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Chapter One




It was hot. Too hot. Summer in London as a student was fun, but my cramped room in a shared student house was way too warm in this current heatwave. I was already completely naked, stretched out on the bed with the sheets thrown to the floor. I had a desk fan pointed at the bed, bought from a second-hand shop down the road, but it was just moving the hot air around.

Today was the start of the last week of term. After this, we’d all be going back to our hometowns for the summer. Everyone was checked out. The lecturers had stopped caring, the library was a ghost town, and the only thing left to do was survive the heat and figure out how to pack my entire life into the back of a Nissan Micra.

I’d miss my friends, especially my boyfriend, Aaron. Six weeks apart would feel like an eternity for a relationship still in the honeymoon phase. He stirred in his sleep next to me. How he could even sleep in this heat, I had no idea. I’d been awake since six, just lying here sweating and feeling horny.

We’d been together for a few months, and everything was good. Really good. He was a big lad, athletic and strong, and one of the best football players on the uni team. Not that I usually cared for football, but I’d been taking more of an interest lately. Seeing him out on the pitch, mud-splattered and shouting at his teammates, did things to me I didn't care to admit.

The only slight fly in the ointment was his lack of sexual experience and interest in anything remotely kinky. Don’t get me wrong, sex with him was great, especially as he was hung like a Greek god; he was easily the biggest I’d ever been with. The whole university thought he was this wholesome, golden-boy athlete. They didn't know that under those standard-issue training shorts was a weapon of mass distraction.

And he was kind and gentle, always prioritising my pleasure, making sure I came before he did. It was just… vanilla. You see, I was a kinky bitch, with a ton of experience. I’d tried to spice things up a bit, suggested we film ourselves, do some roleplay, some bondage… anything really. I’d even offered to find us another girl for a threesome. But he’d just shrugged and given a non-committal “maybe.”

I’ll never forget the look on his face when I brought home a set of cheap handcuffs. When I explained that I wanted him to fasten my wrists to the headboard, he looked genuinely panicked, as if he thought he’d accidentally break my wrists. “I don’t want to hurt you, baby,” he’d said.

It was sweet, really. Infuriatingly sweet. But if I didn’t manage to get him to do at least one thing on my kinky bucket list before the holidays, I was going to lose my mind.

And the other thing was anal. I loved anal. It was like my favourite thing to do. With my last boyfriend, it was practically all we’d done. But Aaron just wrinkled his nose up and said he wasn’t that interested and that he was afraid he’d hurt me. I mean, it probably wouldn’t have been easy with his massive member, but I was desperate to give it a try.

I looked down the length of my body, glistening with a slight sheen of sweat. My breasts, large and soft, sank into my armpits, the nipples puckered from the air of the fan. They had matching metal bars through the middle. I reached up and brushed over one with my fingers, making it stiffen even further, the piercing adding another layer of sensation. The touch sent a rush of pleasure down my overheated body, and I felt myself getting instantly wetter. I gently circled my finger around the areola, feeling the sensation spread as I let out a soft little moan.

God, I was so horny now. While my left hand continued to circle my nipple, my right traced a line down my flat stomach, around the metal hoop through my belly button, and over the trimmed hair of my bush. As soon as I touched my clit, I moaned louder. No piercing there… yet. I was seriously considering it. My pussy started to ache desperately, and I could feel how wet it was. I slipped a finger inside for a moment, curling it up to press against my G-spot.

I was trying to be quiet and not wake Aaron, honestly. But he murmured and turned over slightly, his massive cock sliding down his thigh. I looked down at it, about three-quarters erect with morning wood. Thick, long, beautifully straight when hard.

“Oh… God,” I whispered. I added another finger to my soaked cunt, using my palm to rub against my clit. My hips bucked slightly towards my hand. I needed to come right then. While I fingered myself with my right hand, I gave my nipple a final tweak, and then slipped my left hand down and under my bottom. Jesus, it was sweaty down here. My thick arousal was already leaking from my pussy and running down my ass crack. Perfect.

Using my arousal as lube, I pressed two fingers tight together and forced them into my ass. The dual sensation of being stretched in both holes was just what I was craving. Pleasure flooded my body, the pressure inside me cranking up instantly until I could feel my orgasm just within reach. I moaned again.

Aaron’s eyes popped open. There was a moment of confusion, and then he clocked what I was doing. Although, to be fair, this was not an uncommon thing for him to find when waking up next to me.

“Morning, Drew,” he grunted, a smirk spreading across his face. I saw his cock twitch. His hand wrapped around his shaft, and he tugged on it a couple of times, making it rock-hard. Fuck, he was so big, I loved just looking at it. And he loved watching me wank.

My fingers started moving quicker, my hips rocking from side to side as one hand frantically fingered my cunt, and with the other, I buried two fingers up to the knuckle in my ass. Aaron watched me through sleepy eyes, stroking his big cock. I met his gaze, my eyes locking onto his just as I went over the edge. I let out a long, low moan of ecstasy. My body started shaking, my pussy and ass clenching around my fingers as I climaxed hard.

My eyes rolled right up in my head as the waves of pleasure washed over me. As my mouth made an O of pleasure, Aaron leaned in and kissed me, his tongue pushing into my mouth as I desperately kissed him back while the orgasm washed over me.

“Fucking hell,” I gasped when I could finally speak. I pulled my fingers out of myself and grabbed his throbbing cock. “Fuck me,” I begged.

“It’s too hot,” he groaned.

“Fine!” I said, pushing him onto his back. “I’ll fuck you.”

I threw my leg over him, straddling his hips. His cock was rock-solid, pressed up hard against his stomach, all the way to his belly button. I ran my fingers up and down his velvety-soft skin. And then I heard it.

In the next room, I heard the rhythmic sound of my flatmate’s bed start to bang against the wall. Amber and… whoever she’d brought home last night. I heard her signature squeal, like a pig being tortured, through the thin wall. I was even going to miss her weird noises. A smirk spread across my face.

“It’s not too hot for Amber,” I grinned, stroking Aaron’s cock as it twitched in my hand.

“Go on then,” Aaron laughed. “But you’re doing all the work and don’t get in the way of the fan.”

My thighs were already slick with sweat against the heat of his body as I guided his cock between my swollen folds. I nestled his fat head against my opening and slid down onto it with a groan of relief. God, his shaft really stretched me open, rubbing with delicious friction against every perfect spot inside me.

I started to ride him, my tits bouncing and slapping together. Within seconds, I could feel the sweat running down between them and down my back. I moaned with pleasure, subconsciously synchronising my thrusts with the sounds of the banging from next door. My fingers found my clit, rubbing it frantically back and forth as I impaled myself on my boyfriend’s massive cock.

I couldn’t help but think of my friend getting noisily fucked through the wall. And think about how amazing it would be for all of us to be doing it together on one bed. I let the fantasy run, both of us riding our boyfriends, and then leaning over to touch each other… It was a shame Aaron would never be into anything like that.

I pushed the thought away, focusing entirely on the beautiful friction inside me. Aaron’s hands came up, gripping my waist to help steady my frantic rhythm. His palms were hot, pinning me down onto him as I picked up the pace, my skin sliding against his with a wet, sticky suction.

"Fuck, Drew," he panted, sweat running down his temples. His hips began to buck upwards, meeting my desperate downward thrusts. "You're so sexy. Your pussy feels so good."

The combination of the oppressive London heat, the dirty rhythm of Amber’s bed banging against the wall next door, and the sheer size of Aaron filling me to the absolute limit was a sensory overload. Every time I came down, his thick shaft rubbed directly into my G-spot, sending electric shocks straight to my core. My hand on my clit went into overdrive, my fingers blurring as I rubbed myself frantically.

"I'm close, Aaron," I whimpered, my head tossing back. My hair was almost black, shoulder length, and it stuck to my forehead with sweat. My breasts slapped wetly together as I bounced on him. "I'm gonna come again, fuck, I'm gonna…"

"Do it," he growled, his grip on me tightening. "Come for me, baby."

My vision blurred into a haze of black as my second orgasm hit me like a freight train. My internal walls locked down around his massive shaft in a series of violent, crushing spasms. I screamed out loud, completely abandoning any attempt to be quiet, my voice blending with Amber's orgasmic squeals through the plasterboard.

I collapsed forward onto his chest, my heavy, pierced breasts pressing against his sweat-covered, muscular chest, my whole body trembling as the climax ripped through me. Aaron let out a low roar, a sound he never usually made. His hips bucked up one last time, burying himself so deeply inside me that it took my breath away.

I felt the exact moment his cock throbbed, and a huge load of cum flooded my insides. He pulsed inside me five, six, seven times, his chest heaving under mine as he gave me every single drop. We stayed like that for a long minute, completely tangled together, panting like marathon runners in the suffocating air of the room. The only sound was our heavy breathing and the weak whirring of the second-hand desk fan, which was completely useless against the sheer amount of body heat we'd just generated.

Slowly, Aaron’s grip relaxed, and his hands gently stroked up and down my sweat-slicked back. He pressed a soft, sweet kiss to my wet shoulder.

"Fucking hell," he groaned as I rolled off him and dived for the box of tissues. I was too slow, and his thick cum ran down my inner thigh.

It was too hot to actually cuddle, but we lay side by side with a small gap, and I held his hand.

“I love fucking you,” I murmured, looking into his eyes.

He gave me a wry smile. “Even though I’m so vanilla?”

“Hey, it’s not that bad,” I said, squeezing his hand. “But a girl can hope that we get more adventurous over time.”

“Actually, I saw something I wanted to show you,” he said, reaching behind him to grab his phone off the bedside table. He swiped a few times and then handed it to me.

“Sex Education Camp,” I read, with a frown. “I think we’re past the safe-sex talks. You’ve already filled me full of cum, and I’m on the pill, so…”

“No, it’s not like that,” he said. “Read more.”

I scrolled with one finger. “Lessons in technique… Introduction to kink… Practical workshops… whoa, Aaron. This is… you’d really go there with me?”

“Yep. I know how important that stuff is to you. It’s next weekend, so we’ll get to spend an extra few days together before the summer. I’m willing to give it a go. To learn how to please you.”

“You do please me,” I said, ignoring the heat for a moment and throwing my arms around his neck. I gave him a long, slow kiss with loads of tongue. “You’re the best. The absolute fucking best, Aaron.”


Chapter Two




The Sex Education Camp was a couple of hours by train out of London. Aaron and I found a space with a table opposite two other empty seats. The train was fairly quiet, and as I stared out the window, enjoying the view of the countryside, the air-conditioned carriage was a welcome relief after the stuffy heat of the city.

“Hey, mind if we sit here?”

I looked up to see a stunningly cute girl. She was short with white-blonde hair that was tied up in two space buns. She had even more piercings than I had; at least eight in one ear, and a ring through her nose. She was wearing tiny denim shorts and a little string bikini top that barely covered her nipples. Her breasts were full and heavy, swaying dangerously in their flimsy fabric hammocks. With so much skin on show, I could see she was covered in intricate, colourful tattoos, including a breathtaking piece across her chest. She looked exactly like the sort of girl I would be friends with.

“Not at all,” I replied. The carriage was pretty empty, though, so I wondered why they were joining us. Her friend, or boyfriend, lifted their bags up onto the overhead shelf and slid in after her. He was as big as Aaron, with wavy blonde hair, broad shoulders that stretched his linen shirt, and a striking Nordic look.

“I’m Maeve, and this is Soren,” she said. “Let me guess… you’re going to a certain educational camp?”

I opened my mouth in shock, my face instantly flushing. “Oh, my God. How did you know that?”

She laughed, her eyes crinkling at the corners like she laughed a lot. “Just a guess. Maybe the look of terror mixed with horniness.”

That made me giggle, too. “Is it that obvious? I assume you’re going there, too, then?”

“Yep. Can’t. Fucking. Wait. Soren and I haven’t stopped shagging since we booked it. The anticipation is practically driving us feral. What are your names?”

“I’m Drew,” I replied, shaking her hand.

“Aaron,” said Aaron, reaching over to shake her hand. I could see he was trying not to stare at her barely-covered tits. Then Soren grabbed him by the shoulder and pumped his hand, too.

“So, Drew, Aaron,” Maeve said, leaning in even closer. God, she even smelled good; a scent like vanilla. “What brings you guys to the camp?”

Aaron shifted uncomfortably next to me, wondering what I was going to say. I tried to put it delicately. “I’ve got a bit of a kinky streak, but Aaron here is… well, he’s a bit more traditional. We’re hoping to find a middle ground.”

“Traditional,” Maeve repeated, her eyes darting down as if she was checking out Aaron’s bulge. “Nothing wrong with the classic positions. We can be pretty traditional.”

“As long as someone’s watching,” smirked Soren.

“Oh, yeah,” Maeve grinned, completely unbothered by a couple of older passengers walking past our table. “Soren and I are massive exhibitionists. We like to stream online. We love being watched. The thought of an audience makes me instantly dripping wet.”

I swallowed hard, a sudden spike of arousal hitting me right between my thighs. I looked across at Soren, who was looking at me with a lazy stare that made my nipples harden instantly against my bra.

“You… you film yourselves?” Aaron asked, his eyes wide with a mix of shock and reluctant fascination.

“All the time,” Maeve said cheerfully. “Especially in public. In parks, in cars, in club toilets.”

My pussy was throbbing as my mind was filled with images of this hot couple fucking in all those places. And me watching. I crossed my legs and squeezed my thighs together.

“Wow,” I whispered.

“What about you two? Ever thought about letting someone watch?” She directed the question straight at Aaron, locking her bright eyes onto his. Aaron looked like he wanted the train floor to swallow him whole, his hand subconsciously tightening on his own knee.

“I, uh… no, not really,” Aaron stammered, clearing his throat. “I’m a bit private about that sort of thing.”

“Oh, we’ll see about that,” Maeve purred, shooting me a conspiratorial wink. “Maybe the camp will change your mind.” She pressed herself up against her boyfriend and put a hand on his thigh. “God, I’m so horny,” she sighed.

Soren put his hand down over hers. “Any of you guys ever had sex in a train toilet?”

“No,” scoffed Aaron.

Maeve’s face lit up, a wicked, triumphant grin spreading across her lips. “No, but ask me again in fifteen minutes.” She slid out from the booth, her full breasts swaying wildly beneath that tiny string top. She didn’t even look back at us as she grabbed Soren’s hand, pulling his massive, muscular frame out of the seat after her. “Can you keep an eye on our stuff?” she called back over her shoulder.

At the end of the carriage, Maeve hammered on the toilet door button until the electric door opened. Then she and Soren disappeared inside.

I sat there, my heart hammering against my ribs, my pussy completely throbbing and leaking thick wetness at the sheer, casual audacity of what they were doing. I turned my head slowly to look at my boyfriend.

“Aaron,” I whispered. “Are they actually… going to do it?”

He blinked, tearing his gaze away from the toilet door and looking at me. “I think so.”

I glanced down at his shorts. I could see his cock was hard, straining at the fabric, a massive, swollen bulge.

“Is this turning you on as much as it is me?” I said quietly.

He swallowed and nodded. I placed my hand on his thigh and then moved it so it brushed against his rock-hard bulge in his pants. He let out a little whimper and then tried to cover it up with a cough, his shoulders tensing as he looked around the quiet carriage to see if anyone had noticed.

“Do you think he’s got her up against the sink?” I teased softly, my fingers boldly finding the sensitive underside of his cock, giving it a slow, deliberate squeeze. “She’s so small compared to him. He’s probably got her legs wrapped right around his waist.”

His hand came down over mine, but instead of pushing me away, his fingers pressed my palm down harder against his erection. “Fucking hell, Drew. You’re so bad.”

“You love it,” I purred. “And I think we’ve discovered you do have kinks, after all.” His cock throbbed violently beneath my hand. I leaned up and kissed him on the lips. It quickly turned passionate, our tongues fighting against each other. I could feel his heavy breath on my lips. “Touch me,” I whispered.

Aaron broke away, looking around the train carriage. There was no one close by, no one watching us. I was wearing a thigh-length sun dress, just short enough to be a little bit slutty, my shoulders bare to show off my tattoos. His hand went to my leg, sliding slightly under the hem. I was breathing heavily now, so turned on that I could hardly think.

He looked around again. “I don’t think we should be doing this,” he said.

“Fucking touch me,” I urged, squeezing his cock again.

His fingers moved higher between my legs, brushing my inner thighs. I parted my legs slightly. I was wearing simple, white cotton knickers, and I could feel that I had leaked arousal into them. We kissed again, and his middle finger touched my mound, right in the middle. The sensation was like a bolt of lightning through my whole body, my thigh clenched, and I gasped audibly into his mouth.

Aaron looked around again, but there was still no one near. “Drew, your pants are soaked through,” he said, sounding slightly in awe.

“I know,” I whispered. “Fuck, I can’t stop imagining them fucking in there. Do you think he’s got her bent over, taking her from behind?”

Aaron’s cock twitched against my palm again. He started to grind his middle two fingers against the hard nub of my clit through the thin cotton knickers.

“You’d watch them?” Aaron whispered.

I let out another breathy moan. “Fuck, yeah. And… what if they watched us, too?”

“God…” Aaron groaned. “That… that would be hot. I guess.”

I kissed him again. “You’re just as filthy a pervert as me,” I whispered against his mouth. “You just don’t know it yet.”

Another wave of pleasure flooded my body as Aaron applied even more pressure, flicking my clit back and forth without even moving the rest of his hand.

“You like that?” he grinned.

“Fuck… I’m so close to coming,” I said. “Make me come.”

“Shit. Here? Really?” he said, having another look up and down the empty carriage.

I grabbed his hand by the wrist, ramming it firmer against my pussy. “Make me come,” I ordered again. His fingers moved faster. I was already past the point of no return. My hips lifted off the seat as my body went rigid. My fingers clenched around his cock. He drove his fingers relentlessly against my soaking clit, making me ride the orgasm all the way through, bucking and squirming on the train seat.

“Aaron… oh, fuck!” I gasped as I finally recovered enough to even breathe. My knickers were absolutely soaked now, and I could feel the thick, sticky arousal pooling in them. Just as my vision started to clear from the sheer intensity of it, I heard the loud whoosh of the pneumatic toilet door sliding open.

The sudden noise jerked me right out of my post-orgasm haze. Aaron froze instantly, his fingers still pinned firmly against my throbbing, hypersensitive pussy under the table. Maeve and Soren strolled out of the bathroom, looking a little dishevelled but completely glowing. Maeve’s white-blonde space-buns were messy, a few damp strands sticking to her flushed cheeks, and her tiny string bikini top was slightly askew. Soren was casually buttoning up his linen shirt, a cocky, satisfied smirk plastered across his handsome Nordic face.

They started walking back down the aisle toward our booth.

“Quick,” I breathed, my heart hammering against my ribs in panic as I pushed Aaron’s hand away from my crotch. Aaron managed to yank his hand back just in time, stuffing it into his lap to hide his erection just as Maeve and Soren slid back into the seats opposite us.

Maeve leaned her elbows on the table, resting her chin in her hands. Her bright eyes scanned my face. “Huh,” Maeve said. “You look a bit flushed, Drew. Did it suddenly get very hot in here while we were gone?”

I swallowed hard. “Just… just thinking about the camp, I guess.”

“Well,” she said, looking around conspiratorially and then slapping her phone down on the table. “You want to see?”

My eyes went wide. “Wait. You filmed it?”

Maeve shrugged as if it were no big deal. “Yeah, some of it. So, you want to watch us?”

“No,” said Aaron, and the exact moment I said, “Yes.”

We looked at each other, both turning red again. Aaron cleared his throat. “I mean, we don’t want to intrude on your personal life.”

Maeve flipped open her phone case, put in the code, and then slid the phone across the table. On the screen was a video from inside the train toilet. It was far from a slick porno; shaky, dark, and blurred. It was filmed from Soren’s perspective, and I could just about make out Maeve’s round ass cheeks and asshole. Below, her shorts and knickers were around her thighs, and Soren’s thick cock pumped in and out of her.

But despite the low quality, it had an instant effect on me. Just knowing that it was this sexy couple opposite, fucking only moments ago in a public toilet, had me soaking wet and clenching my thighs all over again.

“Wow, you guys really do like being watched,” said Aaron.

Just then, the train lurched as it started to slow.

Maeve glanced up at the overhead display. “Ooh, this is our stop. Come on!”


Chapter Three




The station was small, with just one platform and some planters filled with flowers. The four of us were the only ones to get off the train. It was still hot, without a cloud in the sky, but there was a fresher breeze, and it was less stuffy than in the city.

There was only one vehicle in the car park, a grey minivan. “That must be our ride,” said Maeve.

We shouldered our bags and headed across the burning tarmac. As we approached, the driver opened the door and climbed out. He was tall and sexy, in his mid-twenties. His dark brown hair was effortlessly messy, and I was instantly attracted to him. His arm muscles strained at the white T-shirt with "Sex Education Camp" written in yellow letters across the front, and his athletic thighs bulged out of the bottom of some tight, yellow shorts.

“Hey, guys,” he called out with a slight American accent. “I’m Brad, the camp leader.”

We gave him our names, and he ticked us all off on his clipboard. Then he slid open the side door of the van for us to climb inside. The interior was wonderfully cool and air-conditioned, and there were already two other people waiting inside.

In the front row, a couple of guys lounged with the confident air of the very wealthy. They both wore smart shorts and short-sleeved shirts with designer labels. Expensive-looking sunglasses perched on their heads. One of them even had a salmon-coloured sweater draped over his shoulders. They couldn’t have looked more like Cambridge students if they’d tried.

“What-ho,” said the one with the salmon sweater. “More new chums!”

The other one thrust out his hand to shake mine as I took a seat in the row behind. “Tobias Edrington-Blair,” he said, introducing himself. “My father is the Earl of Cranborne.”

“Er… lovely,” I said. “I’m Drew, this is my boyfriend, Aaron.”

“Maeve,” said Maeve, sitting next to me. “No idea who my father is.”

The other boy’s name was Julian. If he had a famous parent, he didn’t say. Once everyone was aboard and introduced, Brad slammed the sliding door, climbed into the driver’s seat, and started the engine.

“It’s about twenty minutes to the camp,” he called from the front. Soon, we were hurtling down narrow country lanes lined with trees. The six of us got on brilliantly, and we were soon laughing like old friends. Even Julian and Tobias were a lot of fun, and I surprised myself by warming to them.

“So, Toby, Julian,” Maeve said with a giggle. “What are a couple of posh boys like you doing at a sex education camp? Ran out of debutantes to deflower?”

Julian let out a loud, aristocratic bray of a laugh, tossing his head back. “Good God, no! Frankly, we’re here to find some loose totty. Heard the camp attracts the most wonderfully uninhibited girlies, you see. Might even learn a few things, too!”

“Absolutely essential summer business,” Toby chipped in, adjusting his sunglasses. “Cambridge was a total triumph, of course, absolutely swimming in pussy during May Week, and we’ve just spent a rather exhausting fortnight on Daddy’s yacht in Monaco. Total debauchery, honestly. Masses of gorgeous European women wearing next to nothing. But Julian and I heard about this place and just had to see it for ourselves.”

“Mmm, sounds terrible,” Maeve giggled, tracing one of the colourful tattoos on her arm. “Can’t say I’ve ever been on a yacht. Soren and I usually bang in the back of his transit van on holiday in Bognor Regis.”

“Bognor! How delightfully rustic,” Tobias chuckled. His eyes swept over Maeve and my ink-covered skin as if he’d never seen a tattoo before, and then locked onto Aaron’s massive, athletic frame. “Good lord, man, you’re an absolute unit. Rugby? Rowing? You look like you could hoist a sail single-handed.”

“Football, actually,” Aaron grinned.

“Association football? Splendid. Heard it’s very popular these days. Brad, old chap, step on the gas! The totty awaits!”

After a while, the minivan turned up a dirt track, and we arrived at the camp. It was just like something from an American teen movie; rows of scruffy wooden cabins arranged in a rough circle, nestled amongst towering pine trees. The cabins, although shabby, were rustic and homely, and it looked like they at least had electricity. Other campers had already arrived, and there were a few people wandering about or sitting in small groups. I spotted a volleyball court and space for a campfire. Strings of fairy lights hung between the trees.

Brad killed the engine and slid open the door for us. “Welcome to Sex Education Camp. Reception is right over here.” He gestured to a wooden building with a handwritten sign.

Inside, we found another of the camp leaders adjusting the display of sexual health flyers. She was a sexy Black woman wearing an identical uniform to Brad. Her T-shirt was stretched so tight across her massive chest that you could barely read the writing over the twin mounds of her breasts. She was even taller than Brad, with legs that seemed to go on forever and a physique that looked like she would give Aaron a good competition in a wrestling match.

“I’m the camp leader, Yasmin,” she said, flashing us a smile. She had huge fake eyelashes that fluttered like dark wings every time she blinked. “Let’s get you guys checked in.”

Tobias and Julian didn’t even wait for her to pick up her pen. They practically glided over to her with identical, rakish grins.

“Good God, Yasmin,” Toby purred, dramatically lifting his sunglasses to take her in. “Where have you been all my life? Never mind this rustic cabin, you are an absolute princess, you should be in a five-star hotel.”

“Or a palace,” said Julian, leaning his hip against the counter and looking up at her stunned face. “A private villa on the Amalfi coast, at the very least. With a legion of servants to fan you with palm fronds.”

Yasmin blinked her massive eyelashes, her expression tightening into a stern, professional mask. “Alright, boys, cut the charm. I need your surnames and your health declaration forms, please. We run a tight ship here, and I don't tolerate any troublemakers.”

“Oh, you won’t get any trouble from us, I assure you,” Julian said, his posh accent dripping with theatrical sincerity as his eyes unashamedly tracked the incredible swell of her chest. “But frankly, darling, you are an absolute vision. Those legs are practically a public health hazard. We’ve just spent two weeks on a superyacht in Monaco, and I swear not a single woman on the French Riviera holds a candle to you.”

“None of them,” Tobias agreed, leaning closer. “If this is the welcoming committee, I might just refuse to leave the reception building for the entire week.”

Yasmin tried her best to look strict. She bit the inside of her cheek, tapping her pen against the clipboard, but her fierce look was already melting under the onslaught of pure flattery.

“Hmm,” she said, her chest heaving. Then she seemed to make a decision. She handed the clipboard to Brad. “Brad, you deal with the others. I’ll show these reprobates to their cabin. I can tell already they’re going to be a handful in the workshops.”

“We are exceptionally hands-on students, Miss Yasmin,” Julian grinned wickedly, taking her by the arm and letting her lead him out the door. Toby followed, giving Yasmin a firm slap on her large ass. Instead of punching him as I expected, she giggled and flashed her eyelashes at him. They disappeared outside, trailing their expensive-looking suitcases behind them.

Maeve nudged me in the ribs. “Blimey,” she said. “Get a load of that posh-boy charm.”

“They might have bitten off more than they can chew with Yasmin,” laughed Brad. “Right. Let’s see. You’ve all had your blood tests. Girls, you’re both on the oral contraceptive. Aaron and Drew, you’re in cabin six. Maeve and Soren are next door in five. I guess we’re ready to go.” He took down a couple of sets of keys from hooks on the wall. “Follow me.”

We followed him outside and down a winding path. We passed a cabin with the door swinging open. The two expensive suitcases owned by our new Cambridge friends were abandoned haphazardly on the porch. From inside, we could hear giggling, followed by a sudden loud and incredibly breathless moan of pleasure.

Brad smirked as we passed, completely unfazed, and I looked wide-eyed at Aaron. All this coupling-up (or in this case, throupling-up) was making me so horny I didn’t know what to do with myself. I was starting to get desperate to check into our cabin and get Aaron alone.

When we reached cabins five and six, Brad chucked us the keys. “Make yourselves at home,” he said, winking before heading back up the trail.

Maeve gave me a cheeky look. “It’s going to be fun being neighbours. Hope you two aren’t too noisy at night.” Then she disappeared inside with Soren.

Our cabin was rustic but kind of cosy, with exposed oak beams and big windows that had been left wide open to try to cool the space. There was a nice breeze running through the room, much more bearable than my stuffy room back in London. There was a small toilet off to one side, a cupboard that doubled as a walk-in wardrobe, and two twin beds.

“We can push them together,” said Aaron, nodding at the beds and throwing his bag on the floor.

“I love it,” I replied. “No shower though.”

“I think I saw a communal shower block back by reception.”

I went and sat on the bed that was under one of the windows. It looked out the side of the cabin, directly at the one next door, which was only a metre away. That cabin had a matching window, and I could see right inside.

My breath caught in my throat, a sudden, electric shock of pure arousal between my thighs. I froze, completely transfixed by the scene unfolding barely an arm's length away. Maeve was already completely naked. The afternoon sun streamed through her open window, illuminating her pale, ink-covered skin. Her white-blonde space-buns were slightly undone, a few stray hairs clinging to her neck as she kneeled between Soren's muscular thighs. He was lying flat on his back on their pushed-together beds, his hands tucked casually behind his head, looking up at the ceiling as she sucked his cock.

She was sucking him good and proper. Her glossy lips were stretched wide, completely wrapped around the thick, rock-hard shaft. I could see the length of it sliding in and out of her mouth, stretching her cheeks as she took him deep, her head bobbing up and down. Her full, heavy breasts hung down, bouncing and swaying with every frantic bob of her head, her rosy nipples brushing against his hairy thighs. A wet, sloppy, slurping sound drifted across the tiny gap between our cabins through the open window.

“Drew? What are you looking at?” Aaron asked, behind me.

I didn’t move an inch. I couldn't. My eyes were wide, glued to the sight of Maeve’s tongue swirling around the fat head of Soren's cock as she pulled all the way back, leaving the glistening shaft completely exposed to the sunlight before burying her face right back down into his groin.

“Aaron,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “You need to see this.”

He crawled onto the mattress and knelt directly behind me, his chest pressing flush against my back as he leaned over my shoulder to look out the window. I heard his breath catch.

Maeve’s eyes suddenly flicked directly toward our window.

My stomach lurched, wondering if she would scream at us for watching, for being perverts. Instead, a wicked grin broke around Soren's cock. Maintaining unblinking eye contact with the two of us, she slowly pulled her mouth free, leaving a thick trail of spit back to his erection. Maeve swung one tattooed leg over Soren’s waist, straddling his hips. She reached down, her small hand gripping his fat shaft to guide the head between her thighs. I could see that she sported a luxuriously thick, dark bush, completely contrasting with her almost-white hair.

Only one of her nipples was pierced, but I gasped when I caught a glint of metal at the top of her pink, wet slit. I’d always considered getting my clitoral hood done myself. She had way more tattoos than me, too, including a dragon swirling across her belly.

Then she slid down all at once, taking his full length deep inside her. Maeve threw her head back and let out an uninhibited moan of pleasure, her full breasts bouncing violently as she began to ride him. As she fucked him, she lifted her arms up, wrapping them around her head as if she was consumed with ecstasy.

The raw exhibitionism of it was an absolute sensory overload. I was trembling, my chest heaving, my knickers completely soaked with arousal. Aaron’s heavy arms wrapped tightly around my waist, his large hands gripping my hips as I began to squirm and writhe helplessly against his lap. I could feel his rock-hard cock pressed against my back.

I couldn’t take it anymore. The filthy show from next door was driving me completely insane. Unable to resist the agonising ache between my thighs, I moved my hand under the hem of my sundress, bunching the fabric up to my waist, and slid my hand directly into my soaked knickers.

“Oh, God, Aaron,” I whimpered as my fingers found my swollen, throbbing clit. “This is so fucking hot.”

Aaron’s usually shy resolve was quickly broken down, too. His hands abandoned my waist and hooked into the thin straps of my sundress, dragging them down over my shoulders and taking my bra with them, completely exposing my heavy, soft tits to the warm afternoon air. He reached around, his thumbs and forefingers capturing my puckered nipples, the metal piercing bars sending waves of pleasure through me before he began to roll and pinch them with a sudden roughness.

“Fuck, Drew,” Aaron growled in my ear, his erection pressed firmly against my lower back. “I can’t believe they’re letting us watch this.” He was pinching my nipples in perfect synchronisation with Maeve’s bouncing next door. My fingers were buried deep in my cunt, stroking my G-spot and feeling how wet I was. Then I pulled them out to frantically rub my clit back and forth.

Next door, Maeve’s furious rhythm reached breaking point. Her tattooed back arched violently, her fingers digging deep into Soren’s muscular chest, her whole body stiffening as she came hard right in front of our window.

But they weren't done yet. Before Maeve could even catch her breath, Soren gripped her by the hips and effortlessly flipped her over onto her back, pinning her legs up high against his chest. He drove his thick, glistening cock straight back into her drenched pussy. Seconds later, Maeve was already moaning again, her head thrashing on the pillows.

My pussy was aching desperately, throbbing with need for the exact same treatment. I knelt up on the mattress as I frantically wriggled my hips, sliding my soaked cotton knickers down my thighs until they were stretched between my knees.

“Aaron, please,” I begged, turning my head to look back at him. “Fuck me. Put it in me right now, I’m begging you!”

Aaron yanked the front of his shorts down, freeing his massive erection, which was leaking pre-cum and twitching violently. He grabbed my hips, forcing my body down and pushing my ass high into the air. I gripped the windowsill for dear life, my eyes glued on Soren driving into Maeve.

Aaron lined up his cock and slid his huge shaft directly into my soaking wet cunt from behind.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out loud, my voice echoing right across the gap between the cabins. He filled me so completely, stretching my internal walls to the absolute limit as he buried himself all the way to his balls. Then he started to fuck me hard, the friction against my swollen G-spot sending waves of pleasure through me. My tits were still exposed, swinging violently and slapping together with every thrust.

Maeve turned her head, watching us fuck while Soren continued to pound into her. It was filthy and utterly delicious. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was. In no time at all, I was coming hard, my thighs shaking and my vision blurring as the waves washed over me.

In the other cabin, Soren started grunting and groaning like he was about to lose it.

“Oh yeah, baby,” I heard Maeve purr. “Come on my face.”

That made my head spin even more. It was something I’d never done, or even really considered, but now it sounded like the most wonderful, filthy thing imaginable. With Aaron still pounding me from behind, I watched as Soren pulled his cock out and gripped it tightly. He moved up the bed to kneel next to Maeve and then gave a final few pumps of his dick.

A split second later, the first thick line of white cum erupted from his cock, flying through the air and splashing heavily across her left cheek. Maeve didn't flinch; she kept her bright eyes locked open, a look of depraved triumph on her face as she watched us while getting painted. Soren’s cock pulsed again, firing a second, even thicker line of cum right across her forehead.

“Fuck, yes,” I whimpered out loud, my pussy walls clenching as I came for a second time.

More and more cum throbbed out, across her nose, her chin, and splattering over her glossy lips. Maeve opened her mouth slightly, happily catching a stray drop on her tongue with a filthy little wink in our direction.

Seeing another man completely paint his girl’s face right in front of us was too much for Aaron. He went past the point of no return, his fingers digging into my hips as he began to drive into me with a frantic speed. With a final, desperate lunge, he buried his cock as deeply inside me as it could possibly go, pushing me right up against the window as he emptied himself in my pussy.


Chapter Four




By the time the adrenaline had faded and we had unpacked our stuff, I was a disgusting, sweaty mess. The heat from our bodies and Aaron’s cum drying on my thighs was not pleasant.

“We need that shower block,” I breathed. “I could really do with freshening up before dinner.”

“Yeah. Definitely. Let’s grab the towels,” Aaron agreed.

I threw on another summer dress, without even bothering with underwear, draped a towel around my neck, and grabbed my wash bag. We stepped out of the cabin and followed the dirt path back towards reception, looking for the communal block. But when we found it, we both slid to an abrupt halt.

“Oh,” Aaron muttered, his jaw dropping slightly. “Oh, wow.”

The showers were completely open-air. A long, rustic wooden roof supported by thick timber pillars offered protection from the sun, but there were absolutely no walls, no curtains, and no cubicles. A single, long wooden wall ran down the middle, with a dozen showerheads mounted on either side, spraying water onto a slatted wooden deck.

And it was busy.

Directly in front of us, three or four campers were casually washing themselves, completely and utterly naked. A chubby brunette with water cascading over her shoulders was thoroughly soaping her enormous breasts, chatting happily to a tall, skinny guy next to her who was tilting his head back into the spray, his long cock swaying casually under the water stream.

A few feet down, another woman was bent over, rinsing shampoo out of her hair, completely unbothered by the people walking past glancing at her ass. Campers were coming and going, towels slung over their shoulders, chatting about the first classes tomorrow as if they weren’t completely naked.

As we stood there staring, there was a laugh behind us, and the two posh boys from the minivan ran past, stark bollock naked. Their cocks flapped as they ran, and Julian flicked his towel at Toby’s ass, making him squeal as it struck with a loud thwack. Seconds later, they were under the water, complaining about how cold it was.

“Shall we go back to the cabin?” said Aaron, hesitantly.

“No way,” I replied. “We’re here to get out of our comfort zone, right? Let’s do this!” With a rush of bravery, I lifted my sundress over my head so that I was completely naked. Then I bent down to take off my trainers. “Come on,” I urged.

Aaron pulled off his shirt, but then hesitated. “I don’t know, Drew,” he said.

I stood on my tiptoes and kissed him on the lips. “You’ve got the biggest dick here, baby,” I said. “Let’s show it off.”

Aaron rolled his eyes. “I doubt that.” But he flicked open the button on his shorts and dropped them to his ankles, along with his pants.

“Yes!” I laughed, spinning around. “Don’t you feel free? God, I love this. Come on, let’s get wet.”

We dived under adjacent showers. I squeezed out some shower gel and lathered it up before rubbing it over my tits. Being naked in front of everyone was making me really horny again. Aaron was standing right next to me, still looking a bit nervous. But as he soaped himself, I could see him starting to relax, his thick cock heavy and flaccid but still looking impressively large against his leg.

“See? I told you it was nice!” I called out over the hiss of the water.

But before he could answer, I heard a loud, familiar laugh.

“Blimey, look who beat us to it!”

I blinked the water out of my eyes to see Maeve and Soren strolling onto the wooden deck, both of them already naked.

“Mind if we join the party?” Maeve grinned, walking straight over to my shower head. Soren gave Aaron a friendly, masculine nod and claimed the empty nozzle on the other side. Maeve helped herself to my bottle of shower gel and immediately began rubbing it into her skin, her hands sliding over her full, slippery tits. She was so close, her wet thigh was pressed against mine. She looked over at me, her bright eyes dancing.

“So,” Maeve purred. “That was quite a show you guys put on at the cabin. I told you it was hot being watched, right?”

My heart did a sudden, violent flutter. I glanced at Aaron, whose cheeks instantly turned red as he focused very intensely on washing his arms.

“Oh, God,” I stammered. “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

Maeve laughed, giving her bush a thorough scrub. “I told you on the train that fucking with an audience was hot. Tell me something, Drew,” she said, her voice getting lower. “Are you bisexual?”

I swallowed hard, looking at her gorgeous, tattooed body and the heavy sway of her breasts just inches from me. “I… well, I’ve always been a little curious. I’ve never actually been with a girl. I guess you could say it’s one of the things on my bucket list.”

A wicked grin spread across Maeve’s wet face. She took another step closer, her breasts actually pressing against mine. “Do you want to try? Can I kiss you?”

My brain completely short-circuited. I instinctively looked over at Aaron, expecting him to be completely panicked or even angry. But Aaron’s cock twitched, and I saw it start to thicken and rise.

“That… That would be really nice to watch, Drew,” he said, his voice hoarse.

Her wet, soapy hands came up, her fingers tangling into my damp hair as she pulled my face to hers. Before I could even draw a breath, her lips crashed into mine. A gasp escaped my throat, and Maeve instantly took advantage, sliding her slick, warm tongue right into my mouth. Kissing a woman was entirely different from kissing Aaron; her lips were unbelievably soft, and tasted of mint. I let out a helpless, breathy moan against her mouth, my hands instinctively rising to clamp around her wet, slippery waist and pull her body even closer to mine.

As we kissed, Maeve deliberately ground her body against mine. Her full, heavy breasts pressed flat against my tits, the friction of our slippery skin and the cold metal of my nipple piercings rubbing against her bare flesh driving me absolutely insane. My pussy, already swollen and sensitive, began to fill with a thick wave of arousal that leaked from my opening.

“Mmm, fuck,” Maeve groaned into the kiss, breaking away for just a fraction of a second to lick a stray droplet of water from my bottom lip before diving back in. I opened my eyes, my vision slightly blurred by the steam, and looked over at my boyfriend. Aaron was standing completely frozen under his stream of water, his large hands clamped tightly onto his own thighs to keep from touching himself. His cock was rock-hard and massive, pointing straight up.

“You like that, Aaron?” Maeve teased, keeping one hand tangled in my hair while her other hand reached down between us, boldly sliding through the water to cup my heavy breast and tease my nipple.

“God, yes,” Aaron groaned. “That’s fucking hot.” I saw Soren was erect, too.

“Now you two,” said Maeve with a naughty grin.

“What?” I said.

“It’s only fair,” she replied. “I want to see our sexy men kissing.”

I thought that there would be no way Aaron would be up for that. But I was wrong. He looked over at Soren, with something in his eyes I hadn’t seen before. Soren stepped right out from under his showerhead and closed the distance between them. He placed his hands on Aaron’s hips and pulled him closer, their erect cocks pressing against each other’s thighs. Aaron let out a heavy breath and then, to my absolute disbelief, he leaned in.

Their lips met with a sudden, raw intensity that made my heart almost burst out of my chest. It wasn't a tentative, experimental kiss; it was a dominant, full-blooded clash of two hunky alpha males trying to see who could kiss the other one the hardest.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped out loud, my knees going weak at the sight and my pussy throbbing. I’d never realised just how much I needed to see my boyfriend kiss another man. Maeve’s hand slipped between my legs, and I groaned with pleasure as her fingers found my clit. I copied her, sliding my hand into her luxurious bush. I’d forgotten about her hood piercing, and when I touched it, I felt another rush of arousal. Every time I pushed the metal down onto her clit, she squirmed delightfully in my arms, letting out sexy little gasps and moans.

“What’s it like?” I whispered, playing with it between my fingers.

“Fucking amazing,” she giggled. “But put your fingers in me.”

I kissed her again and pushed two fingers into her tight cunt. Feeling another woman’s pussy was a revelation, maybe it was only the angle, but it seemed so different from my own. I’d almost forgotten we were in a public shower. When I looked up again, Aaron and Soren were stroking each other’s cocks.

I don’t know how far things would have gone. But suddenly there was a ringing bell.

“Dinner in five minutes,” shouted Yasmin from somewhere behind the wooden screen. “Five minutes!”

The ringing of the bell shattered the spell that had taken over the shower block. Aaron and Soren slowly broke apart, both of them breathing hard, their hands reluctantly sliding away from each other’s rock-hard erections.

“Fuck,” Aaron muttered, rubbing a hand over his face, looking completely shell-shocked.

“Saved by the bell,” Maeve laughed breathlessly, stepping back from me and winking as my fingers slid out of her soaking wet, tight cunt.

We quickly grabbed our towels, wrapping them around ourselves as we hurried down the dirt path back to our cabins. The moment Aaron slammed the cabin door shut behind us, I dropped my towel.

“Aaron…” I breathed, my eyes wide. “What the hell just happened out there?”

He laughed, sitting down on the bed. “I don't know, Drew. Honestly? If you told me this morning that I’d be standing naked in an open-air shower, stroking another bloke's dick while he kissed me, I would have told you you were insane.” He looked up at me. “But fuck… that was hot. Watching you with Maeve, feeling Soren touch me… It was the most intensely turned-on I’ve ever been in my life.”

A thrill of pure excitement shot straight through me. This was what I had been hoping for. Not this exact situation, but Aaron opening up sexually. I sat next to him, wrapping my arms around his damp waist, pressing my bare breasts against his arm.

“Seeing you with someone else was a huge turn-on,” I said. “It’s something I’ve fantasised about before. But I wasn’t sure it would ever happen.”

“God, classes don’t even start until tomorrow. What do you think’s going to happen?”

“I don’t know, but I’m really excited to find out.” I gave him a squeeze. “Now come on, we need to get dressed before Yasmin comes looking for us.”


Chapter Five




Dinner was cooked by some of the campers on a rota basis, and we ate at long wooden picnic tables pushed together under strings of twinkling fairy lights. Tonight’s crew had made halloumi burgers with an amazing salad, and the air was filled with the smell of wood smoke. It was a vibrant affair, and we quickly made friends with the people around us.

Aaron and I were on a bench right opposite Toby and Julian, who had already successfully managed to persuade Yasmin to sit between them. Toby had changed into an expensive-looking white linen shirt, though it was unbuttoned nearly to his stomach, exposing his smooth, tanned chest.

“Honestly, this rustic foraging is rather spectacular. Julian and I were just saying, the vibe here is infinitely superior to the yacht club in Monaco, where we were eating this time last week. Much sexier company…” He gave Yasmin’s ass a squeeze.

“You boys are going to talk yourselves straight into detention tomorrow morning,” Yasmin teased, though she was practically glowing, entirely content to let the two posh studs worship her.

Maeve and Soren were nearby, too. Maeve kept sending me flirty glances down the table that made me struggle to concentrate. I was already aching between my legs at the prospect of things escalating with them later. And to think that Aaron was on board with some potential group sex made me feel warm inside.

Next to Julian was a woman who seemed a bit older than most of the campers; maybe in her early thirties. She was pretty, with masses of blonde hair and a curvy body. She introduced herself as Roxy.

“I’m in the lifestyle,” Roxy explained, casually leaning back and wrapping her manicured fingers around her wine glass. “I like to swing solo, and when I heard about this camp, I figured it was the perfect place to let loose without any strings attached. I love couples, I love groups... basically, I'm just looking for some high-quality action.”

Aaron’s eyes widened slightly, and he seemed surprised. I had a sudden rush of excitement that I could hook him up with Roxy. The thought of my boyfriend with a sexy, older woman was yet another fantasy I didn’t realise that I had, but I suddenly wanted to explore.

Sitting on my other side was a guy who looked completely out of his depth. He was thin, with glasses. He spent the first ten minutes of dinner staring intently at the water jug, not speaking to anyone, and practically trying to blend into the wooden bench.

Sensing his anxiety, I turned to face him, offering a warm smile. “Hey there. I’m Drew. What’s your name?”

He blinked, looking up as if surprised anyone had noticed him. “Oh, uh, hey. I’m Damien.”

“Nice to meet you, Damien. Are you here with anyone, or did you brave this place solo like Roxy?”

Damien was already turning red. “Solo,” he mumbled, his voice so quiet I had to lean in to hear him over the chatter of the other campers. “Well, sort of. Actually, my girlfriend sent me.”

I raised my eyebrows, instantly intrigued. “Your girlfriend sent you here alone? That’s a twist.”

He let out a nervous, self-deprecating laugh. “Yeah. She told me our sex life was not great. She basically booked the ticket for me and said I needed to come here to learn some new skills and get better at sex.” He swallowed hard. “She even told me I have a total hall pass for the whole weekend. She wants me to practice on other people so I can bring the experience home.”

“Wow,” I said, genuinely impressed by his girlfriend's unconventional approach. “That’s pretty cool.”

Damien gave a weak, helpless shrug, looking down at his plate. “In theory, yeah. But honestly? I think I’m way too shy to actually use it. Just sitting at this table with everyone talking so openly makes my heart race. I can’t imagine actually getting naked or trying anything with someone I don't know.”

I patted him on the shoulder. “Well, you never know. Maybe you’ll meet someone you feel comfortable with.”

On his other side was a tall, Black guy. He leaned over, joining our conversation. “Don’t worry, buddy,” he said confidently. “I’ll be your wingman. I know exactly what I’m doing. I’m Kamal by the way.”

The two guys, who couldn’t be more different, shook hands and immediately struck up a conversation. They got on so well, I didn’t even see them speak to anyone else for the rest of the meal.

By the time we had helped clear everything away, it was fully dark. Brad had built up a campfire in the centre of the clearing, and it was roaring away. We all sat around drinking and toasting marshmallows on the end of massively long bamboo skewers. Maeve and Soren joined us on a blanket, like it was the most natural thing in the world. We all sat close together as we laughed and chatted.

Now that it was cooler, Maeve had thrown on an oversized flannel shirt on top of her tiny bikini, but it kept slipping off her shoulder and exposing her impressive cleavage. Yasmin would occasionally try to organise people to do things, but she kept being dragged back between Toby and Julian. Soon, the three of them were kissing constantly, illuminated by the flickering light from the fire.

As the evening wore on, couples began to slip away into the shadows of the forest or back to their cabins. Most of them hadn’t been couples when they arrived. Maeve watched another pair of campers giggle and vanish into the treeline. “Gosh, it’s getting a bit hot here in front of the fire. Why don’t the four of us go for a walk and find somewhere a bit quieter to… talk.”

Soren’s fingers had been tracing the tattoo on Maeve’s leg, and now they strayed a little higher, under the hem of her shorts. “I think that’s a great idea,” he said.

My pussy started throbbing under my sundress again. Was this it? Was this the moment I finally had sex with more than one person at a time? I looked at Aaron. I expected him to hesitate, to suggest maybe we just go back to our own bed. Or say that things were moving too quickly. But he didn’t.

“A walk sounds perfect,” Aaron said, and I caught him glancing at Maeve’s cleavage.

“Brilliant,” Maeve cheered, bouncing to her feet, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly under her open shirt. She reached down, offering me a small, tattooed hand to pull me up. “Let’s see what we can find in the dark.”

It didn’t take long before we stumbled on a little outdoor clearing strung with hammocks and lights. The centrepiece was a big wooden hammock about the size of a double bed, with wooden staves at each end to keep it open.

“Oh, this is absolutely perfect,” Maeve cooed, her eyes lighting up in the dim, romantic glow of the string lights. She kicked off her sandals and climbed onto the massive woven structure, the thick ropes creaking softly under her weight and swinging slightly between the trees. She patted the space right next to her. “Come on, don’t just stand there staring. It’s plenty big enough for all of us to get cosy.”

I climbed in first, the fabric making a V and forcing me right up against Maeve. Aaron went to climb in next to me, but Maeve shook her head. “Don’t be shy,” she purred. “Come and lie next to me.”

Aaron looked at me, so I gave him permission with a shrug. Maeve was already kissing me as the boys climbed aboard. Her thigh found its way between my legs, and I whimpered as my dress rode up and she pressed it against my soaked knickers. My thigh copied hers, and soon we were grinding against each other, dry humping in the hammock. The men were behind us, Soren’s arm over my body, and I could feel the hardness of his cock against my back.

Aaron was behind Maeve, his hand on her hip. She wrapped her tiny hand around his wrist and moved his hand to her breast. He grinned and slipped it inside her shirt, brushing the bikini top out of the way and squeezing her full breast. Seeing my boyfriend grope someone else sent another surge of arousal through me.

Maeve broke away from my lips and turned, her mouth finding Aaron’s over her shoulder. Watching them make out was driving me crazy, but I wanted my own action, too. I turned to Soren. His kiss was commanding, rougher than how Aaron kissed me. It felt so natural, all of us free to kiss and touch each other. Soren’s hand slid down my side and over my hip. My dress was already around my waist, and his fingers slipped easily into my pants. As soon as he brushed my clit, I squirmed and moaned with ecstasy, the waves of pleasure surging through my body.

Through the haze of bliss, I saw that Maeve had Aaron’s big dick in her hand, slowly wanking it up and down. Her small fingers didn’t even stretch all the way around it. She turned away from his lips and slipped my dress off my shoulder, making one of my breasts pop out. Her mouth wrapped around it, and when she sucked hard on my puckered nipple, I almost lost my mind.

Clothes were coming off now. I tried to tug down Soren’s shorts, and he got the hint, removing them with his underwear. His cock, although not as big as Aaron’s, was still a decent size, and it was wonderfully straight and smooth. I rubbed my palm all over it, exploring his shape and cupping his balls.

Aaron had unbuttoned Maeve’s shirt, and she shrugged it off. Her tits were hanging out the side of her bikini top. I played with her nipples, feeling how they were harder and plumper than mine. Soren paused his touching between my legs for a moment to strip me naked, pulling my dress over my head, and then tugging down my panties.

In minutes, we were all completely naked, wrapped around each other, feeling the heat of each other’s bodies. Soren’s hand moved back between my legs, his fingers working me faster, and I knew it wouldn’t be long until I came. I was so crazily turned on, I could feel my arousal leaking out of me.

Maeve was facing me, her tits squashed against mine. She lifted up one leg and reached down between her thighs, guiding Aaron’s enormous cock to her pussy from behind. She was so wet, her thick pubic hair was soaked and matted. The head of his cock nestled between her folds, and she spread her labia open for him. Fuck… this was really happening.

With a thrust of his hips, Aaron pushed his cock inside her. Maeve let out a moan so loud that it echoed around the trees as Aaron buried himself to his balls. Her back arched violently, her fingers digging into the soft skin of my breasts.

“Oh, God, Aaron,” Maeve whimpered, her space-buns shaking as she threw her head back. “You are so fucking huge.”

Watching my boyfriend stretch another woman open right in front of me was an absolute sensory overload. My heart hammered against my ribs, and I went right over the edge, coming hard on Soren’s fingers. When I finally came down from the orgasm, he pulled his fingers out; they were coated with thick, sticky white arousal. He pushed them roughly into Maeve’s mouth, and the sight of her sucking it off them almost made me come again.

I had a physical need for Soren’s cock now. I rolled on top of him, his dick finding my gaping pussy with no help from either of us. I slid down its length, my moans mixing with Maeve’s constant outpouring of pleasure. We fucked together, hands everywhere, all of us kissing each other. I kept looking at Aaron’s fat shaft splitting Maeve open, and her tits bouncing. When Maeve came, her eyes rolled up in her head, and she gripped me so hard it hurt. It was a hedonistic, sensory overload, and I fucking loved it.

We fucked for what seemed like ages, but eventually the guys were reaching their limits.

“Maeve… I’m gonna come,” Aaron warned her, clearly unsure if he should come inside her.

“Come on my tits!” she begged. “I want to feel your cum on my skin!”

Aaron pulled out and managed to move up her body, making the giant hammock rock alarmingly. He gripped his rock-hard shaft tightly, and the first thick, creamy jet of cum erupted from his tip, flying through the air and splattering heavily across Maeve’s full breasts, painting a long line of white across her nipples.

“Oh, God, yes!” Maeve squealed, reaching out to take over wanking his shaft, pumping it as load after load followed onto her tits. Some of it sliced across her collarbone and splattered beautifully over her tattooed chest, blending with her sweat. Maeve immediately reached down, using her fingers to smear the thick, white liquid all over her skin, rubbing it into her nipples with a filthy, breathless moan while looking right at us.

“I’ve got such a cum fetish,” she breathed. “I just love having it all over me.”

Soren was on top of me, still thrusting deep inside as we watched the other two.

“I want to feel it, too,” I told him, although it wasn’t something I’d regularly done before.

With a few more firm, deep strokes, Soren pulled out and instantly spunked all the way up my stomach. It was a huge load, splattering even as far as my breasts. I could see what Maeve meant; it was a wonderful feeling to see it throb out, his dick twitching with every ejaculation, and to feel the warm wetness on my heated skin.

We all lay there in the tangled mess, our sweat drying in the cool night air. I could hear the sound of crickets, and the distant giggling and murmurs of the other campers gathered around the campfire down the trail. For a long time, nobody moved.

“Well,” Maeve finally whispered. “Sex education camp is fun so far.”

“I wonder what the classes are going to be like,” said Aaron.

Maeve giggled. “I can’t wait. But I think we need to get back to our cabins before we fall asleep here.”


Chapter Six




At breakfast, there was a buzz of excitement and anticipation. We couldn’t wait to get to the first lesson, and everyone arrived early at the largest wooden building in the camp, called The Barn. It had huge floor-to-ceiling windows, exposed beams, and a semi-circle of large bean bags facing the front of the space.

Aaron and I flopped down in one of the bean bags and cuddled up together. Maeve and Soren were in the one next to us. Yasmin walked to the front and turned on an overhead projector. But our excitement soon turned to boredom as she took us through a series of slides about consent and sexual health. The air in the room was warm, and before long, I was almost nodding off against Aaron’s shoulder.

After about an hour, Yasmin flicked off the projector and turned to the class. "Alright, everyone," she said, raising her voice slightly. "Let’s move on to more interesting topics. Who here likes oral sex?”

There was a rustling on the bean bags as everyone’s ears perked up. I sensed a renewed interest in what was happening. Nearly everyone tentatively put up their hands.

“We’re going to start off with a demonstration, and then a workshop,” she said, looking around the room through her long, dark eyelashes. “Usually for this class, Brad and I demonstrate, but… I’m feeling a little tired. I had a rough night’s sleep.” She glanced at Toby and Julian, who smirked and giggled behind their hands. “So do I have a couple of volunteers?”

Before she’d even finished the sentence, Maeve’s hand shot up like an eager child. “Me!” she called out. “Me and Soren will volunteer.”

“Great! Why don’t you come up to the front?”

Maeve bounced up and dragged Soren behind her. She was wearing another little bikini top today, the same denim shorts, and white trainers.

“Okay,” continued Yasmin. “Maeve, you can kneel on this cushion and start to give Soren oral sex. I’ll take us through some techniques.”

Soren leaned back against the table, casually looking around the room as Maeve knelt in front of him. She hooked her fingers in his shorts and tugged them down. He was wearing tight, white underwear, and the curve of his cock was already beginning to stiffen. Maeve pulled those down, too, and it sprang free. She wrapped her hand around the base and gave it a couple of firm strokes until it was fully hard.

You could hear a pin drop in the class, as everyone watched, stunned at what was happening in front of them. My heart was already racing, and I felt sweat pooling under my armpits. It felt so weird to see an erect penis in a class setting. I swallowed hard. Aaron’s hand drifted to my thigh, and a sudden surge of arousal rushed to my pussy.

At the front, Maeve leaned in and licked a long stroke up Soren’s shaft. Her tongue flicked over the end, teasing him, before returning for another long stroke all the way up.

“Oh, that’s a great technique,” said Yasmin, moving to the side so that everyone could see. “It’s good to start slowly, build the tension, tease him a little. Pretend that you’re going to take it all in your mouth and then go back to licking. Love it. Let’s see what else she comes up with.”

Maeve reached up with the other hand and cupped his balls, making his cock twitch again.

“Excellent,” purred Yasmin. “Don’t forget the balls, that can feel really good. Although not all men enjoy it. Like any sex act, it’s important to communicate with your partner, and everyone is different.”

Maeve started to take Soren’s cock into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks and sucking. Each time she bobbed her head, she went a little deeper, until it made her gag.

“Is that as deep as you can go?” Yasmin asked her quietly.

Maeve nodded.

“Do you mind if I show you?”

Yasmin got down on her knees next to Maeve. “It takes a bit of practice, but the trick is convincing your brain that this is completely normal. Really open the back of your throat and relax it. Watch me.”

She started to take Soren into her mouth. After only a couple of times, she had his whole dick in her throat, her lips pressed firmly up against Soren’s body. Soren’s eyes rolled back, and he let out a long groan.

“Fuck, Yasmin, that feels good,” he growled.

Yasmin didn’t stop. She easily pulled almost all the way out, saliva dripping down her chin, and then plunged forwards again and again, fucking her throat with his whole length. Her hands clamped on his bare ass cheeks, and she pulled his hips towards her each time, her throat making an obscene glugging sound.

“Oh… God!” Soren groaned.

After a few more intense, eye-watering plunges that had Soren’s knees visibly shaking, Yasmin smoothly pulled her mouth free. A glistening string of saliva connected her lips to the head of his cock as she looked up at us.

“You see?” Yasmin said, addressing the class. “The key is the throat muscles. If you tense up, your body’s natural defence mechanism kicks in, and you gag. But if you consciously flatten your tongue and open wide, you can take almost any size.”

“I bet she couldn’t do that to you,” I whispered to Aaron.

She turned her attention back to Maeve. “Now, Maeve, darling,” she purred. “I’ve given you the blueprint. I want you to try again. But this time, as you go down, I want you to place one hand firmly at the very base of his cock, right against his pubic bone, and see if you can meet your hand with your lips.”

“What’s the hand for?” Maeve asked.

“It creates a physical barrier,” Yasmin explained as Soren’s rock-hard erection throbbed and twitched next to her. “Your hand acts as a stopper. It tricks your brain into feeling like you have control over the depth, which helps prevent that panic reflex. Plus, the pressure against his pelvic bone feels incredible for him. Go on, give it a bash.”

Maeve nodded, a determined, competitive glint returning to her bright eyes. She locked her hand firmly around the base of Soren’s thick shaft, tilting her face up toward him. Taking a deep breath, Maeve opened her mouth wide, flattened her tongue just like Yasmin had demonstrated, and plunged forward.

Maeve slid her mouth all the way down, her lips sealing tightly against her own knuckles. Her cheeks hollowed out as she successfully swallowed nearly his entire length. Soren let out a strangled, breathless yelp, his fingers instantly locking onto the wooden edge of the table behind him.

“Yes! Brilliant technique!” Yasmin praised loudly, clapping her hands together with pride. She stood up. “Look at that control, everyone. Now, Maeve, keep that up and finish him off.”

The room was completely silent, save for the wet, rhythmic glug-glug sounds coming from the front of the class. The atmosphere had shifted from educational to purely, intensely erotic. Everyone in the audience was watching with rapt attention, completely transfixed by the live demonstration.

I glanced at Aaron and saw that he had a massive, rock-hard bulge that was straining violently against the fabric of his shorts. Unable to resist, I slid my hand over his lap. My fingers traced the long, thick ridge, gently rubbing him through the cotton and making him let out a little groan. He looked around the room, nervous that someone would see, but no one was looking. He smirked and slid his hand up under the hem of my summer dress between my thighs. His fingers guided their way upward, slipping right into my drenched knickers to find my swollen, throbbing clit. He worked it in firm circles right there in the middle of the crowded audience.

At the front, encouraged by Yasmin’s praise, Maeve was putting on an absolute masterclass, sucking his cock with complete enthusiasm. Soren’s eyes rolled completely back into his head.

“Oh, fuck… Maeve, I’m going to come!” he choked out.

Maeve didn't pull back. She looked up at him and squeezed her hand tighter at the base as she took him all the way down to her throat one final time. He bucked his hips forward to meet her and let out a growl of pure relief as he finished in her mouth. I watched, utterly mesmerised, as Maeve’s throat visibly swallowed around his shaft.

When she finally pulled away, she turned to the class and, with a wicked look in her eyes, opened her mouth to show that it was still full of thick, white cum.

“Fantastic,” beamed Yasmin. “Hold it right there, Maeve. Do you know what a snowball is?”

Maeve made a tiny nod with her head, trying not to spill cum from her open mouth.

Yasmin knelt next to her again and leaned under her mouth, opening wide. Maeve pushed her tongue out, and the thick cum flooded out, dripping down into Yasmin’s mouth. When it had all dripped into her mouth, she met Maeve’s mouth in a fierce, open-mouthed kiss. When they broke apart a few moments later, it had all been swallowed.

There was a shuffling around the room as everyone could breathe again. I noticed a lot of hands under clothing. Curled up together where no one could see what we were doing, Aaron was still stroking my sensitive clit, while I was rubbing his cock through his shorts.

“Okay,” Yasmin said, standing up and turning to the class. “Now let’s see what Soren’s cunnilingus skills are like. Maeve… get your knickers off and sit up on the table where we can all see you.”

Maeve had no hesitation in unbuttoning her little denim shorts and shimmying out of them in front of the class. She did it like a stripper, turning her ass to us and peeling them slowly down over her hips. She kicked the shorts away, standing before the class in just her bikini top and a tiny, lace thong that did absolutely nothing to hide the soft, rounded curve of her bare cheeks.

Turning back to face the crowd with a theatrical, playful look, she hooked her thumbs into the side straps of her underwear and slid them down her legs in one smooth motion. As I’d already discovered, her bush was thick, curly-haired, and luxurious. There was a murmuring of approval from those of us watching.

Maeve hopped backwards and hoisted herself up onto the edge of the sturdy wooden table. She leaned back on her elbows, arching her spine to thrust her breasts forward, and casually spread her knees wide. The bright overhead lights illuminated the glistening, plump pink folds of her vulva, which were already soaking wet.

Next to me, Aaron’s hand ground roughly against my throbbing clit as he stared at the stage, completely spellbound. His erection was pulsing so hard against my palm that I could feel his heartbeat through his shorts.

“Now then, Soren,” Yasmin said, gesturing toward the table. “Your turn to be the star student. Come and kneel right between her thighs.”

I couldn’t help notice that Soren was still hard, and I had a flashback to him fucking me the night before. I had a desperate urge to fuck him again, and I was so horny I probably would have done it right there in front of everyone. He dropped heavily to his knees on the floor and began to kiss up Maeve’s inner thigh, making her moan with anticipation.

“Excellent,” Yasmin purred, moving around to the side of the table so the entire room had a clear, unobstructed view of Maeve's gaping pussy. “A lot of men make the mistake of diving straight for the clitoris. It’s great to generate some anticipation.”

After some more teasing, he parted her slick outer lips with his thumbs and drove his tongue deep inside her opening, tongue-fucking her with a heavy, wet, thrusting motion and lapping up her juices. Maeve let out a sharp, breathless gasp, her hands instantly flying to the back of his head to anchor him against her. Her hips bucked off the table, the squelching sound of his tongue sliding in and out echoing through the silent, captivated room.

“Now, while that raw enthusiasm is highly effective for some,” Yasmin interjected smoothly, leaning in close to observe his technique, “let’s talk about building a rhythm. Soren, pull back just an inch and change the shape of your tongue.”

Soren slowed his pace, his eyes flicking up to Yasmin as he waited for instruction.

“Instead of driving straight inside, I want you to use long, flat, sweeping strokes,” Yasmin instructed, using her finger to mimic a broad upward motion in the air. “Flatten your tongue completely, make it wide, and drag it all the way from her perineum, right up over her opening, and directly over the clitoral hood.”

Soren flattened his tongue and began delivering slow, deliberate, incredibly wet upward strokes all the way to her piercing. The change in technique was immediate. Maeve’s toes curled tightly, and a long, low, trembling moan rumbled from the back of her throat.

“Oh God, yes... right there,” Maeve whimpered, her head tossing back and thrashing around.

“Perfect. Hear that shift in her vocal tone?” Yasmin said, turning to the class with an encouraging smile. “That is your first cue. Pay attention to how her breathing changes. Now, Soren, you know you’ve found something that’s working. Do not be tempted to change it. Keep that up until she comes, and even then, don’t stop until you’ve dragged out every second of climax.”

Soren did as he was told. Every slow, heavy stroke made Maeve moan loudly into the silent room. Her hands were tangled frantically in Soren’s hair as she tried to pull him even deeper into her groin.

“Oh god, Soren… yes! Yes! Right there, don't stop!” she cried out, her voice cracking. “Make me come with everyone watching…”

Yasmin put her hand on Maeve’s inner thigh. “See that tremor in her thighs? The sudden tensing of her toes? She is right on the edge. Soren… don’t change a thing.”

Aaron’s fingers inside my knickers were mirroring Soren’s rhythm, and I felt right on the edge myself. But I was fighting against it, desperate not to make any noise that would draw attention to us.

Then, Maeve shattered. A loud, uninhibited scream tore from her throat as her entire body went into violent, shuddering convulsions. She was thrashing her head from side to side, her eyes rolling back into her head as the massive orgasm ripped through her. At the same moment, it pushed me over the edge, too. I came hard, letting out an involuntary cry, my pussy spasming as I squirmed on Aaron’s hand.

Soren didn’t back off for a second. Even as she screamed and the convulsions threatened to push his head away, he locked his powerful arms around her thighs, anchoring her to the table. He kept his tongue moving in those same long, flat, merciless strokes, riding out her climax and draining every single drop of pleasure from her shaking body.


Chapter Seven




“Excellent work, you two,” Yasmin announced, clapping her hands briskly as Soren finally lifted his glistening, wet face from between Maeve’s trembling thighs. Maeve slumped back onto the table, completely spent, her skin flushed and covered in a fine sheen of sweat.

Yasmin turned to the rest of the room, her eyes sweeping over the deeply aroused crowd. “Now, theory is only half the battle. It is time for the practical portion of today’s workshop. I want everyone to find a partner and begin practising these techniques. I will be walking around the room to give individual pointers and adjust your form. Don't be shy, we are all here to learn.”

She didn’t need to tell them twice. The room was already overflowing with sexual tension, and Yasmin's permission completely blew the lid off. A desperate rustle of fabric echoed through the Barn as clothes began flying in every direction. The two posh boys, Julian and Toby, turned to each other; Julian instantly dropped his shorts, his long, rigid cock springing free, and Toby dropped to his knees right in front of his chair, eagerly taking him into his mouth.

I was desperate, too. I tugged down Aaron’s shorts and pants, just enough to free his massive cock. It pinged out, already throbbing. I wrapped both hands around his thick shaft, leaning in eagerly. Recalling Yasmin's advice, I opened my mouth wide, flattened my tongue, and tried to glide right down his length. But Aaron was simply too big. The moment the thick, wide head of his cock hit the back of my throat, my throat muscles involuntarily locked up.

I gasped, pulling back, a string of thick saliva trailing from his tip as my eyes watered. I tried again, placing my hand firmly on his pelvic bone just like Maeve had done to create a barrier, but his sheer girth was overwhelming. Even with the tips, I was struggling to swallow more than half of him without my panic reflex kicking in.

Yasmin appeared at my elbow. “Don't worry, darling, he is an absolute monster.”

I looked up, blinking away tears.

“My goodness,” Yasmin murmured. “You certainly brought the prize stallion to camp, Drew. The standard techniques are always a bit trickier when you're dealing with something of that girth.”

Aaron let out a low, embarrassed groan, his cheeks burning red, but his cock gave a violent, heavy throb in response to her gaze. Yasmin knelt down next to me. She confidently reached out and wrapped her manicured fingers around the middle of Aaron’s shaft and gave it a stroke. He let out a groan at her touch.

“Mind if I show you how to handle a big boy like this?” Yasmin asked me.

The thought of watching Yasmin suck Aaron was making me even more aroused. “Yes, please.”

“The secret with a gentleman like this,” Yasmin explained calmly as she stroked Aaron’s rock-hard shaft, “is all in the alignment. You can’t just go straight down. You have to tilt your head back drastically, creating a perfectly straight line from your lips right down into your throat.”

She looked up at Aaron through her thick eyelashes. “Lean back slightly for me, big boy. Give me a good angle.”

Aaron slid his hips forward on the bean bag. Yasmin got into position, kneeling upright between his thighs. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth incredibly wide, completely flattening her tongue until it was hollowed out like a slide. Without any hesitation, Yasmin plunged her face forward. Aaron let out a strangled gasp as she took him deeper and deeper,

I watched in awe as inch after inch of Aaron’s colossal shaft vanished inside her. Her lips stretched to their absolute limit, moulding perfectly around his thick girth until they slammed against his pubic bone. She had taken the entire thing. Every single massive inch of him was buried deep inside her throat, and she didn't gag once.

“Oh… fuck me,” Aaron groaned out loud.

Yasmin paused at the base for a second, letting him feel the full depth of her mouth, before she began to slide slowly backwards. Halfway up, she slid back down, making Aaron groan again. Over and over she bobbed her head, until Aaron’s legs were shaking. When he was right on the edge, she pulled off completely.

“Let’s finish him together,” she said to me. “Guys always appreciate a double blow job.”

With Aaron’s cock twitching and throbbing, we both wrapped a hand around his shaft and started licking up and down it, taking it in turns to take the head into our mouths. Aaron looked like he was losing his mind, his fingers buried in the bean bag so tightly his knuckles had turned white.

All around us, I could hear the sounds of moans and groans as the other campers licked and sucked each other. Occasionally, there would be a grunt from a guy as he lost it, or a piercing shriek from one of the girls as she climaxed.

Finally, Aaron couldn’t take it any longer. His fat dick throbbed in our hands, and a huge load of cum erupted from the top and ran down his shaft. Yasmin moved in quickly to take it in her mouth as more and more throbbed out of him. I joined her, wrapping my tongue around his cock and swallowing some down. When he’d finally finished coming, Yasmin grabbed the back of my head and kissed me, letting the cum in her mouth overflow and run down our chins. It was messy, filthy, and very erotic.

Yasmin stood up. “Right, now your turn, Aaron. See what you can remember from the lesson.” Then she walked away to help another couple nearby, leaving Aaron’s cock to gradually soften.

I glanced around, realising I’d have to expose myself to the room, but no one was looking; they were all too busy giving each other oral sex. As I slid my knickers down my thighs, I realised the cotton was completely soaked through. I parted my thighs and leaned back on the bean bag. Just as Aaron moved into position, Maeve appeared.

“Can I help?” she asked.

I couldn’t stop the huge grin spread across my face. “You sure can.”

I had to open my legs even wider to accommodate them both. Within moments, I had two eager tongues licking at my folds, spreading my outer lips, and running up and down my slit. The sensation was incredible, instantly driving me wild and making me moan. As one tongue flicked over my clit, the other explored my cunt, licking up the juices leaking from me.

Aaron began to focus on my clit, creating a seal around it and sucking rhythmically. I lifted my legs up and back, feeling my pussy gape open in invitation to Maeve. But she moved lower than expected. Suddenly, I felt her tongue swirl around the tight ring of muscles around my ass.

A rush of intense pleasure shot straight up my spine, and my entire body went completely rigid on the bean bag. “Oh, fuck!” I screamed out loud.

Although I loved to play with my ass with my fingers, I had never had anyone lick it before. The sensation of Maeve’s wet tongue swirling tightly around my sensitive, puckered ring while Aaron sucked my clit was amazing.

“Do you like that, babe?” Maeve murmured against my skin, her hot breath sending a fresh wave of goosebumps rippling across my thighs. She didn't wait for an answer, driving her tongue even firmer against the tight muscle, swirling in deep, heavy circles that made my inner pussy walls instantly begin to clench in wild, frantic spasms.

“God, Drew, you’re gushing,” Aaron groaned between wet suctions, pushing two fingers into my cunt. His tongue flattened out, delivering those long, broad, sweeping strokes Yasmin had taught us, dragging all the way up from my opening to meet the intense suction of his lips.

My head thrust back on the bean bag, and I saw Soren right above me watching, his hard cock twitching. I reached for it, pulling it into my mouth and sucking on it as if my life depended on it. My orgasm was coming hot and unstoppable. I forced his cock deeper into my mouth, past my usual comfort zone, and groaned around it as I suddenly went over the edge.

My entire universe dissolved into pure, unadulterated pleasure. My body shuddered with wave after wave of the most powerful climax I had ever experienced. For several long, breathless seconds, the three of them kept working on me, riding out the tremors of my climax until I couldn’t take any more and fell heavily over the sides of the bean bag, my body completely spent and dripping wet.

“Now that,” Yasmin’s voice boomed over us, “is what I call an absolute masterclass in group dynamics. Brilliant execution, everyone! Teamwork makes the dreamwork!”

I blinked my eyes open, my vision blurry with tears of pure pleasure, to see our instructor standing right at the edge of our bean bag. She was looking down at the four of us with a look of intense, professional pride.

“Did you see how beautifully they adapted?” Yasmin addressed the rest of the workshop, none of whom were paying her any attention. She turned back to us. “Excellent work. Give yourselves a moment to recover.”

With my senses slowly returning and my heart still pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs, I rested my heavy head back against the bean bag and looked around. Nearby, Toby and Julian had found a couple of girls and had their heads buried between their thighs, making them squeal. On the table, the chubby brunette from the showers was completely naked on her back, her ample breasts jiggling like crazy. Her head was hanging off the edge of the table, and a skinny guy with a big cock was roughly fucking her face upside down.

Brad, standing near the far wall, had attracted a lot of attention. No less than three girls had pulled his shorts down and were fighting over his cock, trying to be the one to finish him off with frantic bobbing of their heads.

Meanwhile, I spotted Roxy, the solo swinger, and Damien, the shy one, on a beanbag together at the back. They didn’t seem to be doing any oral, but they were wrapped in each other’s arms, kissing. Damien’s jeans were unzipped at the front, and Roxy’s hand was in them, moving up and down as she wanked him. While I watched, Roxy’s pace increased, his hips suddenly bucked upwards, and I saw him squirming and groaning. When she pulled her hand out of his pants, it was covered in thick, white cum.

All around the room, the others were finishing, and soon the tension wound down until there was just the sound of heavy breathing and satisfied sighs.

“Well done, everyone,” Yasmin said, moving back to the front of the class. “That was fantastic, but I think we all need a long break to recover from that workshop. Go and have some lunch, and a walk or something, and we’ll meet back here this afternoon for the next class.”


Chapter Eight




After a relaxed lunch break, where I almost forgot what we’d all just done, everyone filed back into the Barn. When I noticed the large projector screen lowered at the front of the stage, my stomach dropped a little. I caught Aaron’s eye, and he gave a slight roll of his eyes; after the sheer, unbridled chaos of the morning’s practical workshop, the idea of sitting through a dry PowerPoint presentation felt like a massive comedown.

But Brad stepped up to the podium with a bright, energetic grin that suggested this wasn't going to be a boring sex ed lesson.

“Alright, settle down, everyone,” Brad laughed, looking around as the room quieted. “I know what you’re thinking. 'Oh no, Brad’s bringing out the slides, time for a nap.' But trust me, you'll want to keep your eyes glued to the screen for this one. This afternoon, we are moving beyond the basics of one-on-one intimacy and diving into the deep end of group dynamics and advanced relationship play. And I’ve got video.”

He clicked his remote, and the first slide flashed onto the screen: THE POWER OF THREE (AND MORE): NAVIGATING THREESOMES & GROUP SEX.

The room instantly perked up. “Whether it’s two men and one woman, two women and one man, or a full-blown room-swapping event, group sex requires a completely different skillset. It’s about managing energy, tracking multiple partners, and ensuring no one feels left out.”

Brad clicked the remote. “Now, let's talk about specific dynamics that turn a lot of people on, but often carry a lot of unearned shame. First up: Hotwifing. This is a dynamic where a committed couple agrees that the woman can seek out sexual pleasure with other men with the husband’s enthusiastic encouragement, and sometimes even his active viewership.”

He paused, letting the concept sink in. Aaron’s hand found mine, his fingers squeezing tightly.

“On the flip side of that coin, we have Cuckolding,” Brad continued, clicking to the next slide. “While it shares similarities with hotwifing, cuckolding introduces a psychological element of humiliation and submission. The husband… the cuckold… derives arousal from his own perceived inadequacy or submission to the Bull.”

Brad took a sip of water before delivering a wicked grin. “But it's not a one-way street, fellas. Let’s look at another dynamic, one that doesn't get nearly enough spotlight: Cuckqueaning.”

The screen flashed with the term, and several women, including myself, sat up straighter. “A cuckqueen is a woman who derives sexual gratification from watching her male partner have sex with other women,” Brad explained. “Just like the cuckold, it flips traditional jealousy on its head. For a cuckqueen, seeing her man desirable, seeing him dominate and pleasure another woman is the payoff. While it often doesn’t have the humiliation aspect of the cuckold, sometimes it can come with the roleplay of cheating, or the other woman being more attractive.”

I felt my stomach flip, and looked at Aaron. The thought of watching him fuck someone else… fuck them hard and making them scream… was making the fresh knickers I had changed into as wet as the previous pair.

For the next hour, Brad dived into the granular details of each dynamic, pacing the stage and backing up his theories with a curated selection of highly explicit videos. The projector screen filled the dark room with high-definition, unedited footage of thumping, rhythmic threesomes, crowded group encounters and gay orgies. The audio from the speakers was a constant, low drone of heavy breathing, slapping flesh, and wet, desperate groans that kept the entire Barn in a state of suspended arousal.

But I could hardly concentrate on the explicit fucking flashing on the screen right in front of me. The images blurred into a haze of bodies and limbs as my mind was completely fixated on the topic of cuckqueaning.

The word repeated in my head like a mantra. I stared straight ahead, but my imagination was running wild, entirely separate from the videos Brad was showing. I wasn't thinking about the strangers on the screen; I was thinking about Aaron.

The thought of being a pure voyeur, sitting completely dressed while Aaron took another woman in front of me, was making my head spin. In my mind, I saw his massive cock sliding effortlessly inside another girl, making her arch her back and scream his name.

Suddenly, I was snapped out of my daydream by Brad turning the projector off.

“And now for the practical element of the class,” he grinned.

My stomach lurched again.

“I want you to get into groups and decide on a dynamic. If you’re already a couple, for example, maybe you want to find another man to be a bull. If you’re here alone, you can join a couple or find two other people and roleplay it.”

A murmur of conversation sprang up as everyone started discussing it at once.

“So, what do…” began Aaron.

“I want you to fuck someone.” I blurted out. “While I watch. Fully dressed.”

Aaron’s eyebrows raised slightly in surprise. “Really?”

“Yes! I was already thinking about it before this class. And seeing you with Maeve. And… I think I’ve discovered a kink. I want to try being a cuckqueen.”

“Well… um… I guess…” But Aaron was cut off by a voice behind me.

“Hey, guys.” Roxy purred. “I don’t suppose you two want a third?” She looked at us with hopeful eyes. She was really pretty, a classic curvy blonde-bombshell, like a desperate housewife. Exactly the sort of woman your husband would cheat on you with. She was wearing jeans, knee-high boots, and a little white vest top that showed off her impressive tits. I felt my legs go a little weak, and my pussy start to ache with horniness.

“Hear me out,” I said, glancing between her and Aaron. “How about we do a little roleplay?”

I pottered around the cabin, tidying a few things and folding one of Aaron’s shirts. Then I made the two beds that were pushed together, smoothing the sheets and adjusting the pillows to be just right. I wanted to make it look nice for when Aaron got home from work this evening.

I heard a noise on the porch and the rattle of keys. My heart instantly leapt into my throat. He's home early.

Then, through the thin wood of the front door, I heard his voice. He wasn't alone.

“Just come inside for a minute, Roxy,” Aaron was saying. “My wife will be out grocery shopping. We have the whole place to ourselves.”

“Are you sure, Aaron?” Roxy’s older voice purred in response. “If your boss gets caught sleeping with her favourite junior executive, it won’t just be your marriage that’s ruined.”

A wave of mock panic crashed over me. I gasped, dropping the shirt I was holding. I needed to hide, to become invisible, to witness this betrayal without them ever knowing I was there. My eyes darted around the cabin and locked onto the large walk-in cupboard we were using as a wardrobe. I dashed across the room, slipped inside, and pulled the heavy, rustic wooden door shut just as the front door clicked open.

The cupboard was dark, but the door was old and roughly constructed. It was full of natural knots and wide gaps between the timber boards. I pressed my face against the wood, aligning my eyes with a large knot-hole that gave me a perfect, unobstructed view of the entire bedroom area and the neatly made bed.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Aaron said, walking into view. He looked incredibly handsome.

Roxy stepped into the frame, casually tossing her designer handbag onto the chair. She looked like the ultimate corporate predator, her blonde hair perfectly styled, her tight white vest top accentuating her massive tits as she looked around the cabin.

“This place is a bit rustic, Aaron. We’ll have to see about getting you a pay rise… if you perform well,” she purred. God, this woman was a good actress, I was fully believing this. “Now, are you going to show me why you’ve been staring at my tits during every board meeting this month?”

Aaron took two steps forward, grabbed Roxy by her waist, and pulled her forcefully against him. I let out a silent, breathless gasp behind the wooden door, my hand flying over my mouth. Watching my “husband” put his hands on another woman… an older, experienced woman… sent a shocking jolt of pure jealousy straight to my pussy. I could feel the heat down there, already leaking into my knickers.

“You’re a very bad boy, Aaron,” Roxy whispered, a wicked smile on her lips as she pulled him back on top of her onto the bed.

But Aaron rolled her over so he was on top, grabbing her wrists in one big hand and pinning them down to the bed above her head. Her chest heaved, her massive tits sticking straight up in the tight white top. She wrapped her legs around him, trapping him between her thighs.

“Aaron…” she gasped. “Fuck me.”

He kissed her, hard and rough, smearing her lipstick. “I’m going to make you scream,” he growled. “And my wife will never know.”

“Yes,” she pleaded. “Fuck me. Use me. Do things to me that she won’t let you!”

God, they were good. I was believing this myself. I’d never been so wet. I hiked up my dress and slipped my hand into my knickers. Fucking hell, I was soaked; my pussy lips swollen and aching. I pushed two fingers inside my cunt, and then pulled them out again, looking at the thick, sticky arousal on them. Then I sucked it off, tasting the slightly bitter taste before thrusting my hand back into my panties.

On the bed, Aaron and Roxy were both struggling out of their clothes. Roxy’s skin-tight jeans were hard to get off, as she peeled them down her legs. Aaron had thrust his shorts and pants down to his knees, his massive cock standing straight up and dripping with pre-cum.

My two fingers were buried as deep up my cunt as I could get them, pressing against my G-spot as my palm rubbed against my clit. I added a third finger, fucking myself desperately on my hand. I let out an involuntary moan and clamped my other hand over my mouth.

Roxy finally got her jeans off and threw them on the floor. She slipped her thong off quickly and opened her legs. I could see that she was completely shaved, her pussy pink and inviting. Aaron knelt between her legs. I watched, my heart racing, as he pressed his cock against her slick opening. Then, with a hard thrust, he entered her. Her outer lips stretched wide around him, and she cried out.

He slid deeper and deeper, stretching her so much that she thrashed about under him. He grabbed her wrists again, holding her down against the bed as he buried himself right to his balls.

“Oh, God…” she wailed. “You’re so big.”

Even when his balls hung against her tight little asshole, he thrust deeper, lifting her legs and giving her every last millimetre of cock. She twisted and squirmed under him like she was trying to escape, letting out one long moan of pleasure.

“Yes, oh God… It’s so deep…” she moaned.

Then he started to fuck her. Every hard thrust made the bed slam against the wall, and Roxy cry out with ecstasy.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted. “So much tighter than my wife.” He grabbed the front of her vest top and yanked it down. Her tits spilt out, spreading to her armpits and bouncing wildly. “God, and your tits are so much bigger. Fuck, look at that,” he continued as he fucked her.

Roxy was shouting back at him just as eagerly. “Yes, fuck me harder with that fat dick, you cheating bastard.”

It was too much for me, I came hard, my vision going black, and I slumped against the door frame. But I steadied myself and fingered my cunt through the waves of pleasure. My knees were shaking so badly I had to wedge my shoulder into the corner of the frame just to stay upright.

Through the knot-hole, the view was driving me wild. The noise of the bed violently slamming against the cabin wall echoed in my ears, paired with the rhythmic smack of Aaron’s hips driving into Roxy’s thighs. Seeing his cock stretch her pussy open. Hearing him call her tight, hearing him talk about her massive tits. I was living it as if it were real.

Suddenly, Aaron pulled out and flipped Roxy over onto her knees, shoving her face directly down into the pillows while her full, rounded ass remained thrust high in the air.

“Please, Aaron… oh God, fuck me from behind,” Roxy begged, her voice muffled by the sheets as she reached one hand beneath her body, her fingers frantically rubbing against her own swollen clit. Her cunt gaped wide open, dark pink inside and soaking wet.

Aaron slid his massive, thick cock all the way back inside her in one hard thrust. He fucked her hard, the sound of their skin slapping together filling the room. I could see the glistening trail of her juices coating the length of his dick every time he pulled nearly all the way out. My fingers moved to my clit, rubbing frantically, and I pushed two fingers from my other hand into my asshole as I came again. I cried out, but they couldn’t hear me over their own noisy fucking. Roxy was thrashing wildly on the mattress, her blonde hair tossing back and forth as her hand moved at lightning speed between her legs.

“I’m coming! Aaron, I’m… oh God!” she screamed, her entire body shuddering with the climax.

“Fuck… me too,” he grunted.

“On my face!” she cried out. “Come on my face. Bet your wife doesn’t let you do that.”

He pulled out, and she scooted around in front of him. With one final stroke of his cock, he exploded all over her face, coating her in long lines that ran down her cheeks and chin.

I came again, so hard that my legs finally gave way. I fell forward onto the door of the cupboard. It swung open, and I flew out into the room, landing on the floor next to the bed. The other two looked around in shock, cum still dripping from Aaron’s cock and Roxy’s face. I was a mess, my knickers around my ankles, my release leaking down my thighs, and my hair ruffled.

As they stayed frozen, I tried to get up, tripping over my knickers again. I kicked them off and marched to the bed. I slapped Aaron hard across the face.

“You bastard,” I snarled. “You’ve been cheating on me with your fucking boss!”


Chapter Nine




The dining benches were buzzing with energy as everyone unwound from the afternoon's intense session. We all sat together in a large group, basking in a warm, post-sex glow and easy camaraderie. I sat close to Aaron, our thighs pressed together under the table, while Roxy, Soren, and Maeve sat directly opposite us. Plates of food were being passed around, but most of our attention was still on the incredible roleplay we’d just pulled off.

“I think I’ve still got a red mark on my cheek,” Aaron teased, leaning across the table and turning his head to show the side of his face to Soren.

I reached up, my fingers gently tracing the line of his jaw where I'd slapped him. “I’m so sorry, Aaron,” I said, giggling slightly but genuinely apologetic. “I didn’t mean to hit you quite that hard! I was just totally, completely in the moment. The adrenaline was absolutely pumping, and I’d just come three times in as many minutes. I didn’t even know what I was doing.”

“Hey, don't apologise, it made the whole thing feel incredibly real,” Aaron laughed, catching my hand and kissing my knuckles. “When you fell out of that cupboard with your pants around your ankles, my heart nearly stopped.”

Roxy laughed. “Honestly, darling, your acting was superb. When you caught us, the look on your face almost made me forget we were roleplaying. It was thrilling.”

“Wow,” Maeve chimed in, looking at us with wide, fascinated eyes. “What an incredible experience. Soren and I have never done any kind of elaborate roleplay like that before. Our threesome earlier was good, though, but definitely more straightforward. I had two dicks in me at the same time; one in my pussy and one up my bum.”

“That sounds amazing, I’d like to try it that way around next time,” I replied. I glanced sideways at Aaron to gauge his reaction to the idea. He didn’t seem to mind the suggestion at all. Maybe I’d get him interested in anal after all. I leaned in even closer to him, lowering my voice. “Oh, and Aaron? Just for the record... your ‘wife’ would let you come on her face.”

Aaron smirked. “Good to know.”

After we had cleared up, Yasmin made a surprise announcement.

“I thought this evening we’d play a little game,” she said. “Does anyone remember playing kiss chase?”

There was a murmur of conversation along the benches, and a few laughs.

“Kiss chase?” I whispered to Aaron. “I don’t get it.”

Yasmin pulled some coloured wrist bands out of her bag. “If you take a red wrist band, then you’re a chaser. If you take a green wrist band, it means you want to be chased. If you get caught… you get kissed.”

Everyone was silent now, taking this in.

“Kissed or more,” she added.

There were a few gasps as the realisation sank in.

Yasmin paced up and down behind the benches. “But let’s be clear,” she said, her voice sounding stern. “Consent must be absolute. If you don’t want to play anymore, just slip off the wristband. If you catch someone, I want you to get a clear yes for each escalation. Anyone can say no at any time. But if you’re into this… it’s going to be very exciting.”

“I want to do it,” I whispered breathlessly. “I want to be chased.” I turned to Aaron. “But how do you feel about it? I mean, if we’re going to do stuff with other people.”

Aaron looked at me. “Well, we’ve already watched each other with other people and loved it. I think it could be fun.”

“And it’s not different if we’re not together?” I asked.

“Not for me,” he replied, squeezing my hand. “I trust you. And I want you to have the fun and excitement you crave… if it’s what you want.”

“It is!” I breathed. “Oh, Aaron… you’re the best. I can’t believe I’m finally getting to live out all my fantasies and kinks.” I kissed him hard on the lips.

When we broke apart, Aaron took both my hands and looked me in the eyes. “You always said you were a kinky bitch. I should have been helping you explore it instead of ignoring it.”

Yasmin started handing out the bands. I noticed that most of the men took red bands, and most of the women took green bands. I took a green one, and Aaron asked for a red one. Roxy took a red band and gave me a wink.

“I’ll play, too,” said Brad, stepping up behind Yasmin. “Give me a green one.”

I noticed a couple of the girls I’d seen with him in the oral sex workshop quickly swapped their bands to red. There were two, both Asian with long black hair, who seemed especially keen.

“Okay,” said Yasmin. “If you’ve got a green band… go… run and hide… go now…”

We scrambled up from the benches, already laughing. Maeve grabbed my hand, and we raced off into the trees together. We were just out of sight of the picnic benches when I heard Yasmin tell the chasers to go. There was whooping and shouting from behind us, and my stomach flipped. Even though it was just a game and I could stop at any time, I felt a delicious terror in my belly, and an even more delicious anticipation between my legs.

“Oh, my God,” panted Maeve. “I’m actually scared!”

We jumped over a fallen log and pushed through some bushes deeper into the forest. It was just starting to get dark, and some of the shadows made me think someone was hiding there until we got closer. There were sounds of the chase behind us, and shouts echoing through the forest.

We circled around until we came back to the far side of the campfire clearing. We stopped, peering through the bushes to see if anyone was there. Suddenly, one of the girls crashed through the undergrowth to the side, closely followed by Soren. Maeve's eyes went wide as Soren wrapped his arms around her from behind and dragged her down onto one of the blankets by the fire. She rolled over onto her back, and their lips met in a fiery kiss.

“Fuck,” Maeve whispered. “This is the first time we’ve done anything separately.”

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Horny as fuck.”

There was the sound of twigs snapping behind us. I turned to see Kamal standing there looking at us. It was like a jump-scare in a horror film, and my heart raced in my chest.

“Shit. Run!” Maeve shouted. Bursting through the undergrowth into the clearing. She raced across it, leaping over Soren and the girl who were already tugging each other’s clothes off.

I scattered in the opposite direction. Kamal followed, right behind me. I could hear the snapping of twigs and his heavy breathing as I dodged around trees and leapt over logs. The mix of terror and excitement was like nothing I’d ever felt before. I felt his hand brush my back as he reached out for me, and I screamed.

Before I knew what was happening, I was in his arms, pressed up against a big oak tree. Both of us were panting hard, and I could feel his heart beating against my breasts as he squashed against me.

“Yes or no?” he whispered.

I felt my pussy throb, and another rush of wetness in my knickers.

“Yes.”

His lips met mine, and I moaned into his mouth as our tongues fought against each other. His body was pressed hard against mine, and I felt his hand slide up my hip, under my skirt.

“Do you want me to make you come?” he growled into my mouth.

“Fucking yes,” I groaned, already reaching for his belt and tugging it open. I thrust my hand into his pants and wrapped my hand around his big, hard cock at the same moment his finger pulled my knickers to the side, and he pushed two big fingers into my soaking cunt. I had one hand on the back of his neck, holding his mouth to mine as he started finger-fucking me hard against the tree.

We were all over each other. One of his hands squeezed my breast while the other alternated between thrusting fingers in my soaked cunt and grinding on my clit. His cock was lovely and thick, maybe even thicker than Aaron’s, although not as long. I stroked it all the way down to the base and up to the tip.

It didn’t take long until I came, my legs shaking as he pinned me against the tree. It was animalistic and exciting, and in my mind, I really had been captured by an assailant in the woods. I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

He pushed me to the ground on my knees in the dirt, lifted up my dress, and dragged my knickers down to my thighs. He pushed me forward so I was on all fours, and moved behind me. Then he guided his cock between my folds and pushed it deep into my cunt. I let out a loud moan of pleasure as he forced me forward onto the forest floor. My bare knees and arms were already covered in dirt and leaves as he started to fuck me roughly from behind.

The rough dirt and sharp twigs dug into my bare knees and elbows, but the sensation only added to the rush and excitement of the moment. He was hammering into me with an absolute, merciless intensity, his heavy hips slamming against my backside with a deafening smack that echoed through the quiet woods. Every deep, violent plunge drove my chest further into the forest floor, pressing my skin directly into the damp earth. I felt utterly filthy, completely used and degraded… and I absolutely loved every single second of it.

As he fucked me hard, the pristine dress I had worn to dinner was hiked up around my waist, ruined and covered in mud. My knickers were trapped around my thighs, restricting my movement. His thick cock stretched me to my limit, filling my cunt and making me scream with every hard thrust.

“You like getting dirty, don’t you, slut?” Kamal growled from behind me. He reached down, grabbing a fistful of my hair and pulling my head back sharply, forcing my back to arch as his thick shaft ground right along my G-spot.

“Yes! Oh God, yes, fuck me!” I shrieked, my hands clawing desperately into the loose soil, burying dirt beneath my fingernails as my internal muscles clamped tightly around his girth.

The orgasm hit me hard. His cock was rubbing so hard against my G-spot that it made my pussy gush. A hot flood of release squirted out and ran down my dirty thighs. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I squirmed in his grip. With one final hard thrust, he exploded inside me, thick, hot cum flooding my insides.

“Oh God, that was so good,” I whimpered. He let go of my hair, and I collapsed onto the ground, getting my dress even more filthy. As his cock slipped out of me, cum absolutely poured out, soaking my thighs even more.

Kamal was more gentle now. He helped me up and sat me on a fallen tree.

“Hey,” he whispered softly. “You okay, Drew? That was… pretty intense.”

“I’m perfect,” I breathed, a euphoric smile spreading across my face. “That was exactly what I needed. Who knew that kiss chase could be so much fun?”

My knickers were still around my thighs, my dress was completely ruined, and my legs were wet with a mix of our release. I tugged my knickers back up and slumped against him, my legs shaking so badly they felt like jelly.

Kamal pulled a pack of tissues from his pocket and gently began to dab at a streak of mud on my face. “You really threw yourself into that, didn't you? You're a total mess.”

“The best kind of mess,” I laughed weakly, leaning my head against his shoulder.

He gave me a squeeze. “Come on. I’ll take you back to clean up a bit, and then we’ll get a drink with the others.”

On the way back, we came across other players from the kiss chase game. In the clearing we’d used before, Brad was lying on the hammock. One of his Asian fan-girls was sitting on his face and the other on his cock, both of them bouncing up and down and squealing as the hammock rocked alarmingly. Other couples were fucking in the dirt or up against trees.

Back at the campfire, I met up with Aaron. Kamal disappeared towards the makeshift bar and left me to catch up with my boyfriend.

“Did you… catch anyone?” I asked.

“Yes.” He sounded a little guilty about it, but I felt a rush of arousal again at the thought. “You know that curvy girl? Sophie?”

“Wow, she’s hot,” I said. “I’m glad you had a nice time. I got caught by Kamal.”

He reached up and wiped some dirt off my shoulder. “Looks like you had fun. Want to take a shower.”

We grabbed some towels and headed to the showers. It was fully dark now, the showers lit by a string of lights from above. There were other couples in there already, washing each other, making out, and touching each other. Aaron and I quickly got naked, and Aaron rubbed shower gel all over my body, washing away the dirt.

“Are you jealous?” I asked as his fingers circled my big, soapy tits.

“No. It turns me on to think of you getting fucked in the mud,” he replied. His cock was semi-hard. I wrapped my hand around it and felt it stiffen.

Moments later, Aaron had me pinned against the wooden shower wall. I lifted my legs up off the ground and wrapped them around him. He entered me, stretching me wide with his wonderfully big cock. He fucked me passionately up against the wall, our mouths locked together, not caring that other people were coming and going from the shower.

Finally, we climaxed together as I clung to him like a limpet. When he put me back down, Aaron’s warm cum flooded out and was washed away by the hot water.


Chapter Ten




The smoky aroma of sizzling bacon still hung heavy in the crisp morning air around the outdoor kitchen. It had been our group’s turn for breakfast duty, and Aaron and I had spent the last hour flipping thick rashers of bacon in massive, blackened iron frying pans balanced over the glowing coals of a huge barbecue pit.

We had just finally sat down on the wooden benches to eat our own sandwiches when Yasmin appeared, striding into the dining area with her usual boundless energy. Her massive tits bounced in her tight camp uniform as she carried a cardboard box under her arm.

“Good morning, everyone! I hope you've fueled up, because we have an exciting day of activities planned,” she announced. She set the box down in the centre of our long table with a loud, solid thud.

Yasmin reached in and pulled out a small, teardrop-shaped object made of black silicone.

“This morning’s workshop is all about anal sex. Those of you who want to try receiving may wish to put one of these in so you’re… somewhat prepared.” She looked around at us all with a grin.

A collective murmur of nervous laughter and intrigued whispers rippled down the benches.

“I don’t think you’ll need any practice, eh, Toby, old chap?” smirked Julian, giving his friend a nudge. “Plenty of buggery at Cambridge. Tobias, here, is so used to it that he can take it dry.”

“Shut up, you idiot,” laughed Toby in reply. “You’re the one taking it up the arse all the time. I know why those showers after rugby practice take so long.”

Realising everyone was looking at them, Toby added, “In a heterosexual way, of course. We’re not gay.”

“Anyway,” Yasmin laughed, reaching back into the box and beginning to hand them out down the line. “These are small, beginner-friendly trainers.” She paused when she got to me. “Given Aaron’s donkey-dick, it might be best if I give you a large one, sweetheart,” she said.

I looked down at the box in my hands, feeling a sudden, intense rush of heat right between my thighs as the memory of Maeve's tongue from yesterday flashed vividly through my mind. I looked over at Aaron, desperately hoping that he wasn’t going to be grossed out by this and would give it a go.

“Let’s go back to the cabin, and I’ll help you put it in,” he grinned.

“Right then,” Aaron said when the door clicked closed behind us. He set the small cardboard box down on the bedside table and gave me a look that made me instantly wet. “Get on the bed.”

My heart was hammering against my ribs. I kicked off my sandals and climbed onto the mattress, moving into the centre of the bed. I settled onto my hands and knees, arched my back slightly and presented my ass to him. He lifted the hem of my sundress, bunching the fabric up until it rested on the small of my back. My ass was covered in the black cotton of my knickers. He slid his fingers under the elastic waistband and slowly peeled them down my thighs, leaving me completely exposed, my swollen pussy lips already glistening with arousal.

He reached for the box, tearing open the packaging to reveal the plug. It was smooth, made of a velvety black silicone, shaped like a sleek teardrop that tapered into a narrow neck before flaring out into a wide, flat base. Yasmin hadn't been kidding about giving me a big one; it seemed huge. Aaron grabbed a tube of lube from the bedside table and squeezed a generous amount all over the plug.

I felt a sudden shiver run up my spine as the tip of his lube-coated finger gently pressed against my sensitive, puckered ring.

“Relax for me, babe,” Aaron murmured, using his fingers to spread the cold lubricant around my tight opening, massaging the muscle until it began to twitch and soften against his touch. The contrast of the cold lube and his hot fingers made my pussy clench in sympathy, a fresh wave of wetness threatening to leak out.

“Your asshole is kind of beautiful,” he said. “I hadn’t really appreciated how sexy it is until now.” He massaged it more firmly, his finger almost slipping inside as he worked. Then, I felt the heavy, rounded head of the plug press firmly against my entrance.

I gasped into the pillow, my fingers clutching the bedsheets tight as the pressure mounted. Aaron held the base firmly, applying a slow, steady forward force while gently twisting the plug from side to side to help the muscle give way. It felt massive, an intense, full stretching sensation that filled me completely, pushing past my comfort zone. I felt like I was opening up more than I ever had for my fingers.

“Just breathe, Drew,” he whispered, his free hand resting heavily on my hip to keep me still. “It’s almost in.”

I let out a long exhale and tried to relax my ass. The moment my muscles finally surrendered, the widest part of the teardrop bulb slipped past the tight entrance. With a sudden, wet noise, the plug slid all the way in, the narrow neck settling perfectly into the muscle while the flared base clutched tight against my skin.

A rush of pure, unadulterated pleasure shot straight up my spine, making my head spin. It was an overwhelming sensation of complete fullness, an intense internal pressure that felt absolutely amazing. Aaron carefully pulled my knickers back over my ass. When I climbed off the bed and stood up, the plug moved inside me, sending another rush of pleasure through my body.

“Aaron…” I gasped, leaning against his chest as he wrapped his arms around me. Every tiny shift of my hips caused the plug to slide against my internal walls. My legs felt like absolute jelly. With every step, the natural sway of my hips forced my butt cheeks to squeeze against the flared base, pushing the thickest part of the teardrop deeper into my tight passage before it slightly slid back down.

When we sank into the bean bags in the Barn, I looked around. A lot of the others looked how I felt: flushed and turned on, getting random rushes of pleasure from the butt plugs we were all wearing.

“I can see from the way most of you are shifting in your seats that you took my advice,” Yasmin said. She stepped over to a long table stacked with large, pump-action bottles. “As you know, the ass is not self-lubricating, so we need to use lots of this stuff.”

Yasmin began walking down the rows, handing out a heavy bottle to each couple. Returning to the front, she gestured to Brad, who stepped up beside her.

“Now, to ensure everyone understands the mechanics of it,” Yasmin announced, popping the button on her tight, yellow uniform shorts. “Brad and I are going to demonstrate.”

“Oh my God,” I whispered to Aaron. “Is she really going to get fucked in the ass while everyone watches?”

Yasmin’s shorts hit the floor, revealing a pair of cute white panties that contrasted beautifully with her dark skin. Seconds later, those pooled around her ankles, too, revealing a thick, curly triangle of dark hair. She turned around and bent over the table, spreading her legs slightly.

“First of all,” she told us over her shoulder. “Brad is going to apply some lube and massage the muscles to loosen them up.”

Brad stepped up behind her, entirely focused and professional. He pressed down on one of the large pump bottles, coating his fingers in a thick layer of transparent gel.

“You want to start around the outside,” Yasmin narrated, even as Brad’s slick fingers began to firmly circle her tight, dark opening. “Brad is using a firm, circular pressure to spread the lube and coax the muscle into expanding.”

I swallowed hard, my eyes glued to the stage. Beside me, Aaron’s hand gripped my thigh as his own breathing turned heavy and the bulge in his shorts grew bigger. Brad continued to massage her rear entrance until one of his fingers slipped inside.

“Now he’s inside,” Yasmin gasped, her heavy tits heaving against the table. “You have to pause here. Let your partner breathe through the initial fullness. If they tense up, you stop. Brad is twisting his finger gently, coating the interior walls.”

The plug inside me twisted as I clenched my muscles. I let out a soft whimper, squeezing my thighs together as my pussy leaked a fresh, hot wave of wetness into my panties. Brad didn't rush. He added a second pump of lubricant to his hand, rubbing it against Yasmin's skin before slowly introducing a second finger.

“Once the first finger moves easily, you can gradually introduce a second. The stretching sensation increases significantly here, ” Yasmin instructed. Brad’s two fingers slid deep inside her with a wet, squelching sound. Brad began a slow, rhythmic pumping motion, his two fingers driving deep into her over and over again, stretching her wider. Yasmin started moaning with pleasure. Her hand moved under her and reappeared between her thighs. She started to rub her clit.

“Sorry… just need to come…” she whimpered.

Her hand moved more frantically, and then I saw her pussy contract as she climaxed. She rubbed herself through it until she was panting heavily.

“God, I needed that,” she managed to say. “It’s also helped relax my ass. Brad? I think I’m ready.”

Brad stepped back from the table, reached down, and dropped his shorts and boxers to his ankles. My breath caught in my throat as his massive, heavy cock sprang free. It was already fully erect, thick, and long. He reached for the pump-action bottle, squirted a generous handful of the lube, and stroked it all over his cock.

Yasmin braced her forearms firmly on the edge of the presenter's table, arching her back and lifting her dark, rounded ass high into the air. “Okay, everyone,” Yasmin panted heavily. “Notice how Brad is positioning himself. He’s aligning the head of his cock perfectly parallel to the angle of my spine. For beginners, it’s often easier to do this spooning or missionary.”

Brad moved slightly behind her, placing his large hands firmly on her hips to steady her. He pressed the blunt head of his cock directly against her tight asshole. With a slow, steady, and unyielding forward pressure, he began to push.

Yasmin let out a loud moan as Brad’s cock breached her defences. Brad paused for a second, letting her adjust, before beginning to fuck her slowly. Each thrust went further into her ass until eventually he was buried to his balls.

“Oh God… yes…” Yasmin whimpered, her fingers clawing at the edge of the wooden table.

Brad began to move. He pulled nearly all the way out, letting the audience see the glistening, lubricated length of his cock before driving it straight back inside her with a heavy thrust. Every time he plunged deep, Yasmin’s hips shook, and she let out a loud moan into the room. Her hand reappeared between her thighs as she rubbed her clit frantically. They were really going for it now, both of them panting and groaning. They seem to have forgotten about the demonstration; Brad was just fucking her hard in the ass.

“Oh… fuck… that’s so good,” she moaned.

“Yes fuck…” he growled. “Gonna come…”

They both climaxed together, with Brad slamming so hard into her ass that the heavy table moved forward a few inches. Yasmin’s cunt clenched on empty air as her tight ass milked Brad’s cock, and she squirted all over the floor. Brad collapsed onto her back, breathing heavily, his cock still buried in her ass. When he finally pulled out, thick, white cum ran out and down her dark skin in long lines.

Yasmin stood upright and cleared her throat. “Okay, class. It’s your turn.”

I rolled over on the bean bag, facing away from Aaron and lifting my dress slightly so that he could see the base of the butt plug. His fingers travelled over the curve of my ass and down to the base of the plug. With a slow, deliberate twist, he subtly pushed it a fraction of an inch deeper, then pulled it slightly back out.

I felt another wave of pleasure, and a moan escaped my throat before I could stop it. With one smooth tug, he pulled the thick silicone bulb straight out of me. The sudden release of internal pressure made my breath catch.

“Aaron,” I said over my shoulder. “I’m ready. I’m already so ready. Don't make me wait, please. I’ve wanted you to fuck my ass for ages.”

Behind me, I heard the sound of Aaron slapping a load of lube onto his cock. Then, his heavy weight pressed firmly against my back, spooning me from behind in the deep dip of the bean bag. His large hand reached down, parting my cheeks, and I felt the blunt head of his cock press directly against my twitching rear entrance.

Holding my hip steady with one hand, Aaron thrust slowly into me. My eyes squeezed shut as my tight skin stretched to accommodate him. But the butt plug had done its job. He slipped inside surprisingly easily.

“Jesus, Drew,” Aaron murmured. “It feels good, but it’s so tight.”

I put my hand on my ass cheek and spread myself wider. “Keep going, it feels amazing.”

He started to thrust, using the motion to get deeper every time. He established a slow, agonisingly deep rhythm until I felt his body against my ass. He was all the way inside, and I’d never felt so full.

All around, other couples were also experiencing the same thing. The room was filled with murmurs, moans, and wet sounds of anal fucking. I could see that Julian had Toby on his back, his legs in the air, and his hard dick flapping about as he thrust into his ass. The two of them were laughing like it was the funniest thing ever. Maeve was face down, spreadeagled over her bean bag as Soren knelt behind her and fucked her in the ass. In the far corner, I saw that Roxy had got a strap-on from somewhere. She had Damien kneeling in front of her as she pegged him enthusiastically from behind, occasionally slapping him on the ass.

But I couldn’t concentrate on the filthy sights going on all around me. The sensation of Aaron’s massive cock deep in my butt was pushing me right to the edge. I didn’t even need to touch my clit, I just went straight into the abyss, coming hard and releasing a torrent of hot liquid down my thighs. The pleasure came from deeper than usual, but it spread to every corner of my body, as I felt my ass clamping down around his shaft.

“God, this is so good,” Aaron groaned. “I love watching my dick disappear inside your ass.”

“Mmm,” I moaned in reply. “Harder.”

He upped the pace, slapping his body against my ass. I came hard again, straight away. My hand went to my clit, easing myself through the orgasm as my thighs shook uncontrollably. I could sense Aaron was getting close, too.

“Fucking come in my ass,” I gasped. “Fill my ass.”

He started thrusting so hard that it took my breath away. And then he was groaning in relief as load after load of thick, wet cum flooded my insides. As he pumped into me, it overflowed, running down my skin.

“Oh, wow… Drew,” he groaned, his cock still throbbing inside me. “We are doing this again!”


Chapter Eleven




After lunch, Yasmin had a surprise for us. She told us that the afternoon workshop was going to be held down at the lake in the open air. The announcement was met with a chorus of excited chatters; after the intense atmosphere of the Barn this morning, the idea of getting outside was definitely appealing.

We all collected blankets, water bottles, and snacks, then hiked the short distance through the towering pine trees of the forest to the lake. It was absolutely beautiful. The afternoon sun was bright and warm, catching the gentle ripples of the deep blue water, and a crescent of soft sand formed a secluded private beach.

Yasmin had us all spread out our blankets, creating a cosy semi-circle on the sand right around her. The vibe felt like a luxurious, slightly decadent picnic, but knowing Yasmin, things weren't going to stay casual for very long.

“Welcome to the afternoon session, everyone,” Yasmin announced, her bright smile scanning the relaxed crowd. “This afternoon, we are going to dive into a phenomenon that is often misunderstood. Welcome to the squirting workshop.”

An immediate wave of nervous giggles, intrigued gasps, and sudden shifting on blankets went through the group.

“Now, before we get into the mechanics, I want to do a quick survey to see where we're starting from,” Yasmin said, sitting back on her blanket. “By a show of hands, who here has actually squirted before? Either intentionally or by accident.”

I looked around the semi-circle as hands began to go up. About half the people in the group raised their hands. Roxy’s hand shot up immediately with a confident laugh, and Maeve gave a modest little shrug as she raised hers next to Soren.

Yasmin looked directly at me, noticing my hand was hovering halfway up, looking a bit hesitant. “What about you, Drew? You look unsure.”

I flushed slightly. “It happens sometimes, when I’m having an incredibly intense climax,” I admitted. “It’s not something I can control.”

“And that is completely normal,” Yasmin reassured me with a warm nod. “For a lot of women, it’s a spontaneous byproduct of a major orgasm.”

“It’s the exact opposite for me,” another girl, Chloe, chimed in from a few blankets over, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. “It never happens at the same time as an orgasm, but I can make it happen every time with this metal dildo I’ve got.”

“Fascinating, isn't it?” Yasmin said, clapping her hands together. “And for some people, they only squirt from anal sex. Does anyone know what comes out when you squirt?”

“It’s just pee,” laughed Julian.

“No,” said Yasmin, shaking her head. “Although the water part comes from the bladder, it’s not mixed with urine. In fact, numerous scientific studies have shown that it's a completely different fluid. It actually contains high levels of an enzyme which comes from the Skene's glands, mixed with a highly diluted fluid stored in the bladder. It's clean, it’s natural, and it doesn’t smell or taste like pee.”

Julian nodded, suitably corrected, while the rest of the group murmured in fascination.

“So, today,” Yasmin continued, “I’m going to show you all a specific, step-by-step manual method that works for the vast majority of people, regardless of your past experience. It’s all about the combination of G-spot pressure and urethral relaxation. Ladies… find a partner and remove your underwear.”

All the girls exchanged looks and then started to take off their shorts or reach up under their skirts. I reached down beneath the hem of my summer dress, my fingers sliding over my hips to grasp the edges of my panties. With a slow, self-conscious shift of my weight, I wiggled them down my thighs and off over my feet. Yasmin casually stood up and dropped her shorts and knickers to the floor. Then she sat back on the blanket facing us and spread her legs.

Maeve gave me a wicked grin as she tossed her knickers onto her blanket. Even the more reserved girls in the camp were pulling their dresses up to their hips, exposing their bare, glistening lower halves to the open air. All around me, I could see pussies of different shapes and colours. Some were covered in bushes - blonde, red or brunette. Some were shaved down the sides with just a patch of hair at the top of the mound. A few were even completely smooth and shaved.

“Excellent,” Yasmin praised, entirely unfazed as she sat facing a dizzying array of spread vaginas.

“Now, ladies, sit back and bring your knees up, spreading your feet wide apart,” Yasmin instructed, demonstrating the position on her own mat. “Partners, I want you to sit to the side so you can reach between their legs. You need direct, comfortable access. Before we even touch the G-spot, we need to warm up with some clitoral massage.”

Aaron shifted slightly to my side. He reached down, his large, warm fingers finding my already-swollen clit. I felt a sudden rush of pleasure, causing my hips to lift slightly off the blanket. Yasmin’s hand went between her own legs, circling her clit firmly with two fingers.

“That’s it, partners,” Yasmin’s voice echoed over the sand, smooth and instructing. “Start soft, but keep the pressure consistent. We want to bring the blood flow entirely to the surface and make sure they’re nice and aroused. You want her practically begging for internal touch before we even think about hooking.”

All around us, the beach was filled with the sounds of soft gasps and quiet whimpers. To my left, Roxy was already arching her back, her breath heavy as Julian worked his fingers over her smooth, hairless mound. Further down, Maeve’s eyes were shut tight, her thighs trembling as Soren expertly massaged her, pressing her hood piercing against her clit.

My pussy was already leaking, a steady stream of slick arousal running down over my asshole.

“Alright, partners,” Yasmin called out, her voice breathless. “She should be ready now. It's time to go inside. Use two fingers and hook them up like this.” She demonstrated by holding up her middle two fingers and then pushing them up into her vagina.

Aaron followed her instructions, sliding inside me with a wet sound that made me gasp out loud. He pushed deep, his knuckles burying against my outer lips, and then he paused, letting me adjust to the sudden stretch.

“Now, look at my hand angle,” Yasmin instructed as she worked her fingers inside herself. “You want your palms facing upward. Once you’re in about two inches, curl your fingers, hooking upward against the front wall of her vagina. That’s where the G-spot is, you should be able to feel it’s slightly rougher or ridged.”

Aaron followed her lead perfectly. I felt his two fingers curl, his fingertips hooking firmly upward, pressing hard against that ribbed, spongy, sweet spot behind my pubic bone. It felt amazing.

“Oh God, Aaron…” I cried, loud and uninhibited in the open air. All around me, the other girls were making similar moans of pleasure.

“Now press firmly on the G-spot and then release,” Yasmin said, her hand starting to move up and down. “It’s an up and down motion, not in and out. Ladies, you might feel like you need to pee, but don’t worry, that’s not what’s going to happen. Try to go with it.”

As Aaron started to slam up and down against my G-spot, I felt a heavy, throbbing ache deep inside my pelvis. The pressure began to build, like I needed to pee, but amplified by pure, electric pleasure. Every time his fingers hooked and pulled outward, the internal pressure mounted, making my thighs shake.

“Don't fight the pressure, ladies!” Yasmin called out, her voice straining as she demonstrated the technique, her own hips rolling frantically on her mat. “When you feel it building, do not hold back. Just relax and let it come.”

All around the beach, the symphony of moans turned into frantic, desperate gasps. I could hear the wet, rapid squelching of dozens of fingers working in unison. Yasmin’s dark skin glistened with a thick layer of sweat, now, her fingers working frantically. The sound from her cunt changed to a wet, sloshing sound; loud and obscene.

“Just let it… Fuck…” The dam broke. Yasmin’s back suddenly arched as her ass lifted off the blanket. A powerful fountain of clear fluid erupted from her, shooting straight up into the air in a thick, pulsing stream before raining down all over her blanket. She pulled her fingers out and rubbed them back and forth over her clit, making the stream spray in all directions. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she let out one long, continuous moan of ecstasy.

That spectacular display was the trigger for the rest of us. Watching her squirt so violently, combined with the wet sounds of her climax, completely shattered whatever reservations the rest of us had left. Our partners upped the pace, and all around me I could hear wet slapping sounds, punctuated by sudden moans and streams of liquid flying through the air.

I screamed, my hips instantly arching off the towel as the pressure suddenly gave way. My pussy started making a wet squelching noise. My toes clawed into the sand at the edge of the blanket. A fountain of warm, clear fluid erupted from me, spraying all over Aaron’s strong forearm. I felt him hesitate.

“Fuck, don’t stop!” I shouted at him.

He renewed the pressure, and another fountain erupted from me. The fluid kept rushing out of me in powerful, rhythmic waves, completely flooding my lower body, soaking my thighs and pooling under my ass.

It was a total sensory overload. Everywhere I looked, girls were arching their backs, their faces flushed crimson, their bodies completely giving way to the sensation. The sound of liquid flooding the towels, a chorus of wet squelches, filled the air, blending with the gentle lapping of the lake waves. The beach had become a beautiful, decadent scene of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

Aaron didn't stop working his fingers inside me until I’d squirted five or six times. The pleasure was intense, not so much a singular release like an orgasm, but more like one continuous, delicious flood of ecstasy.

Slowly, the frantic energy on the beach began to wind down. The rapid, wet sounds of friction gradually slowed, and the desperate cries melted into exhausted sighs and breathless laughter. One by one, the girls collapsed back onto their blankets, trembling and completely spent.

I lay flat on my back, my chest heaving as I stared up at the blue sky. Aaron finally withdrew his wet fingers, leaning over to press a soft, lingering kiss to my forehead as he collapsed beside me on the blanket.

Yasmin stood up from her mat, looking out over her thoroughly drenched, blissed-out camp with a triumphant, glowing smile.

“And that, everyone,” she panted lightly, her inner thighs still shining and wet, “is how you unlock squirting. There’s no going back now.”

Brad had been watching quietly from the back of the group, sitting on a cooler of drinks. He got up now, opened the cooler and started handing out bottles of water.

“Got to stay hydrated, girls,” he grinned.


Chapter Twelve




Everyone thirstily sipped their water, but no one had made any move to get dressed. All the girls were still sitting around on the sandy beach without anything on their lower halves, their bare skin still damp. Maeve put the cap back on her bottle and tossed it onto the towel.

“God, that’s made me so horny,” she groaned. She ran her hands down Soren’s chest over his T-shirt. “I need to be properly fucked now.”

There was a ripple of agreement from the other students nearby. Maeve kissed Soren in the neck and slipped her hand into his shorts.

“Mmm, already hard for me,” she murmured. “Oh fuck it. Let’s just do it right here.”

She tugged his shorts down, making his cock spring out, and then threw her leg over him, mounting him. His cock slipped inside her, right in front of everyone, and she tossed her head back, moaning with pleasure.

“God, yes!” she laughed. Then she started fucking him, bouncing up and down on his cock, her dark, soaked bush rubbing against his pubic bone.

The rest of us watched in stunned silence, but gradually, the other couple began to kiss each other, letting out little sighs and moans. Hands slipped between thighs, and dicks started to come out. I looked at Aaron.

“I need it, too,” I said, lying back on the blanket and pulling him on top of me. “Fuck me. Right here on the beach.”

Aaron didn’t need to be asked twice; he moved on top of me between my legs, reaching down to pull his shorts down just enough to free his cock. He pinned me to the towel, his heavy chest pressing down against my breasts as he guided the head of his dick straight against my soaking, wide-open pussy. With a deep growl, he drove forward. He nailed me right into the beach, his entire length burying deep inside my swollen cunt and stretching every inch of me.

I immediately locked my legs around his waist, clamping my thighs tightly around his hips to pull him even deeper. All around us, other people were fucking, right out in the open. It spurred us on, driving Aaron to thrust hard and fast, pounding me into the sand. I was vaguely aware of Yasmin dragging Brad down on top of her. He knelt between her legs, spreading her dark mound to expose her wet, pink insides, and then burying himself inside her.

To the side of me, Roxy had both Julian and Toby. She was riding Julian, but Toby knelt behind her, guiding his dick into her from behind until she was taking them both. That looked so good, I suddenly wanted to try it myself. I turned my head to the side to watch the filthy sight, while Aaron was still fucking me, pushed me right over the edge. I came hard, my body trying to squirm and buck, but I was pinned down by Aaron’s weight. His ass bounced up and down between my legs, his cock still slamming into me right through my orgasm.

Roxy looked like she was losing her mind. With Julian’s cock in her pussy, and Toby in her ass, she’d lost the ability to speak, just a low continuous groan coming from her open mouth. Her eyes were rolled completely up in her head. Julian and Toby were laughing at her.

“Look at this slutty bitch,” Julian said, thrusting up into her.

“Absolute champion, isn't she?” Toby laughed, giving her a hard slap on her ass. “She’d give one of the lacrosse girls a run for her money.”

Julian let out a loud laugh as he thrust up into her. His hands gripped Roxy's waist as she bounced helplessly between them. “Right you are, mate! Look at her eyes, she’s absolutely gone.”

Roxy came hard, squirting all over Julian.

Watching the two of them casually banter while thoroughly gangbanging Roxy under the bright afternoon sun was the filthiest, most intoxicating thing I had ever seen. Aaron noticed where my eyes were glued. He let out a grunt, his cock still bottoming out inside me with every thrust. “Like what you see, Drew?” he panted. “You want two dicks at the same time?”

My legs clamped even harder around him. “Oh, God, yes…” And then I came again, my body shaking as the waves of ecstasy washed through me. My walls clenching around his shaft pushed Aaron over the edge, too. With a groan of relief, he emptied himself into me, load after load of thick cum pulsing from his throbbing cock until I was overflowing with it.

Right next to us, the posh boys were reaching their own breaking point.

“Right, Julian, old chap,” Toby gasped. “Time to fill the old lady full of jizz.”

“Bloody well do it, then!” Julian panted. “Her tight cunt’s doing for me as well.”

They slammed harder into her, grunting and groaning as they released their loads. When they pulled out, Roxy rolled off, whimpering and unable to speak.

All around us, the other couples were reaching their own climaxes. Brad pulled out of Yasmin and spunked long white lines of cum up the dark skin of her belly. When Soren started to cum, Maeve jumped off and bent over him, taking his dick in her mouth as he emptied himself.

Less than ten minutes after it had started, the frantic fucking on the beach was over.

That evening, we sat around the fire, watching the flickering flames send sparks up high into the darkness. Aaron put his arm around me.

“Do you want to talk about what happened earlier?” he said softly.

“What do you mean?” I replied, shifting slightly against him.

“You… said you wanted two dicks at once. Is that… something you’ve thought about before?” The warmth of the fire was on my face, but a sudden, entirely different heat flushed down my neck.

“Isn’t it every girl’s fantasy?” I giggled. “But before today, I never thought it would really happen.”

“And now?”

“And now… I want it more than anything.”

Aaron’s arm tightened around me. “Do you want to find someone. Tonight?”

I felt my stomach lurch with excitement. Suddenly, there was a shadow over us.

It was Kamal. “Beer?” he asked, offering us a couple of bottles.

Aaron looked at me, and I met his gaze steadily, knowing what he was silently asking. I nodded.

“Kamal, my friend,” grinned Aaron. “Come and sit with us. We’ve got something to ask you.”

The cabin was dark and quiet. Instead of putting on the main light, I just turned on a lamp in the corner, keeping it dim and intimate. The three of us sat on the bed, and I kissed each of them in turn. Then they began to slowly undress me.

My summer dress slipped off my shoulders, pooling at my waist. Aaron unhooked my bra and let my heavy tits free. The two men leaned in, cupping a breast each and lifting my nipples to their mouths. The sensation of having both of them sucking hard on me was incredible, sending a rush of wetness to my pussy.

They gently lay me back on the bed, removing my dress completely, and then slipping my knickers off over my thighs. While Aaron continued to suck on my tits, Kamal moved between my legs, his warm, wet mouth encompassing my clit and sucking on it. My back arched with pleasure. Their hands and mouths were all over me, worshipping me, making me the centre of their universe. It felt so good I almost wanted to cry.

The guys took a brief break to strip naked, two hard cocks standing straight up, just for me. My pussy was already aching, desperate to be penetrated. Kamal climbed up on the bed, and while Aaron held me, he slid his big cock deep inside me. Soon, the three of us were moaning together as Kamal fucked me, and my hand gripped Aaron’s dick, stroking him firmly up and down.

Kamal pulled out, his black cock soaked and shining with my arousal. Aaron took his place and fucked me even deeper while Kamal fed me his cock, making me lick my own juices off it, and then plunging it deep into my throat. It didn’t take me long to come, screaming.

And then it was time for me to live out my fantasy. I mounted Aaron, sliding down his shaft until I was pressed right up against his body, my clit rubbing against him. In this position, his massive cock already filled me almost to my limits. I rocked my hips, grinding myself on him and feeling the friction of his shaft against every stretched inch of my cunt.

Kamal moved behind me, kneeling on the bed between our legs. He smothered his cock in lube, stroking his thick length, before pressing it against my asshole. I continued to rock my hips, pushing back against him and feeling him begin to stretch me a little more each time.

He applied more pressure, and the next time I rocked back, I opened up for him. His cock slipped inside my tight entrance, my muscles gripping him and burning as they stretched. But the brief pain quickly gave way to an intense pleasure. I could feel his cock grinding against Aaron’s inside me, applying friction to both sides of my walls.

As he pushed deeper, I felt so deliciously full, and so deliciously dirty at doing it, that I went right over the edge and came hard again. I squirmed and shook on their cocks as wave after wave of climax made me scream with ecstasy. They began to start fucking me, thrusting slightly out of sync in a way that drove me absolutely feral.

“Oh God, yes! Fuck me, Kamal, Aaron, harder!” I wailed, my head thrashing. My tits were bouncing, too, slapping together as the two men fucked me.

“You like being our little spit-roast slut, don't you?” Aaron groaned. “You wanted this so bad all day. Listen to how fucking wet you are.”

“Fuck, her ass is so tight,” Kamal panted. He pulled all the way out of my ass for a second, trying not to come. I felt the cold air hit my ass for a second before he buried his entire length right back inside.

“You’re both so fucking big!” I screamed, completely feral as the dual thrusting scrambled my brain. I came again, my vision blurring. My whole body was tingling and buzzing with pleasure as their thick shafts completely owned me.

“Oh God, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I groaned. “I’m such a fucking whore. Tell me what a whore I am, taking two big cocks.”

“You’re a filthy slut, Drew,” Aaron growled, and I could tell he was enjoying talking to me like that. “An easy little slapper who loves dick so much she’ll fuck anyone. You’ve got some stranger's cock in your ass, but I fucking love you, you kinky bitch.”

I came again, and my cunt and ass clenched tight around them, spasming and contracting around their shafts.

“Fill me with cum,” I begged. “Come in my ass, come in my cunt.”

It didn’t take them long to do what I requested. Aaron thrust up into me, harder and faster. Suddenly, his cock was throbbing as he released inside me. He slowed, but Kamal took up the frantic pace, slamming into me from behind.

“Come in my ass,” I screamed.

Kamal slammed deep into me one last time and let out a howl of relief as he filled my ass with hot cum. When I finally rolled off them, leaking from both holes, they held me tight. We were all sweaty and naked, smelling of sex and cum.

“Oh God, that was amazing,” I groaned. “So, so good.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Aaron said, giving me a kiss on my damp forehead. “And there’s still one more day of camp to go. What the hell are we going to be learning about tomorrow?”


Chapter Thirteen




The next morning, being surrounded by naked bodies in the outdoor showers felt almost normal; any lingering traces of modesty had evaporated. We stood beneath the streams of water, laughing and chatting about the night before. Once we were clean and refreshed, we dressed and ate breakfast with the others on the long benches.

After finishing our coffee, the group began filtering toward the Barn for the morning lesson. Walking through the heavy double doors, I noticed the space had been transformed. Instead of bean bags, there were rows of camping mattresses on the floor.

“Good morning, everyone,” Yasmin smiled. “I hope you all slept well and put yesterday's lessons to good use. This morning, we are focusing on sensory deprivation. I want you all to find a partner and a mattress and make yourself comfortable.”

There was a murmur of excited conversation as everyone took their places.

“On the edge of each mattress, you’ll find a pair of blindfolds and some earplugs. Sensory deprivation is one of the most powerful tools for deepening sensation. When you remove a person's sight and hearing, every touch, every breath, every slide of skin becomes a sudden, amplified explosion of feeling.”

She paused, looking over the room with a knowing smile. “Everyone, I want you to strip completely naked. Lie down on the mattress with your partner, put the earplugs in and put the blindfolds on. From that moment on, you’ll have to rely on touch. Make out with your partner. Feel their skin against yours. Kiss and touch each other all over, and then try having sex just by touch.”

A thrill of nervous excitement shot straight to my core. The dress I was wearing unzipped at the back, so I turned around and let Aaron unzip it and slide it down over my shoulders. I stepped out of the dress and slid off my underwear, leaving myself completely naked and exposed as I lay on the mattress. All around the room, the rustle of clothes filled the air as the other students stripped down, creating a sea of bare skin.

Aaron quickly stripped off, too, the familiar warmth of his naked body shifting onto the mattress right next to me. We picked up the earplugs together. I rolled the soft foam between my fingers and pressed them into my ears, instantly muffling the sounds of the Barn down to a quiet hum. Next came the blindfold. I guided the smooth fabric over my eyes just as Aaron did the same, and the world vanished.

The isolation was immediate, covering me in a silent blackness. My remaining senses went on high alert. The air of the Barn felt cooler against my bare skin, my nipples hardening as my heart hammered a frantic rhythm against my ribs.I reached out for Aaron, and our hands collided in the dark, our fingers immediately tangling together.

Guided only by touch, Aaron shifted his weight, his heavy, muscular chest leaning over me until his warm skin pressed flat against my bare breasts. His lips found mine by feel, a little uncoordinated at first, but turning instantly into a deep, desperate kiss.

Without my sight or hearing, the sensation of his tongue sliding into my mouth was overwhelming. Every brush of his stubble against my chin, every hot exhale of his breath against my face, felt ten times more intense than before. I could smell him, too; a clean, masculine smell that I realised I loved.

There was a certain thrill in knowing that all around us, other naked couples were doing the same, although we couldn’t see or hear them. I thought about Yasmin and Brad, supervising and not taking part, watching the whole silent room full of people about to fuck.

I slid my hands up Aaron’s broad back, my palms running over the hard muscle as he began to kiss his way down my neck. My body was already hyper-sensitive when his warm, wet mouth latched onto my erect nipple. I let out a moan that I couldn’t hear, and my hips bucked off the mattress involuntarily. His hands slid down my waist to grip my hips, turning me slightly. In the blackness, I felt his cock against my thigh, thick and hard, so I reached out for it, wrapping my hand around it and stroking him firmly. I felt, rather than heard, the buzz of his groan against my breast.

His hands moved between my thighs, searching by feel for my soaking opening. His fingers parted my outer lips, drawing out my arousal and rubbing it all over my highly sensitive clit. Aaron knew exactly how to get me off. His fingers moved over my swollen nub in slow, firm circles, the weight of his body keeping me pinned in position as I squirmed with pleasure.

I couldn't hear the wet, squelching sounds his hand was making, but I could feel the intense pressure building right between my legs, expanding outward until my entire body throbbed with a heavy, desperate ache. One of my hands grabbed his muscular ass, my fingernails digging in as I arched my back, silently begging for more pressure. My other hand was still wanking his massive shaft, and I could feel every throb, every vein, every drop of pre-cum.

I went right over the edge. I let out a silent, breathless scream into the dark, my hips thrashing against the mattress in a wild, uncontrollable release that left me shaking in his arms. Before I had even finished coming, Aaron was moving between my legs. His weight above me, he guided his rock-hard cock to my pussy.

Slowly, deliberately, Aaron moved his hips, pushing his dick inside me. Without my sight or hearing, the sudden sensation of him entering me was magnified. As he slid deeper, the intense feeling of being stretched open to my limits completely took over my mind.

In the silent dark, every inch of friction felt so vividly defined that I could perfectly picture his thick, throbbing cock forcing its way through my tight vagina, relentlessly stretching my wet and engorged internal walls apart. I could practically see the image in my head; my pink, swollen pussy expanding to swallow every single thick, veiny inch of his shaft as he buried himself all the way to his balls.

The mental image, combined with the raw physical reality of the fullness, made my heart race so fast I thought it might explode. Aaron paused for a long, agonising moment, letting me adjust to the stretch, before he pulled back and thrust again. He moved with a slow, steady rhythm, his hands gripping my wrists and pinning them to the mattress above my head as he fucked me.

The feeling of being fucked like this was wonderful. Deprived of my eyes and ears, the pleasure felt incredibly concentrated. I could feel his heartbeat against my sweat-slicked breasts. Every brush of his skin on my pierced nipples sent another wave of sensation through me. I could even feel the individual muscles in his fingers as they gripped my wrists so tightly that it was almost painful.

The intense fullness was pushing me right back toward the brink at a terrifying speed. I thrashed my head from side to side against the mattress, my blindfolded eyes widening in the darkness as the internal pressure reached a fever pitch. Every slow, heavy plunge from Aaron felt like a wave crashing over me, dragging me closer and closer to a total sensory explosion.

I couldn't see, I couldn't hear. There was nothing in my entire universe except the feeling of his body against mine and the thick, throbbing cock penetrating my body, driving me feral in the silent, pitch-black void.

"I'm going to come," I tried to cry out. But my voice seemed far away.

In the blackness, the image of his thick, veiny cock violently hammering into my swollen, dripping wet cunt flashed vividly behind my eyelids. I plunged over the edge. My back arched completely off the mattress, my body trying to twist free, but unable to move. A full-body orgasm ripped through me, and I let out a scream that even I could hear.

A powerful torrent of warm fluid erupted from between my legs. It sprayed out in heavy, pulsing waves, drenching Aaron’s thighs and groin, and flooding the mattress beneath my shaking ass. The sensation of squirting so violently while completely blindfolded and deaf was a total sensory overload.

As my cunt contracted tightly around Aaron’s shaft, it seemed to tip him over the edge, too. His lips found mine, and I felt him groan with relief into my mouth as his cock throbbed inside me. I could picture the cum exploding from the head of his cock, deep inside my convulsing walls. He pumped load after load of cum into my cunt, his body rigid against mine.

Aaron gently released his grip on my pinned wrists, his large, warm hands sliding up to cup my face in the dark. We collapsed together, breathing heavily and sweating. Slowly, the frantic racing of my heart began to ease. I tugged off my blindfold and found that the sudden light was blinding. Then I pulled out the earplugs, letting the sound rush in.

The wall of sound that hit me was staggering, an immediate assault on my senses after the total silence of the void. The Barn was filled with the raw, unfiltered noise of dozens of people fucking. As my eyes adjusted to the light, I peered around me.

Right next to our mattress, Julian was on his knees, his face flushed a deep crimson as he buried his cock into Roxy’s pussy from behind, her fingers clawing frantically at the edge of the camping mattress as he slammed into her. He made a strange sound that he couldn’t hear, his ass clenching as he finally unloaded inside her.

Further along, Maeve was riding Soren, her breasts bouncing, and her blindfolded head thrown back. The wet, slapping sounds of their fucking were incredibly loud, joining a chaotic chorus of deep groans and desperate whimpers from the other campers.

Eventually, the frantic energy in the Barn began to wind down. The cries of ecstasy melted into deep, exhausted sighs, giggles, and the quiet sound of heavy breathing. I looked over at Aaron, who was watching the scene with a satisfied grin, his chest still slick with sweat. Yasmin and Brad stood near the front of the room, looking over their thoroughly blissed-out campers with triumphant smiles.


Chapter Fourteen




After lunch, we reassembled in the Barn for the final lesson, settling into the bean bags that had been arranged in their usual semi-circle. Yasmin stepped forward.

“As you know, at the Sex Education Camp, I am Brad’s boss. He works for me. But what you don’t know is that when we leave this place, our dynamic completely flips. In our private life, we are a couple, albeit in a non-monogamous, open relationship.”

There were a few whispers of surprise. I don’t think any of us had realised that Yasmin and Brad were together.

Yasmin continued. “We also have a dom/sub relationship. I am entirely submissive to Brad.”

A quiet ripple of fascinated murmurs passed through the room.

Yasmin looked around the circle, her gaze locking onto a few of us. “Does anyone here actually know what a D/s relationship really means?”

When a few people shook their heads, she continued smoothly. “For us, it is absolutely sexual, but it is also deeply non-sexual. It dictates how we navigate our daily lives. Brad is my Dominant twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. I yield my control to him because it provides me with a profound sense of peace and freedom from the weight of making decisions. Brad decides everything for me, including what I wear and who I fuck.”

I felt a tingling of arousal between my legs at that idea.

“And that control also extends to our own sexual relationship. So, we are going to demonstrate a scene for you today. Before we begin, we need to talk about the most crucial element of any BDSM dynamic: safe words,” Yasmin explained, gesturing toward Brad, who stood tall and composed against the wall.

“When you completely surrender your control to another person, communication and trust must be absolute. We use the traffic light system. Green means everything is perfect, keep going. Yellow means caution; I might be reaching my physical or emotional limit, so slow down or adjust. And Red means stop immediately. No questions asked, no hesitation. The scene terminates instantly.”

“Now, I'm going to get changed, and then Brad will be in control,” Yasmin said with a small, parting smile before stepping behind a tall wooden privacy screen at the back of the room. The moment she disappeared, Brad stepped forward to take her place in the centre of the room.

“Aaron,” I whispered, my voice trembling with excitement. “I love the idea of this. Seriously. I think this might be the kink I’ve been waiting for all along. I want to be your sub. I… I want you to find guys to fuck me.” My heart was racing now, as the ideas came quickly. “And… the cuckqueen thing. You could bring home girls and fuck them in front of me and not even let me touch myself.”

Aaron turned his head to look at me, a wicked grin slowly spreading across his face. He put his arm around my waist to pull me firmly against his side. “You want to be my kinky little brat?” he smirked, his voice sending a jolt of heat straight down between my thighs. “Yeah? Maybe we could make that happen. If you’re a good girl…”

I was breathing heavily now, the ache between my legs so intense that I had to clench my thighs together. But then Yasmin stepped out from behind the screen, and the entire room collectively held its breath.

She walked into the centre of the room wearing tight, black leather knee-high boots that clicked sharply against the floorboards. Above that, she had a garter belt and tiny black knickers. A glossy black corset cinched her waist, the structure shoving her enormous breasts upward, creating the most spectacular, gravity-defying cleavage I had ever seen in my life. Around her neck was a thick, black leather collar, with a heavy metal leash trailing down and pooling in her hand. She walked with absolute confidence, her eyes locked entirely on Brad.

Brad didn't break eye contact as she approached. He stood tall, his arms crossed, waiting for her. When she reached him, Yasmin didn't say a word. She quietly dropped to her knees on the mat right at his feet, bowing her head slightly, and handed the end of the leather leash up to him.

Beside me, Aaron’s grip on my waist tightened significantly, his fingers digging into my hip as we both watched the display. My breathing was ragged, my mind completely short-circuiting between the shocking sight of Yasmin and the dirty ideas I had whispered to Aaron.

Brad took the leash from her fingers, wrapping the leather loop securely around his hand. He looked down at her with a calm expression.

“Good girl,” Brad said, his deep voice carrying across the silent Barn. He reached down, cupping her chin with his free hand and tilting her face up so she was forced to look at him. “Open your mouth.”

She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. Brad leaned over and spat in her mouth. I felt my pussy throb, and grabbed Aaron’s wrist, moving his hand up my dress. His fingers pressed against my soaked knickers, giving me a tiny bit of relief.

Brad kept his grip tight on the leather leash, holding it up so she had to lift her neck to be able to breathe. He reached down with his other hand and unzipped his trousers, freeing his thick, rock-hard cock. It sprang out, beautifully long, and already fully erect.

"Suck it," he commanded.

Yasmin leaned forward on her knees, wrapping her dark, manicured hands around the base of his shaft as she guided his massive head past her lips. She took him deep into her throat, her eyes squeezing shut as her chest heaved against the tight constraints of her corset. Her spectacular breasts bounced with the movement, her cleavage shifting beautifully as she began to suck him with desperate devotion.

But Brad wasn't looking for a gentle blowjob. After a few deep strokes, he gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling firmly into her hair. He began to fuck her mouth roughly, driving his hips forward in a harsh, demanding rhythm that forced her head back and forth and made her gag.

After a few moments of fucking her mouth, he yanked her head away by the hair.

“What do you want, slut?” he growled.

“To suck your cock,” she panted, saliva dripping down her chin.

He gave a tug on the leash. “Pardon?”

“To suck your cock, please, sir,” she whimpered.

Yasmin choked slightly as he thrust his cock deep into her throat again, completely surrendering to his control.

Beside me, Aaron’s fingers were working magic through the damp cotton of my knickers, rubbing my swollen clit in a rhythm that mirrored the action on the mat. I let out a quiet moan, my eyes glued to the scene. The other students around us were doing similar things. In the bean bag next to us, the two Asian girls who had been following Brad around were in each other’s arms. Each one with a hand in the other’s pants as they clung together and watched.

Brad pulled completely out of Yasmin’s mouth with a wet pop. She knelt there, her lips parted and shining with saliva, panting heavily as she looked up at him. Before she could even catch her breath, Brad leaned down and spat directly into her open mouth a second time, the thick saliva landing right on her tongue.

"Swallow it," he ordered.

Yasmin swallowed instantly, her throat bobbing as she looked up at him with total, glassy-eyed obedience. Without giving her a moment to rest, Brad gripped her hair again, angling her face perfectly before plunging his thick cock right back down her throat, fucking her mouth even harder than before.

Suddenly, Brad pulled away, his cock twitching and throbbing.

“Naughty girl,” he growled. “You nearly made me come too soon.”

“Sorry, sir,” she purred, although she didn’t look sorry.

Brad tugged on the leash. “Stand up.”

She stood up on shaky legs. He reached into a box on the table and pulled out a vibrator. It was slightly curved, with ridges running down each side. He turned it on and then slipped it into the front of her knickers. Yasmin gasped loudly, her hips bucking forward as the ridges vibrated violently against her sensitive clit.

“You’re going to stand right there and take it,” Brad commanded, pulling the leather leash taut.

The vibration was clearly set to its highest level. Within seconds, Yasmin’s voluptuous breasts began to heave, her impressive cleavage straining against the black corset as her breathing turned into a series of frantic, desperate pants. Her thighs began to tremble violently. Her knees buckled as her body tried to instinctively sink toward the floor to escape the overwhelming stimulation, but she had to stay standing because of the leash around her neck.

“Ah! Oh, God, sir!” she cried out, her head thrashing from side to side.

A violent orgasm ripped through her body, making her hips buck against the vibrator. I could see that she had squirted in her panties as it leaked out down her inner thighs. But Brad didn't turn it off. He kept it pressed firmly against her throbbing clit.

“Please, sir…” she whimpered.

“Did I tell you that you were allowed to stop?” Brad asked, his voice completely calm and dominant.

Yasmin didn't use her safe word. “Green,” she whispered, even though her legs were shaking.

Hardly a minute later, the relentless buzzing triggered a second, even more intense climax. Yasmin let out a scream, her fingers clawing helplessly at Brad’s arm. Her legs shook so badly she would have collapsed instantly if Brad wasn't holding her up by the leash.

Beside me, Aaron’s fingers were soaking wet, rubbing my own clit through my knickers. I was panting heavily, my eyes wide as I watched Brad completely dominate her, pushing her through a third, overlapping orgasm until she was sobbing with pure pleasure.

Yasmin went straight into a fourth orgasm, leaving her panting and crying. Her chest heaved so violently within the black corset that it looked as though her massive breasts might spill over the top. Yet, Brad’s grip on the leash remained unyielding, keeping her upright on her shaking legs.

After the fifth orgasm, she couldn't take it any more.

"Y…yellow..." she finally gasped. "Yellow, sir..."

Instantly, Brad clicked the vibrator off and slipped it out of her soaked knickers. The sudden silence in the Barn was deafening. Everyone let out a collective breath.

"Good girl for telling me," Brad murmured.

He wrapped the leash tightly around his hand and yanked her forward toward the low wooden table. Yasmin stumbled, her weak legs barely carrying her, before Brad forcefully bent her upper body flat across the tabletop. Her massive cleavage pressed hard against the wood, and her ass was thrust high into the air, facing the entire room.

Brad hooked his fingers into the waistband of her soaked panties and peeled them down until they were stretched between her knees, exposing her swollen pussy, and beautifully curved ass. He gathered a thick pool of saliva in his mouth and spat directly onto her tight, puckered asshole.

Without a second of hesitation, he lined the thick, heavy head of his cock right against her slicked entrance.

“You want my cock in your ass, slut?” he asked.

“Yes. Please, sir,” she whimpered.

Brad drove forward, forcing his entire length deep into her tight ass in one heavy, merciless thrust. Yasmin let out a muffled, piercing shriek, her fingers clawing frantically at the edges of the table.

"My turn now, you anal whore," Brad growled in her ear, his face flushed as he immediately began to fuck her ass with hard, deep, punishing strokes. The loud, wet slap of his pelvis hitting her cheeks echoed brutally through the silent Barn. "Your tight ass is going to make me come."

Beside me, Aaron’s hand was keeping me right on the edge, his fingers grinding against my soaking clit. I bit my lip so hard it hurt, completely mesmerised as I watched Yasmin taking rough anal, her ass expanding and swallowing Brad’s thick shaft over and over again in front of everyone.

Brad picked up the pace, fucking her harder, his heavy thrusts slamming into her and making her entire body lurch against the tabletop. She came hard under him, her ass clenching around his shaft.

"I'm coming," he groaned suddenly. Before he could unleash inside her, Brad gripped her hips and pulled his thick cock completely out of her ass. "Get on your knees," he commanded, his voice sounding on the edge as he yanked hard on the leather leash.

Yasmin scrambled off the table, her weak, trembling legs barely supporting her as she dropped heavily onto her knees on the mat. She tilted her head back, parting her lips wide in total, desperate obedience.

But Brad was already exploding. The transition was so fast that as she was still getting into position, his cock twitched, and the first thick jet of warm cum shot high through the air, splatting heavily across her glossy, dark hair and dripping down the side of her face.

Yasmin didn't flinch. She kept her mouth wide open, her eyes locked onto his twitching shaft. Brad stepped closer, his face flushed as he drove his cock straight to the hilt down her throat. He buried himself to the balls, holding the back of her head to get every last inch of depth. Deep inside her mouth, Brad's cock pulsed violently as the rest of his massive load unloaded straight down her throat. Yasmin's throat bobbed automatically, swallowing every single drop of his hot cum as he pumped himself completely empty.

The sheer, unadulterated filth of the display pushed me entirely over the edge. The moment I watched him go from her ass to a deep throat-pie, my pussy clenched, and I came hard. I let out a loud moan as waves of pleasure washed through my body, my hips involuntarily bucking against Aaron’s soaking wet hand. All around me, other people were coming, too, with moans and cries of release.

Brad stood there for a moment, breathing heavily, his hands slowly releasing his grip on Yasmin’s hair. Yasmin looked completely shattered. Her dark hair was dishevelled and streaked with his cum, her mascara was slightly smudged from the tears of her intense orgasms, and her body was visibly shivering.

Brad immediately stepped out of his dominant persona, his face softening into an expression of protective warmth. He reached down, gently unhooking the leather leash from her collar, and knelt beside her on the mat. He wrapped his strong arms around her naked, shivering shoulders, pulling her chest against his as he kissed the top of her head.

He looked up at the quiet, captivated circle of the Barn.

"What happens now is the most critical part of any intense scene," Brad explained, his voice returning to his usual gentle, instructional tone. "This is called aftercare. Right now, her endorphins are crashing. She needs reassurance, warmth, and security to bring her safely back down to earth."

He scooped Yasmin up into his arms, lifting her effortlessly. She buried her face into his neck, her arms looping weakly around his shoulders as she let out a soft, exhausted sigh.

"I'm going to take Yasmin back to our cabin now to clean her up, reassure her, and cuddle her until she's fully recovered," Brad said, looking over at us. "That concludes our final formal lesson. As for the rest of the schedule: Drew, Aaron, Maeve, and Soren, you four are on dinner duty tonight. Everyone else, use the rest of the afternoon to relax. There’s a box of BDSM stuff here if anyone wants to borrow anything. Tonight is our final night party around the campfire, and we want everyone ready to celebrate."

With that, he carried a sleepy-looking Yasmin out of the Barn, leaving the rest of us sitting in silence, our minds absolutely buzzing with everything we had just witnessed.

We all got up to leave. Maeve looked as flushed as I did. Aaron and Soren went to look in the box that Brad had left behind. When they returned, they were both holding thick, black leather collars with heavy steel rings, the metal leashes jingling sharply in the quiet room.

Aaron walked straight up to me, his gaze locking onto mine with a dark, predatory intensity that made my throat instantly go dry. He didn't ask. He simply stepped up to me, held my hair out of the way, and wrapped the cool, heavy leather securely around my neck, clicking the buckle into place. A second later, Soren did the exact same to Maeve.


Chapter Fifteen




An hour later, the outdoor kitchen was filled with the rich, comforting smell of garlic, herbs, and simmering tomato sauce. Maeve and I were standing side by side at the massive stainless steel stove, focused on prepping a massive pot of pasta for the camp. Our attire, however, was anything but standard kitchen wear.

Per our new Doms' explicit instructions, Maeve and I were wearing our shirts on top, but absolutely nothing else on our bottom halves… no knickers, no shorts, nothing but our trainers. Over the top, we had long, white aprons on, so from the front, we looked decent, but from the side or back, it was obvious we were semi-naked underneath. Every time we moved, the cool evening air brushed against our bare hips and completely exposed asses. The thick leather collars hugged our necks tightly, reminding us with every step exactly who we belonged to.

Aaron and Soren were stationed at the kitchen island just behind us, acting as the hosts for the evening. As the rest of the campers began to arrive, the boys poured glasses of wine and served drinks, their eyes constantly drifting over to the two of us working at the stove.

"I can't actually believe we're doing this," Maeve whispered, leaning close to me as she vigorously stirred the boiling pasta. Her bare, round ass cheeks flexed slightly with the movement, completely visible to anyone walking past. "But honestly? Having Soren completely in charge... it's doing things to me. And you know what an exhibitionist I am."

I giggled softly, adjusting the collar against my throat. "Tell me about it. Aaron told me this is our trial run for when we get home. I have to serve, and behave perfectly, and he has total control over everything we do tonight as an experiment."

"It's terrifying," Maeve murmured as she looked over her shoulder at Soren, who was currently laughing with Julian at the bar. "But I don't think my pussy has ever been this wet in my entire life."

"Just wait," I whispered back, glancing over at Aaron as he caught my eye. “I’ve got a feeling this party is going to be pretty wild.”

Aaron stepped up behind me. His big hand slapped me firmly on my bare ass, making me gasp. “How’s it going?”

"The pasta’s ready," I replied, nodding toward the steaming pot. “Shall I serve it?”

"Yes, but no aprons," Aaron murmured in my ear. "I want you to walk around and serve every single person with your gorgeous pussy completely on display."

“But… sir… everyone will see me.”

“That’s the point,” Aaron grinned. “Go on. Show them how obedient you are, and next time… no questioning my orders."

My stomach did a violent flip. “Yes, sir,” I whispered.

Soren gave Maeve the exact same order as he handed her a large bowl of garlic bread. Maeve and I exchanged a wide-eyed, breathless look. Plating up the food, my hands shook slightly. I lifted the first two heavy bowls of pasta, took a deep breath, and walked along the long line of benches. Our completely bare hips, round asses, and fully exposed, glistening pussies were on display for everyone to see. I had a trimmed, neat triangle, but Maeve’s was lush and untamed. I felt the hungry eyes on us as we walked past.

I felt a thrill of pleasure straight down my spine. The vulnerability of being completely exposed, collared, and serving these people under Aaron's total control was the most intensely arousing thing I had ever experienced.

By the time dinner wrapped up and the kitchen was cleared, I was so turned on I could barely think. The moment we pushed open the door to our cabin, I turned around and practically threw myself at Aaron.

"Aaron, please," I begged as I clutched at his shirt. "I’m so wet. That was incredible... feeling everyone look at me. Please, I need you to fuck me right now."

Aaron didn't move. He just looked down at me, amusement gleaming in his eyes. "Is that right? My little exhibitionist brat thinks she gets a reward just for doing what she was told?"

"Please, sir," I whimpered as the ache between my legs grew even more intense.

A smirk spread across his face. Without warning, he grabbed my wrists and shoved me back against the cabin wall, pinning them above my head. He reached down with one hand, sliding it directly between my bare thighs. My breath caught as his fingers found my soaking wet pussy, immediately sliding deep inside me. He began to finger me with a hard, relentless rhythm, his palm grinding heavily against my swollen, hyper-sensitive clit.

"Ah! Yes, Aaron, right there!" I cried out, my head thrashing back against the wood. The stimulation was so intense after hours of building up that I was flying toward the edge within seconds. My cunt clamped down tightly around his fingers, my hips involuntarily bucking to meet his hand as the pressure reached a fever pitch. I was just one hard stroke away from a shattering orgasm.

Suddenly, Aaron pulled his hand away.

I let out a desperate wail of protest, my body trembling as I was suspended right on the agonising brink of release.

"You don't get to come yet," Aaron laughed as he wiped his wet fingers on his jeans. "You're going to hold onto that ache for now. You have to wait."

I swallowed hard, my clit throbbing painfully in protest. “Yes, sir,” I whispered.

He walked over to the walk-in wardrobe, sifting through the clothes I’d packed until he pulled out a tight, white party dress that barely covered the tops of my thighs.

"Now, get dressed," Aaron commanded, tossing the garment onto the bed. "Wear this, but no bra, and absolutely no panties. And don't even think about touching that collar. It stays exactly where it is."

I slipped into the dress, the silky material clinging to every curve of my body. Without underwear, the friction against my pierced nipples was driving me crazy. They stood out like hard peaks, the metal bars clearly visible through the fabric. Aaron walked over, checked the snug fit of the black leather collar around my throat, and then clipped the heavy leash to the front ring. The sharp clink of the metal made my cunt throb.

"Perfect," he said, wrapping the leather loop of the leash securely around his hand. "Let's go show everyone who you belong to."

He opened the door and led me out into the cool evening air. We went first to Maeve and Soren's cabin. Aaron stepped up and knocked firmly on the door. When it swung open, my breath caught. Soren stood in the doorway, his muscular body filling a smart, fitted shirt and trousers. He was also holding a leather leash. At the end of the leash, Maeve stepped into view, and she looked absolutely spectacular.

She had styled her hair into her signature, super-sexy space buns, but the rest of her outfit was pure filth. She was wearing a sheer, cropped mesh top that completely exposed her large breasts and nipples, and a micro-mini skirt that was so impossibly short it barely covered her hips. Like me, she was completely braless and panty-less, her lush, untamed bush visible the moment she shifted her weight.

"Ready?" Soren asked, giving Maeve’s leash an authoritative tug.

"Ready," Aaron replied with a wicked grin.

The four of us set off toward the main campfire area. As we neared the clearing, the orange glow of the bonfire flickered through the trees, and the loud sound of music, laughter, and clinking glasses drifted toward us. The party was already underway.

A lot of the other girls were dressed almost as outrageously as Maeve and me. The music was bass-heavy and pulsing. The boys immediately unclipped the metal chains from our collars, but the freedom was an illusion.

"Go dance," Aaron murmured, giving my bare ass a firm, possessive squeeze under my dress. "Let's see how much attention my good girl can attract."

It didn't take long. Within minutes, Maeve and I were the centre of attention. I moved my hips to the rhythm, the white fabric of my dress riding up high. Suddenly, a pair of hands gripped my waist from behind. I gasped, turning my head to see Julian smiling down at me, his eyes dark with lust. He pulled my back flush against his chest, his pelvis grinding heavily against my ass through the thin fabric of my dress. I could feel the semi-hard bulge in his trousers.

Soon, another man stepped up in front of me, his hands sliding directly under the hem of my dress to rest firmly on my naked hips. Next to me, Maeve was putting on a show. She was surrounded by three different guys. One had his hands buried under her micro-mini skirt, groping her lush, untamed bush, while Maeve greedily locked lips with another, their tongues tangling deeply and messily in front of everyone. When they broke apart, she grabbed me, and we kissed passionately in front of everyone.

When the song finished, I was buzzing with horniness. I looked over the crowd to find Aaron and Soren. They were standing near the drinks table, leaning back with cups in their hands, smirking as they watched.

The heat between my thighs was becoming unbearable. The friction of the men rubbing against me, combined with the climax Aaron had denied me back in the cabin, had me beyond horny. There was a hot ginger guy behind me, who I knew was called Alex. He leaned down, his lips brushing my neck right beneath my leather collar.

"You're so hot, Drew," he groaned, his hands sliding up to cup my braless breasts through the dress. "Come back to my cabin with me. Let me give you what you're begging for."

The thought of being taken right then and there sent a jolt of adrenaline through me. I caught Aaron’s eye through the smoky air of the campfire. I tilted my head toward the dark path leading to the cabins, giving him a pleading, questioning look, silently begging for permission to go with the man.

Aaron took a lazy sip of his drink, locked his eyes onto mine, and deliberately shook his head no. He mouthed two words across the fire: Not yet.

My pussy clamped down in a painful, throbbing spasm of pure frustration. He was torturing me, letting everyone touch me and wind me up, while keeping the ultimate control entirely in his hands. I bit my lip and pressed my ass back harder against Alex. I could feel he was erect. I slipped my hand behind me and gave his sizeable dick a squeeze.

“Later,” I whispered to him, my pussy aching in protest.

After the end of the next song, I broke away from the other dancers and went to find Aaron. He was still by the bar, deep in conversation with the two gorgeous Asian girls. They were both laughing, their eyes completely fixed on him.

As I approached, Aaron looked up and smiled. He reached out and wrapped his hand firmly around the back of my neck, his fingers hooking into the ring on the collar as he pulled me into his side.

"There's my good girl," he said to the two girls. "This is Drew. Drew, this is Hana and Mei. I was just telling them how obedient you've been today."

I realised that the change in Aaron was incredible. Over the last few days, he’d gone from sexy but passive to someone completely in control of his sexuality. It was driving me wild.

Hana, a stunning girl with outrageous pink and black makeup, looked me up and down, her eyes lingering on my visibly hard nipples poking through the white fabric of my dress. "She looks beautiful," she purred, stepping closer. "And ready for anything."

The two of us were suddenly chest-to-chest. Hana reached out, her fingers gently tracing the leather of my collar before tilting my chin up. She leaned in, her lips parting as she pressed her mouth to mine. It started as a soft kiss, but then her tongue slid past my lips, tasting me deeply. A second later, Mei joined in from the side, her lips finding my collarbone while I tangled my tongue with Hana’s. Then all three of our tongues met together, twisting around in a sensual dance. The sheer heat of the three of us kissing in the dark made my knees weak.

Aaron watched the whole thing. After a long, messy moment, he gently pulled me back by my collar, breaking the kiss. I was panting, my lips swollen, staring at Hana and Mei with wide eyes.

"You like them, don't you, Drew?" Aaron grinned. "Good. Because you’re going to get exactly what you asked for earlier. You get to watch me fuck both of them. But… you are not allowed to touch yourself, and you are definitely not allowed to join in. You're just going to watch."

A wave of pure, kinky submission washed over me. "Yes, sir," I choked out, my clit throbbing so intensely it was almost painful.


Chapter Sixteen




As we turned back toward the campfire to find an empty blanket, I realised the entire party had degenerated into something much more sexual. The heavy beat of the music seemed to pulse in time with the raw lust taking over the camp. Naked flesh was everywhere, and clothes were scattered across the grass. Nearby, a group of girls were dancing completely topless around the roaring flames, their bare breasts swinging in the firelight.

Just past the main circle, in the shadow of a large oak tree, Toby was sitting back against the trunk with his eyes closed and his head thrown back, his trousers around his ankles, while one of the blonde girls sucked his cock. Everywhere I looked, couples and groups were tangling on blankets, kissing, groaning and touching each other.

Aaron led the three of us to a large blanket spread out on the grass just on the edge of the firelight.

"Sit there," Aaron ordered me, pointing to the corner of the blanket. "And keep your hands where I can see them. If I see a single finger drift under your dress, you're not going to get to come tonight.”

"Yes, sir," I whispered, my voice trembling. I dropped to my knees, pressing my palms firmly against the rough fabric of the blanket. The tight dress rode up completely, leaving my ass bare, and my aching pussy exposed.

Aaron unbuttoned his jeans and sat back, his massive, heavy cock springing free, already hard. Hana and Mei both gasped and giggled at the size of it. They immediately dropped to their knees on either side of him, and I watched as they tag-teamed him. Hana took the head of his shaft into her mouth, sucking fiercely with a wet, sloppy rhythm, while Mei focused on his balls, using her tongue to lick and stroke him. Then they swapped around. The wet, sloppy sounds of their mouths working on him filled the air, competing with the thumping bass of the music and the moans from the other couples.

The sight was so intensely arousing that my hand instinctively twitched on the blanket, desperately wanting to slide under my dress to rub my throbbing clit. I caught myself just in time, locking my elbows straight, whimpering at the sheer torture of it.

He pulled out of Hana’s mouth with a wet sound and grabbed Mei, flipping her onto her hands and knees in the centre of the blanket. Her ass was thrust high into the air, and he hiked her skirt up and tugged down her panties. He spread her open with his hands and then slid the full length of his cock into her, right in front of me. Hana slipped her knickers off and opened her legs, her fingers finding her slit in her dark patch of hair.

“Drew, you can take care of Hana,” Aaron grunted as he thrust in and out of Mei.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. I didn't even care that he was still keeping my own clit strictly off-limits; the permission to finally touch, taste, and be part of the filth was overwhelming. And I’d never gone down on a girl before. Another thing to mark off my dirty bucket list.

I scrambled forward on my hands and knees, the tight dress riding all the way up to my waist. With my bare, dripping pussy completely exposed to the open air and the flickering firelight, I crawled over to where Hana was lying back. Her legs were spread wide, her fingers already wet as she toyed with her swollen pussy.

I dropped between her thighs, my heart hammering as I licked her and got my first-ever taste of pussy. The smell and taste of her arousal was completely intoxicating. I leaned closer and buried my face right in her cunt. Hana let out a gasp, her hips arching off the blanket as my tongue swiped against her dripping wet pussy lips. She tangled her fingers firmly into my hair, holding me down against her as I began to lick her with a desperate hunger.

"Oh, God, Drew... yes, right there," Hana whimpered, her thighs trembling against my shoulders as her hips began to buck against my face.

Just inches away, Aaron was growling with every deep thrust, driving his cock deep into Mei’s cunt while she buried her face in the blanket, groaning in pleasure. Hearing my man completely dominate another girl while I ate out a second one right beside them was pushing me to the brink without even touching myself. I moved up slightly, flicking my tongue over Hana’s clit and then giving it a suck.

Hana’s breath turned into a series of short, high-pitched pants. Her fingers tightened painfully in my hair, pulling my face so hard against her wet flesh that I could barely breathe.

"I'm coming, I'm coming!" she cried out.

She’d barely finished shaking from the climax when Aaron withdrew from Mei and moved between Hana’s legs. I watched, more turned on than ever, as he slid his cock inside her. From my position behind them, I could see how much his thick shaft stretched her tight lips. He pinned her legs back to her shoulders to get even deeper, his balls slapping against her exposed asshole.

I couldn’t resist. I bent over, finding her tight, puckered asshole with my tongue and licking all around her opening. When I had her gasping and squirming, I moved up to her pussy lips, where they were stretched around Aaron’s shaft. Hana started screaming as she came, her fingers clawing at Aaron’s back.

Aaron fucked them both twice more each. I was so desperate, I started grinding my pussy against the blanket until Aaron noticed and told me, “No.”

People on the other blankets were also fucking now. Everyone except me.

Aaron was reaching his limit. He got the two girls to kneel in front of him.

“Drew,” he said. “Come and help.”

I crawled over to them and wrapped a hand around his thick shaft. It was flushed and throbbing. I started wanking him, watching his face for signs of his release. When I saw his mouth drop open and his eyes close, I pointed his cock at the two upturned faces in front of him, and upped my pace. A thick load of cum splattered out across both their cheeks. The second load landed on Mei’s tongue, and she swallowed it down.

When he’d finished coming, he turned to me.

“Please, sir,” I whimpered.

“You’ve been a very good girl, Drew,” he grinned. “You may have your reward.”

“Thank you, sir,” I panted. “Thank you!”

But my reward wasn’t quite what I expected. Aaron stroked his own cock, keeping it hard as he looked around the campsite.

“Soren!” he called out to our friend, who was having his cock sucked nearby. Then he saw Julian and Toby walking toward the bar. They were naked, their dicks long and limp between their thighs. “Boys,” he called. “Come and fuck Drew. She’s ready for a gangbang.”

“Gangbang?” I gasped, my eyes going wide.

A few other men appeared out of the darkness. Kamal was there, and the ginger guy I’d been dancing with, Alex. Moments later, I was surrounded by cocks. I put my hands on Toby and Julian first, stroking them to make them hard as I knelt in the firelight. But I wanted to touch all of them, so I quickly switched to Kamal and Alex. None of them were small, but Alex was exceptionally big, his pale dick sticking out from his thatch of ginger hair. Finally, I stroked Soren and Aaron. Six cocks, all for me, and I finally had permission to let loose.

"Get on your back, Drew," Aaron commanded.

I pulled my dress off over my head so that I was completely naked, then I lay back on the blanket. My soaking wet pussy was thrust into the open air, completely exposed to the hungry gazes of the men towering over me. I spread my legs wide, my thighs trembling.

"I need to feel that cute little mouth," Julian muttered, kneeling next to my head, his shaft hovering just inches from my face. I parted my lips instantly, wrapping my hand around his base to guide his cock into my throat. I took him deep, my mouth clamping around his length.

Toby and Kamal knelt next to me. I reached up blindly with both hands, my fingers wrapping around their shafts, stroking them frantically, one on each side. Meanwhile, Soren moved between my spread knees. He brushed his thumb over my throbbing clit, and I screamed around the cock in my mouth. I was so sensitive and worked up that I was already right on the edge. He flicked my clit again, and my thighs started shaking.

One more firm flick was all it took, and the hours of torturous denial crashed over me. I screamed around Julian’s thick cock as my internal muscles convulsed in a series of involuntary spasms. A spray of my own juices erupted from my pussy, soaking the blanket beneath me as my hips bucked wildly off the ground. My eyes rolled back, and my hands tightly gripped Toby and Kamal’s hard shafts just to keep myself grounded as the massive orgasm tore through my entire body.

But there was absolutely no time to recover. Soren slid his big cock all the way inside my cunt. The raw sensation of him stretching me wide while my clit was still throbbing from the orgasm was pure, mind-melting ecstasy.

"Make room, Soren," Alex grunted as he moved behind him. He looked down at my exposed asshole, his massive, pale dick glistening in the orange firelight. "I'm taking her ass."

Soren hooked his arms under my thighs and pinned my legs back, lifting my ass. Somehow, Alex managed to get his cock against the opening. He rubbed the head of his cock over my clenched muscles, collecting up my own arousal that was running down my ass. He pushed forward, forcing himself deep inside me. The dual fullness of having both holes filled was incredible. As they started to fuck me, I could feel every inch, their two shafts rubbing against each other through my thin walls.

I was going feral, and I climaxed hard, my whole body tingling with pleasure. Julian pulled out of my mouth, and someone else slid their cock in. After Soren had fucked me for a while, one of the others took over. They switched around, each one taking a turn on my mouth, my pussy and my ass. I was theirs to use however they wanted, and I loved it. I came so many times I lost track.

Other people joined us on the blanket. Some of my men moved away to other partners, and others joined us. Maeve put her arms around me, and we kissed while we were both getting fucked from behind. Eventually, I found myself with just Aaron.

He knelt between my legs and slid his cock into me. He propped himself up on his elbows and looked me in the eyes.

“You’re such a kinky bitch, Drew,” he said, his cock moving slowly in and out of my sore and swollen pussy.

“I always was,” I replied. “But thank you for joining me in the gutter.”

Aaron laughed. “It’s been my pleasure. Thank you for showing me what I was missing out on.”

The slow, leisurely way he was penetrating me was pushing me right to the edge again.

“Please may I come, one more time?” I whispered.

“Yes,” he groaned, pushing even deeper on the next thrust.

I dug my fingers into his shoulders and thrust back at him. Seconds later, I went over the edge for the final time, my cunt clenching around him as waves of pleasure washed over me. His cock throbbed inside me, and I felt him unload his thick, sticky cum in my cunt.

With a heavy sigh, he rolled off me, stroking my face gently with his fingers. Around the fire, the frantic energy of the orgy had dissipated. People were giggling and talking in hushed voices, watching the flames as they cuddled up together.

“You’re such a good girl, Drew,” Aaron murmured. “I really love you, you know? Let me help you shower, and then I’ll tuck you up in bed.”

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered, nuzzling into him. “I love you, too”

THE END

To read a bonus chapter, where Drew and Aaron go back to the real world and show Drew’s flatmate what they’ve learnt, subscribe to my newsletter at https://www.lucyxane.com/sex-education-camp-bonus. You’ll also get another free eBook and be kept up to date with all the new releases and special offers. You can unsubscribe at any time.
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