
				As soon as my clit touched the vibrating surface, a surge of pleasure flooded my body. The vibrations were unlike anything I’d ever felt. It wasn’t just focused on one spot like a normal vibrator; the whole surface pulsed against me, stimulating everything between my legs. I started to move, experimenting with different angles, and every shift of my hips sent another wave of bliss rolling through me.
			

			
				My head fell back as I found the perfect rhythm, the sensations building quickly. “Oh my God,” I breathed, unable to hold back my moans.  I felt completely overwhelmed, my body tightening as I climbed closer to the edge. My thighs quivered as the vibrations pushed me higher and higher until I finally exploded. My orgasm crashed through me, leaving me gasping and shaking. I cried out, gripping the edges of the box as my whole body convulsed with the force of it.
			

			
				When I finally opened my eyes, I was met with grins and wide-eyed stares from Charlie, Elaine and Meera. Charlie was already hard again and Elaine had been touching herself as she watched.
			

			
				“Told you it was good,” Meera said with a wink.
			

			
				 Elaine handed me a towel with a laugh. “You looked like you were about to ascend to another dimension.”
			

			
				“I think I did for a moment,” I admitted, my heart still racing.
			

			
				“Let me have a go,” said Elaine.
			

			
				We spent the rest of the lesson trying out various toys and I came so many times I lost count. Nearly all the girls had a go on the vibrating box. But eventually it was time to clean all the sex toys and put them away. When we walked out of the classroom, my legs were so weak I could barely walk, and my friends looked the same.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Week 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				At the weekend, we invited Elaine over to mine. I only had a single bed, but that didn’t stop us. Elaine kicked off her shoes, flopping onto the mattress like she belonged there, her ginger hair spilling out over my pillow. 
			

			
				I leaned over to kiss her, tasting her soft lips. My heart pounded as our tongues slid together. Kissing her felt so different from Charlie. Then I kissed Charlie, our tongues twisting around each other in a familiar way. It felt so good to have both of them there. 
			

			
				“I want to see you two kiss as well,” I said.
			

			
				Charlie had to practically climb over me to get to Elaine, I could see from the bulge in his trousers he was already hard. Soon, the three of us were a tangle of arms and legs, our bodies pressed together in the cramped space.
			

			
				Things escalated quickly from there. Clothes were shed and tossed carelessly to the floor. Elaine lay back on the bed, her bare skin glowing in the soft light of the bedside lamp. I couldn’t resist running my hands over her body, marvelling at how soft and warm she felt beneath my touch. She lifted up her arms over her head and I ran my fingers over the soft, ginger hair under her arms.
			

			
				When we were all naked, Charlie moved to kiss her again, and I sat back for a moment to watch. The sight of them together was sending my arousal rocketing. Charlie’s dark hair was messy, and Elaine’s fingers tangled in it as they kissed passionately. His hard cock was pressed up against her thigh. My heart swelled with a mix of arousal and affection as I realised how much I enjoyed seeing them connect like this.
			

			
				When Charlie kissed his way down Elaine’s body, she gasped, her back arching slightly. I leaned down to kiss her neck, wanting to be part of her pleasure too. She reached out to touch me, her hand sliding between my thighs, and I let out a soft moan as her fingers explored me. Charlie buried his mouth between her wet folds and licked her until she came in my arms. Then he did the same to me.
			

			
				The three of us moved together seamlessly, our touches and kisses flowing from one to the other. Charlie moved between Elaine’s legs and slid his stiff cock between her folds, making her arch her back and moan into my mouth. He started to fuck her hard, the gentle passion giving way to more enthusiastic screwing. I played with Elaine’s big breasts, sucking on her nipples as he fucked her.
			

			
				When she’d climaxed, Charlie entered me, his dick already wet from her release. Elaine sucked on my smaller nipples and the sensation of their combined touch quickly pushed me over the edge. We took turns pleasuring each other, the bed creaking beneath us as we shifted positions in the cramped space. Charlie took me from behind while Elaine lay on her back in front of me, her beautiful pussy spread wide open as I explored her with my tongue.
			

			
				When Charlie couldn’t hold off any longer, he lay back on the bed for Elaine and me to finish him off with our mouths. He came quickly, hot cum running down his shaft as we licked him. Eventually, we all collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap.
			

			
				Elaine lay between us, her head resting on my shoulder, her hand entwined with Charlie’s. My heart felt full as I looked down at her, a warmth spreading through my chest that had nothing to do with the sex.
			

			
				“I love this,” I said softly, brushing a strand of hair from Elaine’s face.
			

			
				“Me too,” she murmured, her eyes half-closed.
			

			
				I turned to Charlie, unsure how he’d feel about what I was about to say. 
			

			
				I hesitated for a moment before taking a deep breath. “I think I want to be with Elaine too. Like, properly. Not just as a fun thing.”
			

			
				Elaine’s eyes widened slightly as she looked up at me. “You mean... like a relationship?”
			

			
				I nodded. “Yeah. If that’s what you want too.”
			

			
				A slow smile spread across her face. “I’d love that,” she whispered.
			

			
				Charlie leaned over to kiss me softly. “If it makes you happy, it makes me happy,” he said simply.
			

			
				As we lay there in the small, messy bed, I felt a sense of peace and contentment wash over me. This wasn’t what I’d expected when I started at the Sex Academy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we arrived at the Sex Academy on Friday, it was completely different to normal. For a start, all the desks were still in place, lined up in neat rows facing the front. The blinds had been closed, making the room quite dark, and the overhead projector was on, displaying a white rectangle of light on the whiteboard at the front of the class.
			

			
				“Welcome, everyone,” Luna began when we’d all settled. I could see she had a small remote control in her hand. “Today’s class is all about creating your own sex tape. I know, some of you might be nervous about the idea, but trust me; done right, it can be an incredibly artistic, sexy, empowering experience.”
			

			
				A murmur of interest rippled through the room. I couldn’t help glancing at Charlie and Elaine. 
			

			
				Luna pointed to the projector. “Let’s start by watching some examples. These are high-quality, consensual films made by couples just like you. Pay attention to the lighting, the framing, and how they build intimacy.”
			

			
				With a click of the remote, a video began playing. The first clip showed a bedroom, bathed in warm, golden light flooding through the huge windows. A couple moved together on the bed, the man’s naked bottom visible as he pumped up and down between her legs. Their bodies were highlighted in a way that made every curve and contour look beautiful. The camera angle shifted smoothly, capturing their movements with an almost cinematic quality.
			

			
				“This,” Luna said, pausing the video, “is an example of excellent lighting. They’ve used the golden hour before sunset for a warm, natural look that compliments their skin tones. Avoid harsh overhead lights, they cast unflattering shadows. Instead, use natural light, lamps with shades, fairy lights, or even candles.”
			

			
				She resumed the clip, letting it play for a few more seconds before pausing again. As the camera panned behind them, we could clearly see the girl’s tight lips stretched tight around his thick shaft. “Notice how the camera isn’t static. They are lucky enough to have someone else filming them, and they are using a camera stabiliser for steady shots. If you’re filming alone, you can use a phone on a tripod and reposition it between takes.”
			

			
				Luna pressed a button and another clip began, this one in a bathroom. The couple were in a steamy shower, the glass fogged up but just clear enough to show their silhouettes. The camera was positioned low, giving an artistic view of the water cascading down their bodies.
			

			
				“This is about angles,” Luna explained. “Experiment with positioning your camera. A low angle can be dramatic, while a high angle can feel intimate.” The woman was suddenly pressed up against the steamy glass, her generous breasts squashed against it as the man took her from behind.
			

			
				The next clip was a close-up, the man’s cock slowly sliding deep into the woman’s pussy that was visibly wet with arousal. Her lips stretched tight around his shaft, and a bead of her white essence leaked out, running down her dark, puckered asshole. “Don’t be afraid to switch to closeups and show bodily fluids,” continued Luna, “this shot really hits home the raw explicit nature of sex, not to mention the messiness.”
			

			
				Luna took us through many more clips, all unique in their own way, but all wonderfully produced. The final clip was more playful. A couple in a kitchen, the camera handheld-style from the woman’s point of view as they teased and undressed each other. It felt raw and spontaneous, but still looked polished.
			

			
				“Not everything has to be meticulously planned,” Luna said. “Sometimes the best moments happen when you’re just having fun. But even here, notice how the background is tidy, and the lighting is soft. A little preparation goes a long way.” On the screen, the man lifted her onto the counter top. The woman filmed from her point of view as his large dick slid into her hairy pussy.
			

			
				She turned off the projector and faced us, her hands resting lightly on the desk. “Now, let’s talk about boundaries. Filming yourselves can be incredibly intimate, so it’s important to communicate with your partner or partners. Decide what you’re comfortable showing, and remember, consent is key. And if you’re sharing the video, even privately, make sure everyone is on board.”
			

			
				Luna walked over to the door and turned on the lights. “Now, the homework is to film your own sex tape, using what we’ve learnt to make it as artistic and professional as possible. If you’re comfortable sharing, we’ll watch it at the lesson next week, but that’s obviously not mandatory. For the rest of this lesson I want you to work with your partner to plan your film. Think about where it’s going to be filmed, how you’re going to light it, and what you’re going to do in it.”
			

			
				Luna walked around, handing out paper and pencils. The other couples got together, talking in hushed tones as they excitedly planned their films. Charlie, Elaine and I gathered around a desk together. Our film was obviously going to be a threesome.
			

			
				Elaine twirled the pencil between her fingers, her cheeks flushed with excitement. “Okay, first things first. Where are we filming this?” she asked.
			

			
				Charlie leaned back in his chair, looking thoughtful. “Your bed is way too small, Jane,” he said.
			

			
				“Agreed,” I replied, “but your parents never go out, we’ll never be able to relax and do it properly.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” pondered Elaine. “My parents have a holiday home in Wales. It’s kind of old fashioned, lots of wood. Shall I see if it’s free this weekend?”
			

			
				“Oh my god, that would be amazing,” I said.
			

			
				Elaine nodded eagerly, scribbling down notes. “Perfect. Now for angles. We’ve got good phones and I have a tripod. But I was thinking… what if we mounted the phone above the bed, looking straight down?”
			

			
				Charlie raised an eyebrow. “Like, above us?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” she said. “I’m thinking about this amazing threesome I saw in a film. I think it was called Love. It was a real film but with actual sex in it. And it looked so cool all filmed from above. Imagine the three of us lying there, tangled up together. It would look amazing from that angle, so artistic and intimate.”
			

			
				“I love the idea,” I agreed, and Charlie nodded along.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The cottage in Wales was available, so the next day we packed our bags and piled into Charlie’s old car, the boot stuffed with overnight essentials, Elaine’s tripod, and several bottles of wine. 
			

			
				When we finally arrived, the cottage was even better than I’d imagined. Nestled halfway up a hill overlooking a sweeping valley, it was like something out of a storybook. The outside was all stone walls and ivy with a quaint wooden door. There were no other houses for miles around.
			

			
				Inside, the place had that cosy, old-fashioned charm Elaine had mentioned. There were dark wooden beams across the ceilings, a big stone fireplace, and a mix of antique furniture. The bedroom we chose was upstairs, tucked into the eaves of the cottage. The bed was large and covered with a quilt that looked handmade, with soft white sheets underneath. Sunlight filtered in through a small window, casting a golden glow on the wooden floorboards. It was the perfect setting.
			

			
				We wasted no time getting set up. Elaine took charge, directing us like a seasoned filmmaker. She found the perfect spot on top of the wardrobe to secure the tripod for the overhead shot. We lit loads of candles, placing them all around the bed.
			

			
				“Okay,” Elaine said, stepping back to admire the scene. “This is going to look so good.”
			

			
				Charlie cooked for us, and after eating and a few glasses of wine we were ready to shoot.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The three of us lay on the bed, the warm glow of candlelight flickering across our skin. Elaine and I were in matching tight tops without bras. On our lower half we just wore our knickers, the fabric clinging to our curves. I was in the middle and Charlie, in just his briefs, was behind me, his body spooning mine as I kissed Elaine. The camera above captured everything, the way our bodies curved into each other, the way Charlie’s hand slid down my waist while Elaine’s fingers found the hem of my top, pushing it up inch by inch until she was groping my breasts as we kissed. 
			

			
				As Elaine and I devoured each other’s mouths, Charlie shuffled lower until his head was level with our knickers. He tugged mine down, and then buried his face in my pussy from behind. I could feel his breath against my asshole as his tongue licked at me, driving me to kiss Elaine even more passionately. Driven by the growing pleasure, I tugged up Elaine’s top, freeing her heavy, gorgeous breasts. My fingers found her nipples, rolling and pinching them as she gasped against my lips. Her back arched in response, pushing her chest into my hands, her moans vibrating against my mouth.
			

			
				Then Charlie switched to Elaine, sliding his hands up her thighs and peeling away her knickers. She let out a soft whimper as his mouth replaced them, his tongue delving into her soaking wet cunt. She pulled my top off completely, her lips finding my aching nipples, sucking and flicking her tongue over them as Charlie continued his slow, torturous worship between her legs.
			

			
				When Charlie finally moved back up the bed, his lips wet with Elaine’s taste, he positioned himself behind her. She reached back, her hand slipping inside his briefs, her fingers wrapping around his hard, eager cock. She stroked him slowly, teasingly, while locking eyes with me. All the time, I was aware of the camera above us.
			

			
				Using his hand to guide himself, Charlie moved his cock between Elaine’s folds. Then, with a firm thrust of his hips, Charlie buried himself deep inside her. A sharp cry of pleasure escaped Elaine’s lips, muffled as I captured it with my own mouth. I kissed her hungrily, swallowing her moans as Charlie pulled back slightly, only to push in again, setting a slow, deliberate rhythm. My fingers went to her clit, and I could feel Charlie’s hard cock brush against my hand as he fucked her.
			

			
				Elaine’s body rocked against mine, her breasts pressing into me as she writhed in pleasure. Charlie groaned, his hands gripping Elaine’s hips, his thrusts becoming deeper, more insistent. Elaine whimpered into my mouth, her fingers digging into my back. I could feel her pleasure building, her body tensing, trembling against mine.
			

			
				Elaine’s moans grew higher, more desperate, her whole body shaking against mine. I could feel the tension coiling inside her, her thighs clenching as Charlie drove into her with deep, measured thrusts. Her nails dug into my skin as she gasped, her breath hot against my lips.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck…” she whispered, her body shuddering violently. Her climax crashed over her, and I held her tightly as she came, her hips jerking, her moans dissolving into breathless whimpers. Charlie slowed but didn’t stop, his hands gripping her waist as she rode out every last wave of pleasure.
			

			
				Charlie pulled out slowly, his cock slick and throbbing. He moved over me, his strong hands pressing into the mattress on either side of my head. I spread my legs, feeling the weight of him between them, my skin burning with anticipation. I was so wet and ready that his cock slipped inside me easily. I gasped, arching my back, my hands sliding over his broad shoulders. His body felt incredible against mine, the warmth of his skin, the steady roll of his hips as he started to move.
			

			
				“Look up,” Elaine whispered from beside me.
			

			
				I tilted my head back slightly, my gaze lifting to the camera mounted above us. I locked eyes with it, staring into the lens, my mouth a perfect O as Charlie fucked me.
			

			
				We fucked for what seemed like hours, trying different positions, until finally Charlie came inside me. Elaine moved down between my legs to taste his release mixed with mine.
			

			
				But that wasn’t the end of our filming. After a break, we got to work on capturing close-up shots to edit into the final film. This part was less passionate, more methodical, as we took turns holding the camera, focusing on the details.
			

			
				Elaine filmed first, positioning the lens close as Charlie’s cock pushed inside me, recreating all the positions from the overhead shot. Then I took over, filming him with Elaine in the same way. We also captured intimate sequences of our fingers teasing each other, slow, sensual close-ups of lips wrapping around nipples, and the way our mouths moved over Charlie’s cock.
			

			
				It was a strange session, part performance, part work, but undeniably erotic. Seeing everything from such an intimate perspective, focusing on every tiny movement, every slick glide of skin, made us all impossibly turned on again.
			

			
				Finally, we were ready to film the cum shot. We wanted it to be as sensual and visually striking as possible, so we planned every detail carefully. Charlie lay on his back, his thick, hard cock standing upright, glistening with our combined arousal. Elaine and I positioned ourselves on either side of him, our faces close, tongues flicking teasingly along his shaft.
			

			
				We mounted the camera on the tripod, close in on his dick. Our tongues traced along the pulsing veins of his cock. I licked up his length from the base to the tip, swirling my tongue around the head before Elaine mirrored my movements on the other side.
			

			
				Charlie groaned, his fingers gripping the sheets, panting heavily. We kept working him, alternating between slow, teasing licks and deep, wet kisses on his shaft. Our hands glided over his body, caressing his thighs, his stomach, adding to the overwhelming sensations.
			

			
				Finally, he held his breath, and we knew he was there. We both gave him one long, firm lick up the shaft. With a deep, shuddering moan, Charlie came hard, his release spilling out in thick, hot spurts. We let it drip down his shaft, our tongues flicking out to catch some, our fingers smearing it in slow, deliberate strokes to make the shot as visually intense as possible. The camera captured everything; every drop, every shiver, every soft, satisfied sigh as we finally collapsed onto the bed beside him, breathless and spent.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, we were up early, eager to see how our video had turned out. The cottage was still quiet, the early light filtering through the curtains as we padded into the kitchen in our pyjamas. Elaine, being the most experienced with video editing, set up her laptop on the wooden kitchen table, her fingers moving quickly over the keys as she imported the footage.
			

			
				Charlie and I played the role of her assistants, keeping her fuelled with hot coffee and snacks as she worked. Every so often, she’d pause, pushing her glasses up her nose and beckoning us over to make artistic decisions.
			

			
				Piece by piece, the film came together. Finally, we settled on the sofa to watch the finished work on the huge TV. Watching ourselves from an outside perspective was a strange but thrilling experience, and also incredibly arousing.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” Charlie murmured when we’d finished playing back the final edit. “That’s actually… beautiful.”
			

			
				“I can’t believe how well it’s turned out,” I agreed. “I also can’t wait to show it to the rest of the class.”
			

			
				“But watching it has made me so horny,” smirked Elaine. “Shall we celebrate with another fuck?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			
				Week 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				Our weekend in Wales had been incredible. I still couldn’t quite believe my luck; I now had both a boyfriend and a girlfriend, and the three of us fit together perfectly, not just in bed but in every way. But after such an intense, exciting time, the week back at college felt painfully slow. I spent most of it counting down to Friday, eager to see what would happen at the next Sex Academy session.
			

			
				When we arrived, the room was dimly lit again, the projector casting a soft glow at the front. But instead of the usual desks, there were rows of cushions laid out on the floor, creating a cosy, intimate cinema-style setup.
			

			
				Luna stood at the front, smiling as she took in the eager faces around her. "This week is all about celebrating your creativity," she said. "You’ve all worked hard to craft something unique, blending intimacy with artistry. All of you have chosen to share your films, and I just want to remind everyone to approach this with an open mind and plenty of respect.”
			

			
				The first video played, and we were all mesmerised. It was by Juno and Victor. Knowing them both, I wasn’t surprised to see that it was filmed in black and white and set in a graveyard. It was filmed from Victor’s point of view, and he was chasing Juno through the grave stones. She was wearing a wedding dress. It was so weird and sexy, I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Eventually they made out on a stone tomb, Victor passionately lifting up her dress and revealing she wasn’t wearing any knickers. He slid his cock inside her, still filming from his own point of view.
			

			
				When he finally pulled out and spunked up her body all over the wedding dress, the film ended. There was spontaneous applause from the class. It was strange, but so compelling.
			

			
				Meera and Elliot’s film came next. I really wasn’t sure what to expect from those two, but I knew it would be… interesting, and I wasn’t disappointed.
			

			
				It started with a shot, partially obscured by leaves as if the cameraman was hiding in a bush. The scene was Meera’s back garden, and Meera herself, completely naked, was crawling along the grass on her hands and knees. Her huge breasts hung down, swinging as she crawled along. The camera zoomed in on her curvy ass, her thick, black pubic hair on full display.
			

			
				Elliot’s voice, doing a passable impression of David Attenborough, narrated. “Here we see the wild Meera, foraging in her natural habitat.”
			

			
				There was giggling from the rest of the class as everyone sat up to pay more attention. Elliot came into the shot, his huge cock semi-erect and flapping about. He knelt behind Meera, stroking himself hard and then plunging his dick deep inside her. The voice-over continued to describe the “mating habits” with hilarious details.
			

			
				Most of the class was in stitches as Elliot took Meera hard. At one point he rolled her onto her back on the grass and started ploughing away between her legs, her big softs breasts bouncing like crazy. After five minutes of amusing commentary, he pulled his cock out and ejaculated all up her body, laying long streams of white cum over her dark complexion.
			

			
				“The wild Meera has been successfully mated,” said Elliot Attenborough as the video faded to black, “But, permanently on heat, she’ll need to be taken care of several more times today.”
			

			
				The class broke out into wild applause and laughter as the film ended.
			

			
				The next film was by Sienna and Micah. I recognised Sienna’s amazing art-deco house, with its huge patio and pool. The action was captured by static cameras, cutting from one to the other as they moved throughout the house, fucking absolutely everywhere. The natural light through the window gleamed off their dark skin. They started in the kitchen, Micah going down on Sienna as she sat on the counter with her legs open.
			

			
				The footage was raw and sexy, and I could hear heavy breathing all around me as everyone got turned on by it. Elaine leaned into me, her hand running up my thigh. On my other side, I noticed Charlie had a huge erection in his trousers, and I reached out to squeeze it. All around us, the other students were getting hot and heavy too as they watched.
			

			
				On the screen Micah took her hard with his big cock, bent over the counter. Then they moved to the sofa, then the hallway. Even the bathroom saw some action, with Micah holding Sienna up against the wall and stretching her open as he fucked her hard. It must have taken them ages to film all this, constantly moving the camera for different angles. 
			

			
				But the effort was worth it, everyone was squirming with desire. Elaine and Charlie were on either side of me, their hands inside my top, rubbing my nipples and between my legs, touching me over my panties. I was soaking wet, desperate for their touch.
			

			
				On the screen, Sienna and Micah dived naked into the pool. I was surprised to see the next shot was from an underwater camera, as Micah supported her with his hands on her ass and slid his dick into her underwater. I was imagining what it would be like to be Sienna, fucked in the pool like that, and slipped my hand into Charlie’s pants to feel his hard cock. My other hand was already in Elaine’s knickers, feeling her slick heat.
			

			
				Finally, after fucking Sienna pretty much everywhere in the house and garden, Micah took her on one of the sunbeds, coming inside her. The camera angle showed it close up from behind, his balls tensing as his shaft throbbed inside her. When he pulled out, cum poured out after it, her gaping, pink cunt filling the screen.
			

			
				“Oh my god, Sienna,” I whispered to her when the screen went black. “That was fucking amazing.”
			

			
				There were more films from the other couples, all of them incredibly sexy. The room had become a haze of soft gasps, whispered praise, and the unmistakable sounds of arousal. Hands roamed beneath blankets, fingers traced thighs, and quiet moans escaped as people touched their partners, unable to resist the heat building between them.
			

			
				The penultimate film was Daisy and Dylan. They’d sneaked into the college gymnasium early in the morning before anyone was around. It was daring and exciting, although it didn’t last long. After only a couple of minutes of Dylan fucking her perfectly shaved pussy on the coach’s bench, he pulled out and came all over her face. She screwed up her eyes as thick cum pooled in her eye sockets, not looking particularly pleased.
			

			
				“I thought all pornos had to finish like that,” said Dylan, sulkily.
			

			
				And then it was our turn. My heart pounded. I felt nervous in a way I hadn’t before; would it be as good as all the others? But as soon as the opening shot appeared on the screen, nerves faded into sheer arousal. The soft candlelight flickered over our bodies as the three of us lay tangled together. The overhead angle gave it an almost dreamlike quality, our limbs stretching and twisting, skin against skin, breathless kisses captured in slow, sensual detail. The camera cut to our close-ups, the way Charlie’s cock slid into Elaine, her back arching in pleasure; the way my lips wrapped around her nipple, sucking hungrily as her fingers slid between my legs.
			

			
				Elaine’s fingers slipped inside my soaking pussy as we watched, massaging my g-spot. From the other side, Charlie rubbed my clit. Watching myself in the throes of pleasure was oddly exhilarating, as though I was reliving every moment.
			

			
				Elaine’s breathing quickened beside me as we fingered each other. I turned my head slightly, watching the way her chest rose and fell, the way her lips parted as she watched Charlie fucking me on screen.
			

			
				The film built up to its final moments, Charlie lying back, Elaine and I licking his shaft, our tongues meeting as we tasted him together. When he came, thick and hot, the camera captured every drop spilling over his cock as we lapped it up.
			

			
				Elaine let out a soft moan beside me, her body tensing. Her moans mixed with the sounds of our film, her hips rolling against my touch as she chased her release. The final shot of our film faded to black, but in that moment, Elaine was coming hard beside me, biting her lip to stifle the cry of pleasure.
			

			
				At the same moment, I came too, my body shaking as the pressure that had been building for the last hour was finally released. There were other moans from around the room, the other students allowing themselves relief now the last film had finished.
			

			
				Charlie was rock hard in my other hand, throbbing on the edge of orgasm. As my climax faded, I leaned over him in the darkness and wrapped my lips around his shaft. Seconds later, he let out a soft groan and filled my mouth with cum.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Luna flicked the lights back on, and the sudden brightness made everyone blink and squint, jolted out of the sensual haze that had settled over the room. There was a flurry of movement as people hastily adjusted their clothes, tugging down skirts, and hunting around for their underwear. A few stifled laughs rippled through the group, a mix of embarrassment and amusement at just how lost we’d all gotten in each other’s films.
			

			
				Luna smiled and clapped her hands together. “Well,” she said, surveying the room. “That was an amazing collection of artistic expression. I’m so pleased you all produced works of art that were so much more than just a sex tape.”
			

			
				We exchanged pleased looks with each other.
			

			
				“You all did an incredible job,” Luna continued. “What I loved most was the variety. Some of you went for intense passion, others for artistic cinematography, some even brought humour into it.” She shot a knowing look at Meera and Elliot
			

			
				“But beyond that, what really stood out was the chemistry,” Luna went on, pacing in front of the group. “You can tell when a film is just porn, and when it's a real connection. Every single one of you showed something unique, something that reflected your dynamic with your partner… or partners.” Her eyes flicked to me, Charlie, and Elaine with a teasing smirk.
			

			
				Elaine squeezed my hand, and I felt my cheeks flush. I felt proud. Proud of what we had together and of what we’d created.
			

			
				 
			

			



				Week 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next week continued with me dating both Charlie and Elaine. I saw them both separately, socially as well as for sex, and we all met up together for another threesome.
			

			
				By the time Friday rolled around, I was buzzing with anticipation for the final Sex Academy session of the term. As soon as we walked into the classroom, I spotted Gabriel, which could only mean one thing; a demonstration. But then I did a double take. There were two Gabriels.
			

			
				“Everyone,” Luna announced, standing at the front of the room, “this is Gabriel’s friend, Gustavo. He’s also an OnlyFans model from Brazil.”
			

			
				Gustavo looked like Gabriel’s clone; every bit as handsome and muscular, with the same bronzed skin and sculpted abs. The two of them were already topless, their perfect bodies on full display as they lounged casually against the desk behind Luna. My heart pounded, my mind racing. If one Gabriel had been mesmerising, two of them were almost too much to handle. And what kind of demonstration required both of them?
			

			
				“Today,” continued Luna with a naughty glint in her eyes, “we are going to demonstrate double penetration.” There were a few excited gasps from the class.
			

			
				“I’m lucky enough to have two willing volunteers to help me today,” Luna went on, gesturing toward the two men, “but if you don’t have two penis-owners available, it’s absolutely possible to experiment with a strap-on and a female third. And if you’re in a pair, a well-placed dildo or even a vibrating plug can create a similar effect, letting you discover what feels best for you.”
			

			
				She walked over to the desk. “Now, let’s talk about preparation. DP can be incredibly intense and pleasurable, but like anything, it requires patience, communication, and most importantly… lube.” She picked up a bottle and held it up. “A lot of lube. Never attempt DP without it. As you know from previous lessons, the anus doesn’t self-lubricate, so you need to be generous and reapply as necessary. Even if you’re going for double vaginal penetration, you’re going to welcome some extra lubrication.”
			

			
				Luna glanced around at the class, all of us watching her with rapt attention. “Positioning is another key factor. Some people prefer one partner from behind and the other in front, but others find side-by-side penetration easier to manage. Experiment with angles and support, pillows can be your best friend for keeping everything aligned comfortably.”
			

			
				She turned back to Gustavo and Gabriel, flashing them a playful smile. “Of course, watching a demonstration is the best way to really understand how it works. So, let’s begin.”
			

			
				Luna was wearing a long summer dress, and she pulled it up, lifting it off over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her big breasts were suddenly unveiled. I realised we’d never actually seen her tits before, she’d always kept her top on for the other demonstrations. Her breasts were wonderful; big but saggy, with light stretch marks running down them. Her nipples were dark and very long. I felt a flush of heat between my legs as I wondered what it would be like to suck on them. Unsurprisingly, she was unshaved under her arms.
			

			
				Hooking her fingers in her knickers, which had Elsa from Frozen on the front, she slipped them down over her thighs to fall to the floor. She was now completely naked except for all the bangles on her arms. She knelt down on the cushions and beckoned the two men over.
			

			
				Gustavo and Gabriel sauntered over. They were both wearing tight shorts, their large bulges clearly visible. Once they were in front of Luna, she pulled their shorts and underwear down, exposing first Gabriel’s, and then Gustavo’s cocks. They were like clones in that department too, both of them still soft, but immensely thick and long.
			

			
				Luna took a dick in each hand and started to stroke them. She leaned into Gabriel, taking him in her mouth and bobbing her head before switching the Gustavo. They both stiffened quickly, until their massive cocks were pointing upwards.
			

			
				“Right then,” she said, standing up. “Gabriel, can you lie down, please.”
			

			
				Gabriel lay on the mat and Luna squatted above his cock. She reached down to hold it in one hand, guiding it between her folds as she lowered herself down. The thick head stretched her open, her lips wrapped tight around the shaft as she sank lower. She let out a soft groan of pleasure as he filled her. Finally, she was resting on his body, his long cock all the way inside her.
			

			
				“Mmm, fuck,” she breathed, already sounding out of breath. “Give me a moment.” She rocked her hips back and forth a bit, moving him inside her as she got accustomed to his size. After a while, she started to lift up a bit too, before slamming back down, letting out a moan each time as she fucked herself on his erection. Her large, sagging breasts hung down, the nipples dragging along his chest as she moved. Meanwhile, Gustavo stood nearby, casually stroking his cock as he waited patiently.
			

			
				“Okay,” Luna said, stopping moving. “I’m ready for you, Gustavo. Let’s start with double vaginal penetration. Don’t forget the lube.”
			

			
				Gustavo picked up the bottle of lube, applying a generous amount to his hands and coating his cock in it. He moved behind Luna as she still straddled Gabriel. I exchanged wide-eyed looks with Elaine. Was she really going to get two such massive dicks in her vagina at the same time?
			

			
				Gustavo knelt behind her, guiding his cock to where Gabriel’s was already penetrating her. He held it firmly, pressing against Gabriel’s dick where Luna’s lips were wrapped tight around it. She rocked back and forth gently, letting Gabriel’s cock move in and out, and Gustavo’s edge inside. It didn’t look possible, but gradually her lips stretched to accommodate both of them, and with a final thrust they were both in.
			

			
				Luna let out a loud moan of pleasure as Gustavo pushed deeper, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Fuuuck,” she gasped. She was still rocking her hips gently, fucking herself on both dicks at the same time. “Oh my… god,” she whispered, struggling to speak. “You’ve… got to try… this.”
			

			
				She increased her pace slightly, and the men started to actively fuck her too. They were slightly out of sync, their shafts rubbing up against each other as they thrust inside her. Luna panted heavily, closing her eyes. Suddenly she threw her head back, letting out a loud howl as an intense orgasm consumed her. I could see her cunt contracting around their shafts as her panting moans became louder and louder and the waves of ecstasy washed over her.
			

			
				All of a sudden, she couldn’t take any more, she pulled away, their cocks flopping out of her, coated in her wet release. She rolled onto the mat groaning with pleasure.
			

			
				“That was intense,” she murmured, when she’d finally recovered. She managed to get back up on her knees, throwing a leg back over Gabriel and sliding his dick back inside her. “Okay,” she said, getting her voice back. “Now we’re going to demonstrate the more traditional DP, which is one penis in the vagina and one in the ass. Gustavo?”
			

			
				Gustavo applied more lube to his cock and knelt behind her again. He squeezed some lube onto her asshole, making her shiver at the cold sensation. “Sorry,” he said, this time squeezing it into his hands to warm it, before applying it to her tight opening. He circled the ring of muscles, relaxing them, before stretching her open with a finger.
			

			
				Luna let out a little moan, and rocked her hips again, taking Gabriel deeper as Gustavo worked on her ass with his finger. He added a second and then a third.
			

			
				“Is okay?” Gustavo asked, in his thick Brazilian accent.
			

			
				“Yes,” gasped Luna, “I’m ready.”
			

			
				He guided his cock to her rear entrance, and applied just enough pressure to penetrate her. He paused, allowing her to get used to it. She started to move again, controlling how deep she took him in her ass, while Gabriel was deep in her pussy.
			

			
				The class were watching in rapt attention, soft moans drifting around us as once again couples couldn’t help but touch each other as they watched. I was leaning back against Elaine, feeling her large breasts pressed against my back as her fingers played with my nipples through my top. Charlie was next to me, his hand brushing higher up my thigh and under my skirt.
			

			
				Luna had built her pace up now, moving against them quickly. Gustavo started taking a more active role, thrusting into her. I saw that he was nearly all the way up to his balls now. Luna was in ecstasy, moaning and tossing her head as they took her in both holes at the same time. She came, but they just kept fucking her through it.
			

			
				She came again, her body shaking and bucking. The two men started going even harder, Gabriel thrusting up from below as Gustavo pounded her ass from behind. Suddenly, they both reached their climax at the same time. They both groaned in unison, Gabriel spilling himself in her cunt as Gustavo emptied himself into her ass.
			

			
				Panting and sweaty, the three of them stayed motionless for a few moments as they waited for their senses to return. Finally, Gustavo pulled out. Cum followed, pouring out of her ass and running down Gabriel’s shaft. Luna lifted off and Gabriel’s own cum poured out of her cunt. They were quite a mess.
			

			
				“Thank you, everyone,” said Luna, standing up and reaching for a towel as cum ran down her thighs. “That’s all for today.”
			

			
				“Um,” said Sienna, standing up. “Can I just make an announcement?”
			

			
				“Oh course,” said Luna, mopping up the cum between her legs with the towel.
			

			
				Sienna turned to address the class. “As it’s the last week of the term, I’d like to invite everyone back to my house tonight for a party! My parents are away and I thought it would be fun to all get together.” A wave of excitement rippled through the room.
			

			
				“Thanks, Sienna,” Juno said, sounding thrilled and turning to Victor. “This is going to be insane.”
			

			
				Micah grinned, wrapping an arm around Sienna’s waist. “You sure you’re ready for this? You’re inviting a whole class of fully trained sex fiends into your house.”
			

			
				Sienna laughed. “Honestly, after everything we’ve done this term, I think a party is the least chaotic thing we could do.”
			

			
				Meera smirked, exchanging glances with Elliot. “Oh, I don’t know. I think it has the potential to get pretty wild.”
			

			
				Sienna turned to Luna, who was now balancing unsteadily on one leg as she tried to get her Frozen knickers on. “You’re invited too, of course,” Sienna said. “And you can bring these two.” She indicated the two Brazilian models who were chatting together in Portuguese, still completely naked.
			

			
				“Oh, thank you,” replied Luna. “How kind. Sounds like a perfect way to celebrate the end of term.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			

			
				Week 6 - The Party
			

			
				 
			

			
				As evening fell, Charlie, Elaine, and I made our way to Sienna’s house, buzzing with excitement. Sienna’s place was just as stunning as ever, an art deco masterpiece with huge windows, sleek modern furniture, and a massive patio leading out to a pool. The front door was already open, and the distant thrum of music pulsed through the house.
			

			
				Inside, the party was in full swing. The air was thick with the scent of alcohol, perfume and weed. Juno and Victor were curled up together on a chaise lounge, deep in conversation, while Meera was pouring shots at the kitchen island, laughing as she tried to convince Elliot to take another.
			

			
				We moved further inside, spotting Sienna holding court near the pool doors, a drink in one hand, the other wrapped around Micah’s waist. She looked stunning in a tight dress, so short that it made her long, black legs look even longer than usual. She beamed when she saw us, lifting her glass in greeting.
			

			
				“You made it!” she called. “Help yourselves to drinks. And if you’re feeling brave, there’s a little… extra entertainment planned for later.”
			

			
				Charlie raised an eyebrow. “Extra entertainment?”
			

			
				Sienna just smirked. “You’ll see. But I hope you’re wearing your best underwear.”
			

			
				Charlie, Elaine, and I made our way over to the kitchen, where Meera was still enthusiastically pouring shots. She was wearing a denim skirt and a crop-top. Not many people with her curves would have dared wear a top like that, it barely supported her massive tits and showed off her rounded belly complete with jewelled piercing. She grinned when she saw us approaching, already reaching for three more shot glasses.
			

			
				“Ah, finally! The hottest throuple in college has arrived,” she teased, winking as she filled the glasses with tequila.
			

			
				Elliot was leaning against the counter, looking a little hazy but grinning all the same. As usual he was dressed like someone you’d normally see on your doorstep wanting to talk about the bible. He adjusted his glasses. “I keep saying no, but Meera’s very persuasive.
			

			
				“You love it,” Meera shot back, pouring some salt onto my hand before passing us our drinks. “Come on, no hesitation. On three; lick, shoot, suck.”
			

			
				I exchanged glances with the others, smirking, before licking the salt off my hand, downing the shot and then sucking on a lime. I felt an instant rush as the alcohol burned down my throat.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s strong,” Elaine gasped, shaking her head.
			

			
				Charlie coughed. “Are you sure this is drinking alcohol?”
			

			
				Meera just laughed and immediately poured another round. “Oh, come on, you can handle at least one more.”
			

			
				We took another shot, the burn spreading through my limbs, making everything feel looser. The music thumped louder as more and more people arrived. Everyone from the Sex Academy was there, and even a few others that I didn’t recognise that must be friends with Sienna. There was one girl in particular that I couldn’t keep my eyes off as she was so beautiful. She was black, very slim with a shaved head and wearing a white dress.
			

			
				Just then, Luna arrived, wearing her usual flowing skirts, tie-dye t-shirt and no bra. She was flanked on either side by the two gorgeous Brazilian models. They were dressed in tight trousers and shirts, somehow looking even more sexy than when they were naked.
			

			
				“Luna!” shouted Meera across the room, “Come and have some shots!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				An hour later and the atmosphere had started to get more steamy. I’d noticed a few couples sneaking away upstairs, some of them not with their usual partners. Juno had disappeared with Micah and had come back half an hour later looking very dishevelled. Meera and Elliot had definitely had a quickie in the downstairs toilet. Charlie was usually too shy to hook up with anyone else unless I was there to arrange it, but I’d spotted him snogging Sienna on an out-of-the-way sofa. His hand had been squeezing her ample breast while her hand had been on the bulge in his trousers.
			

			
				It was all making me very horny. It was a warm, clear night so Elaine and I went outside to sip our drinks by the illuminated pool. Before long the two Brazilians joined us. I have to admit, I was a bit intimidated by their good looks and even Elaine looked flushed by their attention. Their English wasn’t great, and the small talk didn’t really work. I think that contributed to Gabriel cutting straight to the chase.
			

			
				“You girls want come upstairs?” he asked.
			

			
				I exchanged a wide-eyed look with Elaine, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.
			

			
				“Yes please,” I replied. Elaine was nodding enthusiastically.
			

			
				Upstairs, we could hear a couple fucking loudly in one of the bedrooms, so we found an empty one across the hall. It was Sienna’s and had a huge king size bed in the middle of the room. Inside, the music was muffled and we could just hear the bass vibrating through the floor.
			

			
				My pulse raced as I exchanged another glance with Elaine, who looked equally breathless. I couldn’t quite believe what was happening; we were in a bedroom with two ridiculously gorgeous Brazilian models. They guided us to sit on the bed. Gabriel’s warm brown eyes locked onto mine as he reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. "You are very beautiful," he murmured, his accent making the words even more seductive.
			

			
				Before I could respond, his lips were on mine, soft but insistent, his hands resting lightly on my waist. His scent, clean and perfumed, filled my senses, and I melted into the kiss. Beside me, Elaine gave a tiny gasp as Gustavo pressed his mouth to hers. I glanced over, watching as his large hands cupped her face, holding her gently but firmly. She was completely lost in it, her eyes closed and her fingers already gripping at the fabric of his shirt.
			

			
				I felt Gabriel's hands slide up my sides, his thumbs brushing just under my breasts, and I let out a quiet moan against his lips. My hands found the buttons of his shirt, fumbling slightly as I worked them open. His smooth, tanned skin was revealed inch by inch, his defined abs flexing as he shifted closer.
			

			
				Elaine was already ahead of me, pushing Gustavo’s shirt off his broad shoulders, her hands splayed across his chest like she couldn’t believe he was real. She caught my eye and let out a breathless laugh. "Oh my god, Jane. We're actually making out with porn stars."
			

			
				I grinned, feeling drunk on arousal. "I know. This is insane."
			

			
				Gabriel chuckled, his fingers brushing my chin to tilt my head back up to his. "Less talking," he murmured before kissing me again, deeper this time.
			

			
				Beside me, Elaine let out a giggle as Gustavo lifted her dress off over her head. She shook out her long, ginger locks which cascaded over her freckled chest and large breasts in their silky bra. Gustavo slid his hands down her back, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine. As they brushed against her bra strap, it somehow pinged open and slid down her arms, her big rosy nipples hardening in the cool air.
			

			
				Gabriel’s hands trailed down my neck to the straps of my dress, his fingers slipping beneath, teasing them off my shoulders. I gasped against his mouth as the fabric fell away. Elaine and I lay back on the bed as the men finished undressing us. Elaine met my gaze, her chest rising and falling quickly as Gustavo traced a path down her stomach, his mouth finding her ginger pussy at the same moment Gabriel buried his face in mine.
			

			
				Fuck, they knew what they were doing. Soon Elaine and I were squirming on the bed, holding each other tightly as the Brazilians’ tongues built us steadily to climax. I could hear how wet we both were as they lapped and sucked at us. Soon they were using their fingers too and it wasn’t long before I came hard, shaking uncontrollably on the bed. Elaine came seconds later, moaning loudly into my mouth as we kissed each other.
			

			
				Then they were standing beside the bed, unzipping their trousers and pulling down their underwear. Their two huge cocks sprang free, long and thick. I opened my legs wide for Gabriel and I could feel him looking at my gaping and swollen cunt. He guided his cock between my folds, sliding it slowly into me and stretching me. My cunt gripped him tightly as he thrust deeper and deeper, all the way in.
			

			
				Next to us, Gustavo was doing the same to Elaine. Soon they were both fucking us hard. Gabriel lifted my legs back against my shoulders, allowing him to penetrate me even deeper, making me see stars. Elaine and I were both moaning loudly, our cries filling the room with every hard thrust. I came again and Gabriel fucked me through it. Elaine came at least twice, it was hard to tell when one orgasm ended and the next one began.
			

			
				Finally, they pulled out, their big dicks soaked with our essence. “Turn over,” ordered Gustavo. We did as we were told, getting on our hands and knees on the bed, offering ourselves up to the men standing beside the bed. They switched over, Gustavo holding my hips and easily sliding all the way inside me as Gabriel thrust into Elaine from behind.
			

			
				They set a firm pace, both of them pounding us from behind in a matching rhythm. I buried my face in the duvet, muffling my cries of bliss. We changed positions and they switched over a few more times, their cocks feeling slightly different but both wonderfully thick and long. I lost track of how many times I came, but eventually I could tell that they were getting close to their release.
			

			
				“You want cum?” Gabriel growled as he fucked me on my back.
			

			
				As these guys were professionals, I decided I wanted to feel like I was in a porn film. “Come on us together,” I said. I grabbed my phone, unlocked it and handed it to Gabriel. “Film it,” I said.
			

			
				Elaine and I knelt on the floor, arms around each other and looking up at them as they stroked themselves. Gabriel came first, capturing it on my phone as a long line of cum spurting out across both our faces. He pointed his cock at my tits, the second warm load splattering over them. Then he guided it to Elaine’s tits, coating them too, the thick cum dripping down between her breasts.
			

			
				Gustavo came seconds later, more forcefully and right across both our faces. He released again and again, covering us in his warm cum.
			

			
				“Fuck!” laughed Elaine, wiping it out of her eyes. “Now I really do feel like a porn star.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We went back down to the party and it wasn’t long before Sienna turned down the music and made an announcement.“Okay, everybody,” she shouted, clapping her hands for attention. “It’s pool time!”
			

			
				“We didn’t bring our swimming costumes,” protested one of the girls nearby.
			

			
				“I know,” said Sienna, reaching down to grab the hem of her dress and lifting it off over her head. Down to her lacy underwear, she quickly unhooked her bra and let it drop to the ground. Her breasts were fantastic, big and heavy, with large, almost black nipples. Then she slipped her knickers off over her thighs and turned, running through the patio doors to the pool. Jumping into a tuck, she splashed into the pool, resurfacing with a laugh.
			

			
				Inspired, everyone else started stripping naked where they stood. The two Brazilians were among the first, grinning as they stripped off, their thick, soft cocks swinging freely as they strode outside. They dove in with barely a ripple, their smooth, athletic bodies cutting through the water with effortless grace.
			

			
				Elaine shot me a wide-eyed look, her cheeks flushed with exhilaration. Then, with a little shrug, she pulled her dress over her head and shimmied out of her knickers, joining the growing pile of discarded clothing. I wasn’t about to be left behind, I quickly slipped out of my own dress and unclasped my bra, feeling the cool air on my skin as I kicked off my last piece of clothing.
			

			
				I also saw Luna slipping out of her long skirts and heading to the pool. Pretty much everyone seemed to be up for it. Everywhere I looked, people were shedding their clothes, caught up in the thrill of the moment. Soon, there was splash after splash as the whole party ended up in the pool. Then my gaze landed on Dylan. He was stark naked, his cock standing fully erect, being led toward the pool by a pretty blonde girl I didn’t recognise, but looked strikingly similar to Daisy. Except “led” wasn’t the right word, she had him by the shaft, dragging him toward the water with a big smile on her face.
			

			
				The pool was a writhing mess of bodies, laughter, and splashing water. Everywhere I looked, people were tangled together; kissing, teasing, playing. The cool water did nothing to dampen the heat of the party. Elaine and I swam together, giggling as Micah and Juno floated past, locked in a deep, lazy kiss. Sienna had climbed onto Gabriel’s shoulders, playfully pushing at Gustavo as he tried to lift Meera up in the same way. But Meera was a big girl; she shrieked as she lost balance, toppling into the water and taking Gustavo with her.
			

			
				“Not fair!” she gasped as she surfaced, her huge breasts floating to the surface and flicking wet hair out of her face. “I demand a rematch.”
			

			
				Charlie swam over to me, his curls slicked back from the water, looking thoroughly pleased with himself. “Having fun?” he asked, wrapping an arm around my waist.
			

			
				“Loads,” I said, pressing a wet kiss to his lips, my hand finding his erection under the water.
			

			
				“This is actually the best party ever,” Elaine said, eyes sparkling.
			

			
				“What have you been up to?” asked Charlie.
			

			
				“Elaine and I fucked the Brazilian porn stars,” I said proudly.
			

			
				“Cool,” replied Charlie. I knew he was genuinely happy for me. “I… did it with a guy. One of Sienna’s friends.” He flushed red. It was cute, but also a shame that after everything he was still embarrassed by his attraction to men. I guess it was just the pressure of society bearing down on him. I gave him a big hug and told him I was happy for him.
			

			
				Across the pool, Luna was making out with one of the art students from the Sex Academy, a petite girl with bright pink hair, their bodies pressed close as they floated near the edge. There was an incredible energy in the air, excitement, lust, and the sheer freedom of what we were doing.
			

			
				Kissing Charlie goodbye for now, I waded through the water, my senses overwhelmed by the chaotic energy of the party. Everywhere I looked, bodies were pressed together, hands wandering, mouths meeting. Some people were even fucking in the pool. 
			

			
				Suddenly I found myself in front of the beautiful black girl with the shaved head. Her dark eyes flickered. “I was hoping to run into you,” she purred.
			

			
				“You were?” I replied, suddenly nervous.
			

			
				She didn’t answer, just stepped closer, her hands brushing over my waist, trailing lower over my naked body beneath the water. My pulse quickened. She was so sexy it made my stomach flip.
			

			
				“I’m Liv,” she murmured, eyes locked on mine.
			

			
				“Jane,” I managed, barely getting the word out before she kissed me.
			

			
				It was slow at first, teasing. Her lips were soft, but her tongue was bold, pushing into my mouth like she already knew I wanted her. I melted into it, tangling my fingers behind her neck, pulling her closer. I gasped against her lips as her fingers brushed between my legs, her touch confident and unhurried. I was already aching, my body buzzing from the wild atmosphere around us. Her fingers slid over me, slow and deliberate, sending waves of pleasure through my body as she zeroed in on my clit.
			

			
				Then her mouth was on my neck, tongue flicking over my skin. “Come for me,” she whispered.
			

			
				And fuck, just like that, I did. My whole body tensed, pleasure flooding through me as I shuddered in her arms. Liv held me steady, kissing me through it, her fingers still working me until I was a trembling mess.
			

			
				Liv pulled herself up onto the edge of the pool with effortless grace, water streaming down her toned body. She leaned back on her hands, spreading her legs wide, completely unashamed. Her pussy was shaved, and her pink vagina glistened between her dark folds, already swollen with need. “You owe me an orgasm,” she purred.
			

			
				Desperate to taste her, I kissed along her inner thigh, tasting the chlorine on her skin, my lips trailing higher as I inhaled the scent of her arousal. I ran my tongue through her slick folds, tasting her properly. Her legs trembled, and she let out a moan, her hand tangling into the damp strands of my hair. I flicked my tongue over her clit, circling, teasing, feeling the way her body responded to every movement.
			

			
				“Fuck,” she whispered.
			

			
				I pressed deeper, sucking gently before dipping my tongue inside her, my hands gripping her thighs to keep her still. She was so warm, so soft, her body arching with every stroke of my tongue. I loved how responsive she was, how her moans turned into needy gasps as I increased the pressure. I sucked her clit into my mouth, flicking my tongue just right, feeling her legs shake against me. Her moans grew louder, her breath coming in frantic pants as she clutched at me.
			

			
				Then she shattered. Her whole body tensed, her back arching as she cried out, her pleasure spilling over in waves. I kept going, working her through it, lapping up every last drop of her release as she trembled beneath me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				For a while, the pool was filled with moans and cries of ecstasy, but gradually people climbed out. Sienna had piled loads of soft towels by the side and we wrapped them around ourselves and gradually made our way inside where it was warmer.
			

			
				Soon things had descended into a full-on orgy. Gabriel was pounding Meera on the sofa in front of everyone, his thick Brazilian cock stretching her wide open as he plowed into her. Elliot was next to her, looking slightly stunned by the whole occasion as Daisy, of all people, rode his big cock. I almost laughed at the match, Daisy regularly bullied geeks like Elliot, but now she was coming on his dick and thanking him for it. The Sex Academy had really brought everyone together.
			

			
				Everywhere I looked, people were fucking. And they were fucking hard. In twos, threes and more, the room was filled with sweaty, moaning, bodies. Writhing in pleasure, coming over and over again. It was the perfect end to another term of sexual exploration and freedom. With a happy heart, I took a deep breath and plunged into the fray.
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				Human Sexuality Class (with Max Delany)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Sabrina was fully aware that she could be used for "practical demonstrations" when she signed up as a model for Human Sexuality Class. She didn't expect to be getting so excited about it though…
			

			
				 
			

			
				For a start, there was another model called George and the demonstrations very much involved him too. What started as a job was quickly becoming the hottest adventure of her life. Are you ready for a filthy, fun (and possibly even weirdly educational) adventure through the male and female orgasms, anal sex, squirting, threesomes and more.
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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.
			

			
				 
			

			
				US: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D57575WH
			

			
				UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0D57575WH
			

			
				CA: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B0D57575WH
			

			
				AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0D57575WH
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Carrie's First Year At University
			

			
				 
			

			
				Welcome to the steamy world of Carrie and her friends at a British university in the 1990s. Their favourite subject? Sex. With a fierce curiosity and a yearning for adventure, they explore every desire and fantasy. From wild parties to intimate encounters, Carrie's journey is a raw and honest look at the thrills and spills of youthful passion.
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				I was a good girl until Ellie sat next to me on the first day of college. But before too long, I found myself riding in stolen cars, doing drugs and… well, sleeping with lots of men.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ellie said she’d get me laid, and she certainly managed that. Soon I was having more sex than I ever had before... quickie’s with strangers, threesomes, foursomes... it got pretty wild.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The only problem was that I was falling in love… with Ellie.
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