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Chapter One




“Oh, look… our ride is already here,” said Lexi, pointing to the drop-off area just outside the station. A gorgeous guy, tall and muscular in his mid-twenties, leaned against the side of a grey minivan. He looked like he’d been summoned into existence from a magazine, a golden-skinned god standing in the middle of a dusty car park.

“Wow, and he is hot,” I whispered.

Lexi grabbed my arm as we walked, her eyes shining. “Do you think he works at the camp?”

“Maybe. I hope so.”

We headed across tarmac that radiated the heat of the sun back at us. The closer we got, the more I realised how attractive our driver was. His dark brown hair was effortlessly messy like he’d just got out of bed, but in reality, it had probably taken him twenty minutes to get it looking that good. His thick arm muscles strained at the white tee he was wearing, and his athletic thighs bulged out of the bottom of the tight, yellow shorts. Speaking of bulging… my eyes were also drawn to his crotch, which looked to be firmly packed.

“Stop looking at his dick,” Lexi laughed, giving me a push.

“I wasn’t,” I lied indignantly.

She giggled again. “I was.”

Lexi was my best friend, and she was the reason that I had enrolled in Sex Education Camp. Lexi had Korean parents, and she was small, petite and cute. But despite her innocent look, or maybe because of it, Lexi was trouble. Much to her parents’ disapproval, she had bleached her hair and then dyed it neon pink, cropping it in a bob just above her shoulders. And she was always getting up to mischief with boys.

It had all started one day when we had been hanging out at her parents’ house during a break from university. Her parents were at work, and Lexi had invited a boy over. I’d given them some space to go up to Lexi’s room, and it wasn’t long before I could hear the rhythmic banging of Lexi’s bed hitting the wall. This was soon accompanied by Lexi’s regular moans and shouts of pleasure.

I can’t remember this particular boy’s name, and I doubt Lexi could either, but he was giving it to her good and proper. Soon she was screaming with every thrust, so loud I could hear her clearly from the living room shouting things like “Fuck me harder,” and “Yes, fuck me with that fat cock.” I’d smirked to myself and put my headphones on, turning up the music to drown out her noisy fucking.

That’s why I didn’t hear Lexi’s parents returning until it was too late. The front door opened, just as Lexi came so loudly that even the neighbours probably heard her. Her conservative parents were not happy. They had insisted that she enrol in this summer camp to learn about safe sex and the dangers of promiscuity. At least, that’s what they thought Sex Education Camp was about. And so did we, although we couldn’t have been more wrong.

“It’s going to be sooo lame,” Lexi had moaned. “I already know how to roll on a condom. I can even do it with my mouth, and I bet they don’t teach that.” She’d begged me relentlessly until I’d agreed to come to the camp with her. Just to keep her company; I wasn’t planning on having a load of sex myself. I wasn’t a virgin, but I’d only ever been in one relationship. Still, you should never turn down an opportunity to learn something, I’d conceded, and signed up.

The train station was quiet and rural; just one platform and a couple of planters full of summer flowers. Only one other couple had got off the train with us at this stop. They were further up the platform, but were also heading the same way as us.

As we approached the man with the minivan, I noticed that his T-shirt had "Sex Education Camp" written in yellow letters across the front. He looked up from his clipboard and gave us both a wide grin.

“Hey, guys. Are you Lexi and Hannah?” he said, with a slight American accent that made me swoon even more.

“We are. I’m Lexi,” said Lexi, confidently stepping into his personal space and offering her hand.

“Brad,” he said. “I’m the camp leader.”

“Nice to meet you, Brad, camp leader,” Lexi purred shamelessly, hanging onto his hand long after the handshake should have finished.

Finally, Brad extracted himself from her grip and shook my hand, too. I couldn’t help noticing how large his hands were and how firm his grip was. It was making me weak at the knees.

“I’m Hannah,” I managed to squeak.

Brad ticked our names off the sheet. Just then, the other couple that had got off the train reached us. He checked the list again and looked up at them.

“India and Dave?”

“That’s us,” replied the girl with a smile. They both had serious hippy vibes. India was tanned, maybe Mediterranean, with dark hair that was full of hair ties and braids. She had full, heavy breasts that desperately needed a bra, but were free to bounce and sway under the loose fabric of her dress. The dress was light and flowing, all the way down to her ankles, which were jingling with bracelets. To my surprise, she was walking across the burning tarmac in dirty, bare feet.

Dave was a perfect match for her, like a hippy surfer. He wore a vest top that showed off his shoulders, scruffy board shorts and sandals. He had a kind of relaxed, laid-back energy, and over one shoulder, he had a battered old guitar case, the sort made for travelling.

Introductions over, we piled into the back of the minivan, and Brad pulled out of the car park. It was about a twenty-minute drive to the camp, he told us. Soon, we were winding through narrow, leafy lanes, the sunlight flickering on and off through the windows. India and Dave were friendly, and we were soon laughing and joking with them. India found it especially funny that Lexi’s parents had sent her to the camp as a punishment.

“Don’t they know what sort of education you’ll be getting?” laughed India, her bangles jingling.

“Probably hoping all the talk of STDs and unwanted pregnancy is going to put me off,” replied Lexi.

“We’ve heard it all before at school,” I added. “I don’t think it’s going to put Lexi off.”

India just grinned. “Oh, they aren’t going to be trying to scare you off sex, trust me.”

“That’s right,” agreed Dave, slipping an arm around India’s back and pulling her closer. “Good job we’re in an open relationship.”

Lexi raised her eyebrows at that, seeming to look at the couple in a new light. “Is that right?”

“Yep,” said India, squeezing her boyfriend’s knee. “Fully open and polyamorous. We play separately and together.”

This was kind of blowing my mind that they could be so casual about dating other people. It was also making a heat bloom between my thighs at the thought of them having threesomes or whatever “play” meant. I stole a glance at Brad in the driver's seat. He was watching us in the mirror with a small, smirking grin, as if he knew exactly what kind of thoughts were starting to race through my head.

“That’s so fucking cool,” said Lexi with a sigh. “When I find a boyfriend, I want to be like that, too. I love sex too much to settle for just one person forever.”

“Well, you’ve come to the right place,” nodded Dave. “From what I hear, we’re in for a lot more than just education.”

Lexi turned to me. “You know, things are looking up. I did not expect to be getting laid at Sex Education Camp. But now…”

The minivan bounced over a particularly deep pothole, sending India’s chest into a rhythmic jiggle. I didn’t know how she could not wear a bra with big tits like those. Lexi got away with it because she was petite and practically flat-chested, but I was more what you would generously call “curvy”. A few extra rolls of fat on my stomach, an ass that looked big in anything, and heavy breasts that needed a parachute harness to contain them. I tried to rearrange my bra strap, the heat of the sun on the van, and the heat of the conversation were making me decidedly sweaty.

Dave glanced at me, catching me adjusting my underwear. “You’re the quiet one, then? The one Lexi dragged along to keep her out of trouble?”

“Something like that,” I muttered, feeling the weight of his gaze. I shifted in my seat, suddenly very aware of the way my denim shorts were cutting into my thick thighs, making the ache between them feel even more pronounced.

Finally, the minivan turned up a dirt track, and we arrived at the camp. The camp itself looked like something out of a raunchy teen movie: a bunch of shabby wooden huts arranged in a rough circle, nestled deep in the forest. The air was thick with the smell of trees and earth, warmed by the afternoon sun. The pine trees towered above, casting long shadows over the clearing.

To one side, there was a sandy volleyball court. In the centre, there was a circle of stones with the evidence of a recent campfire. The cabins looked old and weathered, but everything had a friendly, rustic vibe.

There were a few people about, some in hammocks, reading with their legs draped lazily over the sides, while others wandered around. One girl was casually sweeping the steps of a cabin, but she didn’t look in much of a hurry. There was a guy chopping wood shirtless, his back glistening with a fine sheen of sweat, while a girl in a string bikini was drawing a menu on a chalkboard near a long line of picnic tables. I felt a twist of excitement in my stomach.

Brad turned off the engine and turned to us in the back of the van. “Welcome to Sex Education Camp.”


Chapter Two




We piled out of the van and into a wooden hut that was labelled Reception on a handwritten sign. Inside, there was an attractive Black woman wearing an identical uniform to Brad. Except her T-shirt was stretched so tight across her massive chest that you could barely read the writing over the twin peaks of her breasts. She stood up from behind the desk and came to speak to us. She was even taller than Brad, with legs that seemed to go on forever and a powerhouse physique that made her look like she could bench-press all of us at once.

“I’m Yasmin, the camp leader,” she said in a friendly voice. She had the most enormous fake eyelashes that fluttered like dark wings every time she blinked.

“I thought Brad was the camp leader,” said Lexi.

Yasmin scoffed, her gaze raking over Brad with amusement. “Is that what he told you? Actually, I’m in charge; he works for me.”

“It’s kind of a co-leadership,” said Brad, petulantly.

“It’s actually not,” Yasmin scowled. Then her face brightened as she turned to the rest of us. “Welcome to the camp. Let’s get you all checked in, and you can settle into your cabins.” She grabbed a clipboard from the desk and ran her finger down the notes. “Let’s see… You’ve all had the STI tests, and they were negative. And girls, you’re all on contraception, I see. So I guess you’re good to go.”

It was true that we’d had blood tests before arriving at the camp. Which was a bit weird, now that I thought about it; I’d assume it had been part of the education. Yasmin pulled some sheets of paper off the clipboard and handed them out.

“This is the timetable. India and Dave, you come with me. Brad, can you show Lexi and Hannah to their cabin, please? They’re in number six.”

Brad held the door open for us. “This way, rookies.”

The gravel crunched under my trainers as I followed Brad along the winding path through the camp, my heavy backpack straining my back. The sun shone through the forest canopy, casting a golden light on Brad. As I followed him, I was unable to take my eyes off his firm ass in the tight yellow shorts. I didn’t know what was wrong with me, but I was already feeling horny. Lexi noticed me staring and laughed, nudging me hard on the shoulder.

We reached a short row of wooden cabins. Brad stopped in front of the nearest one, resting a hand against the doorframe. "Welcome to your new home."

He pushed open the door, and I stepped inside, gratefully sliding my backpack off my shoulders and dumping it on the floor. Sunlight streamed through the window, illuminating the twin beds and the plain wooden furniture. Lexi dumped her backpack on the floor next to mine.

“Bagsy the bed by the window,” she said, running over and bouncing on it.

“Fine,” I grinned, sinking down on the other bed.

Brad lingered in the doorway. “Everything okay in here, ladies?”

Lexi was already busy testing the springs of her bed, but then she paused, looking up at the latch on the window. She gave the handle a pathetic little tug. “Oh, Brad? I think this thing is stuck. It’s so hot in here, and I really need a breeze. Can you help?”

“Sure thing,” Brad said, stepping into the room. The floorboards creaked under his weight as he walked over to Lexi’s bed. The bed dipped deeply under him, tilting Lexi right toward his lap. “It’s just a bit stiff,” Brad grunted, reaching up. His white T-shirt pulled taut across his back, showing the ripple of every muscle, and his yellow shorts rode up even higher.

“Oh, a bit stiff, is it?” Lexi whispered. She reached out, her small hands grabbing his waist and pulling him down. Brad let out a startled sound as he lost his balance, his hands coming down on either side of her shoulders to steady himself. Lexi didn’t hesitate. She hooked her legs around his waist, pulling his crotch flush against her stomach, and smashed her lips onto his. I rolled my eyes. This was exactly the sort of trick Lexi had played before, but she seemed even more horny than usual.

Brad didn't pull away; instead, one hand slid from the mattress to the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her neon pink bob as he took control of the kiss. I felt a rush of heat and wetness between my legs. I saw Lexi’s hand snake down between them. With a practised flick, she popped the button on his yellow shorts.

“Lexi!” I hissed, but she wasn’t listening. She’d already shoved her hand inside his waistband, her eyes fluttering shut as her fingers found whatever was waiting for her in there. Brad let out a low moan that made my own stomach do a somersault.

I can't believe she's at it already, I thought, a mix of shock and a weird, stinging jealousy blooming in my chest. We haven't even been here ten minutes! And I was kind of hoping for a shot at Brad myself.

I couldn't just sit there and watch. I grabbed my headphones from my bag and jammed them over my ears, turning my music up until the bass drowned out the sounds of their heavy breathing. I leaned back against the wall, staring fixedly at my phone and scrolling through my feed, trying to pretend Lexi wasn’t wanking off one of the camp leaders on the bed next to me.

But curiosity is a bitch. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Brad shift. He sat back on his heels on the bed, his shorts now pushed down to his thighs. Lexi was on her knees in front of him, her face level with his lap. I tried to look away, but my gaze was locked. Brad’s dick was finally free, and it was fucking massive; thick and long, circumcised and curved upward.

She wrapped both hands around the base, her small fingers barely meeting around the thick girth of him. She leaned forward, her pink hair falling over her face, and took the broad, glistening head into her cute little mouth. She wrapped her lips tightly around it and swallowed the whole thing. I gasped in amazement. I’d been in the room enough times when Lexi was getting humped under a blanket by a boy, but I’d never seen her in close-up action like this. Jesus, how did she get that monster all the way into her throat without gagging?

I forced my eyes back to my phone, my free hand instinctively drifting down toward the zipper of my own shorts. No, I couldn’t touch myself in front of them, no matter how much I was desperate for it. I squeezed my thighs together in frustration. But, however much I tried to look away, my eyes kept being drawn back.

Lexi’s head bobbed up and down, the wet sounds of his dick fucking her throat audible even over my music. One of her hands went to his big, heavy balls, cupping them and gently squeezing, while the other hand twisted around the base of his shaft. It was certainly a sloppy blowjob, saliva poured down her chin and glistened on his shaft.

Fuck it, I had to touch myself. I tugged down the zip on my jeans halfway and slid my hand into my wet knickers, angling my body away so they wouldn’t see. When my fingers brushed over my clit I let out a moan without meaning to as an intense flush of pleasure rushed through my body.

“Fuck, Lexi,” Brad groaned. “You’ll make me come.”

That only spurred her on more. She gripped his balls tighter and bobbed her head faster. Brad groaned again. His hand went to the back of Lexi’s head, forcing her even deeper and faster. Then he let out a loud growl of relief, and I saw his cock twitch hard. His eyes closed, and he groaned as he emptied himself into her mouth. My own body flushed with heat at the filthy sight, and I pushed myself over the edge with my fingers, feeling my own sticky arousal coating them.

Lexi’s throat contracted as she swallowed down every drop of Brad’s cum, her eyes looking up at him. Finally, she pulled away, spit and cum running down her chin. She wiped her face with the back of her hand.

“Thanks for the help with the window,” she purred.

Brad grinned and looked over at me, catching me pulling my hand out of my knickers. I felt myself turn red, and tried to hide my hand so he wouldn’t see how wet my fingers were. But he knew exactly what I’d been doing. He jumped off the bed and pulled his shorts up, stuffing his semi-hard cock back into his pants.

“I’ll leave you girls to settle in, then,” he said, still grinning.

The door closed behind him. “What the fuck, Lexi?” I squealed as soon as he was gone. “You just fucking sucked off the camp leader.”

“I know, hot right?” she laughed. “I think I’m going to let him fuck me later, too.”


Chapter Three




After unpacking, we headed out to explore the camp. The late afternoon air was still thick and humid, and the forest felt almost tropical. We didn’t get too far before we came across a couple of campers preparing dinner near a cluster of picnic tables. One of them, the girl with the string bikini top we’d seen earlier, was cooking burgers and sausages on a huge gas-powered barbecue.

“Hey, you two,” she called, waving a pair of metal tongs in our direction. She looked us up and down. “Don't just stand there looking pretty. Come and help.”

Lexi and I introduced ourselves and started slicing open buns and chopping onions. She was called Sasha, and was a pretty girl with her hair tied up into a messy knot over her head. Her look wasn’t quite casual, though, as she had rainbow eye shadow and cute, perky breasts. Her outfit was barely an outfit at all; the tiny triangles of her bikini top barely covered her. Every time she flipped a burger, the fabric shifted, offering a tantalising glimpse of her pale areolas.

“I’m an influencer,” she told us with a confident toss of her head. “I’ve got a sex advice channel that I’m filming for. My followers are obsessed with authentic experiences, and I can’t wait to show them what happens at a sex education camp.”

With that, she picked up a selfie stick with a phone attached to the end. She struck a practised pose, pouting her glossed lips and started talking to the camera.

“Hey, my lovelies!” she cooed at the camera. “It’s my first dinner at the camp. Nothing too sexy has happened yet, but I’ve just met some really hot girls who look like they’re up for anything.” She swung the camera around to catch us, and Lexi immediately stuck out her tongue and gave a playful wink, while I just tried not to look like a deer in headlights.

I nudged Lexi, my voice low. “Is she talking about us?”

Lexi laughed. “I’m definitely up for anything.”

Sasha put the camera down. “I’ll need you to sign release forms,” she said.

Just then, the other camper helping with the dinner came over with a big tub of salad that he had finished chopping. He was quite sexy looking in a hipster way, with a meticulously sculpted moustache and floppy dark hair.

“Hey, I’m Anton,” he said, setting the bowl down on the picnic table. His English was good, but I detected a slight accent I couldn’t place.

Lexi and I told him our names, though Lexi’s voice was noticeably more flirtatious than usual as she took in his fitted vest top and the way his biceps flexed with every movement. We asked him where he was from.

“Berlin,” he said. “I just had to come over and see what your British sex education camp was like. We have some great sex clubs in Berlin, but nothing like this.”

I felt another rush of heat at the mention of sex clubs. The thought of this sexy young German navigating the hedonistic nightlife of Berlin, his hands on anonymous bodies, sent a pulse of desire straight between my thighs. Despite Lexi’s flirting, he seemed more interested in me, which made a change.

When everything was ready, Sasha rang a bell hanging on a post behind us, and people began emerging to eat. It was a joyous and sociable occasion, everyone sitting on the long rows of picnic benches and sharing their stories of how they ended up at the camp.

As the last of the burgers were polished off and the sun began to get low behind the trees, Yasmin stood up.

“Listen up, everyone,” she called out. “There’s a small beach down by the lake, and the sunset is going to be spectacular. Why don’t we move down there? Grab your drinks and follow me.”

We walked down to the lake in a winding procession through the dark trees. Lexi was already ahead, laughing with Sasha as she filmed the walk for her channel. I felt a presence at my side and looked up to see Anton.

“Can I walk with you?” he asked, making my heart race.

“Of course.”

We reached the lake, where a crescent of pale sand met the dark, glassy water. The group scattered, finding spots along the shore. Couples and small groups sat close together, their voices dropping to low murmurs that blended with the gentle lap of the water. Anton led me to a spot slightly apart from the others, near a large piece of driftwood. He sat down and patted the sand beside him. We sat close, and soon his arm was around me.

I let my head rest against his shoulder, my heart hammering against my ribs. I noticed that some of the other couples were kissing, and some were lying down on the sand. Anton turned his head toward me, his face only inches away.

“Hannah,” he said quietly. “Can I kiss you?”

The directness of the question made my breath catch. I looked at the curve of his lips, framed by that sharp, sexy moustache.

“Yes.”

The kiss was everything I’d hoped for. His moustache was a soft prickle against my upper lip that was intensely erotic. I let out a soft moan into his mouth, my hands finding their way to his chest, feeling the hard, sculpted muscle beneath his vest.

But I was aching for more; a heat that had been building since I’d got here. I pressed myself against him, my ample breasts crushed against his chest, wanting to be as close as possible.

Anton pulled back slightly. “You are so beautiful, Hannah.” His hand slid down from my cheek to my throat, his thumb tracing the line of my collarbone. “May I touch your breasts?”

Again, his direct question asking my consent gave me a shock of pleasure; so unlike the urgent fumbling I was used to from kissing boys back home.

“Yes,” I whispered.

His hand reached out, cupping me through the fabric of my top and feeling the weight of my heavy breast. He groaned as he felt me, his thumb finding my nipple and flicking it through the material. I arched my back, a sharp jolt of pleasure shooting straight down my body. We kissed some more as he groped me.

His hand slid down lower, over my stomach, until it was hovering between my thighs.

“And here?”

“Yes,” I gasped, too quickly. I nodded frantically, my legs falling open slightly in invitation. My pussy was aching for his touch. I was ready to let him do whatever he wanted right there on the sand, surrounded by other people.

But just then, the quiet, heavy atmosphere of the beach was shattered.

“Hey, everyone!” Lexi’s voice rang out, loud and clear, cutting through the romantic hush like a siren. I jumped, nearly knocking heads with Anton as we both looked over. Lexi was standing up, her neon pink hair glowing in the last rays of the sun.

“I didn’t come here to sit in the sand and whisper. I say we all go skinny dipping! Who’s with me?”

Before anyone could answer, she whipped her top over her head and tossed it onto the beach, her small, perky breasts exposed for everyone to see.

“Come on, don’t be boring!” she teased, looking straight at us.

All around us, people were standing up and stripping off. Clothing was tugged off and scattered across the sand as flesh came into view. I watched, mesmerised, as naked bodies emerged. Sasha was the first to join Lexi, filming herself with one hand while slipping off her bikini top with the other. She was stunningly toned, her skin a uniform golden tan that looked like it had never seen a tan line in its life. Her breasts were round and firm, topped with dark nipples that stiffened immediately in the cool air.

Further down, India let her loose dress drop to the floor, revealing full, heavy breasts that swung beautifully as she laughed. She wasn’t wearing any underwear, and her bush was a dark, wild triangle that spread down her thighs and in a line up to her belly button. Under her arms, she also had thick patches of dark hair.

Even Brad and Yasmin were joining in. Brad’s long cock hung heavy between his legs as he dropped his shorts and underwear. Yasmin’s dark skin shone in the orange light from the sun as she pulled off her T-shirt and let her bra drop away. Her breasts were enormous, with black dinner-plate-sized nipples that hung almost to her stomach.

Anton looked at me and shrugged, a playful glint in his eyes. “I guess we should join in.”

I nodded, but I couldn’t help feeling disappointed that his hand hadn’t made it between my legs.

“It looks freezing,” I complained, though my heart was already racing. The thought of being naked in front of all these people, and especially Anton, made my stomach flutter with a mix of terror and thrill. Anton was already standing up. He reached for the hem of his vest and pulled it over his head in one smooth motion, revealing a torso that was lean and corded with muscle.

Then, he reached down and dropped his shorts and underwear in one go. I couldn't look away as he stepped out of them. I realised he was semi-hard. His thick length was heavy and beginning to rise, pointing straight out. I did that, I thought with a surge of pride that momentarily drowned out my nerves. That’s because of kissing me.

I stood up slowly, my hands trembling as I reached for the hem of my own top. I’d always been self-conscious about my body; I was definitely plumper than Lexi’s petite frame or Sasha’s influencer-perfect curves. I had wide hips and a belly that wasn't perfectly flat, and my breasts were heavy enough that I usually kept them hidden away in conservative tops.

As I unhooked my bra and stepped out of my knickers, I tried to cover myself with my hands. But Anton stepped closer, his gaze roaming over me.

“Hannah,” he whispered. “You are so beautiful. So feminine. You have the kind of curves that a man can really get lost in.” He reached out, his hand grazing the swell of my hip, and for the first time in my life, I didn't want to hide.

“Come on, Hannah! Move it!” Lexi yelled, already knee-deep in the lake, her pink hair flashing as she looked over her shoulder.

Anton grabbed my hand, his fingers interlocking with mine. “Together?”

I nodded, and we ran. The sand was cool between my toes, and then suddenly I felt the shock of the water. It was so cold that it made me gasp and shriek. We plunged in, the dark water rising up to swallow our nakedness. I felt the delicious, weightless sensation of the lake against my breasts and between my thighs, a total sensory overload.

Beside me, Anton surfaced, shaking the water from his floppy hair. He looked like a sea god in the moonlight, and as we treaded water, I felt his hand find mine beneath the surface, pulling me toward him for a cold, wet, and incredibly urgent kiss.

It was the most natural thing in the world to wrap my fingers around his cock. It felt good in my hand, and his semi quickly became rock hard. All around us, people were splashing and laughing. A few others were also making out. To my surprise, I saw Lexi and Sasha kissing open-mouthed, their tongues sliding over each other. Since when has Lexi been into girls?

I could have stroked Anton’s lovely, hard cock under the water all night, but the lake was cold. Really cold. No one could stay in it long, and after only a few minutes, we all started to run back out, shivering and naked up the beach.

Seemingly out of nowhere, Yasmin pulled out a massive stack of towels and started handing them out. Anton grabbed one for each of us and wrapped one around me. His cock was still hard, and I couldn’t stop looking at it.

“Do you want to come to my cabin?” he asked.

“Yes!” I nodded enthusiastically. My God, yes, I did.


Chapter Four




When we got to Anton’s cabin, there was no one else there. Shivering and cold, we threw our piles of clothes on the floor, shrugged off the towels and slipped under the sheets of his bed. Our skin soon warmed up as we pressed against each other.

“Are you warm enough now?” Anton whispered against my mouth.

“Much warmer,” I gasped, my heart hammering as our naked bodies rubbed together. I could feel how hard he was.

His hand moved slowly down my side, his fingers tracing the curve of my waist before coming to rest on my hip. “Can I touch you, Hannah?”

“Yes,” I breathed. He moved his hand inward, his palm flat against the swell of my stomach, before his fingers drifted lower, finding the trimmed hair between my legs. He cupped me, his thumb making slow, agonisingly perfect circles over my clit.

“Does this feel good? Can I put my fingers inside you?”

“Please,” I moaned, my head falling back against the pillow. He slid one finger inside me, then two. I was soaking wet and pulsing, my body practically screaming for him. I reached down, my hand finding his cock. I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking him firmly in time to his movements.

His fingers were driving me wild, and my hips began to buck against his hand. He increased the pace, his thumb working in perfect unison with his thrusting fingers. I felt the pressure build until I couldn’t hold back any more. I cried out into the quiet room, my inner muscles clenching around his hand in a long, rolling orgasm that left me shaking.

As I drifted back down to earth, I felt him kiss my lips, his hand still slowly pleasuring me. “That was beautiful,” he murmured. “Hannah… May I fuck you now?”

“Yes. Fuck yes,” I begged, opening my legs wider and pulling him over me.

He moved between my thighs and guided his cock to my soaked entrance, pausing one last time. “You’re sure? You’re ready?”

“Just fuck me,” I groaned.

He pressed forward, burying himself in me in one long, smooth thrust. I gasped, my legs wrapping around his waist to pull him even deeper. He moved with a slow, deliberate pace, his eyes locked onto mine, making sure every thrust took me higher and higher. He felt so good inside me; he wasn’t huge like Brad, but his shaft was thick and bigger than my ex-boyfriend’s. I could feel every inch, stretching me open and sending waves of pleasure through me.

The friction was perfect, hitting a spot deep inside that I’d never really felt before. Usually, I needed to touch my clit during sex to get off, but with Anton, the build-up was relentless.

“You feel so good, Hannah,” he groaned, fucking me deeper and harder.

Suddenly, my breath caught, and my internal muscles began to contract around him. A powerful orgasm ripped through me, radiating outward from where we were joined. I cried out, my head thrashing on the pillow, stunned that I’d actually come just from penetration alone. He fucked me through it, dragging out every last ounce of pleasure.

“That was incredible,” he whispered, his face flushed. “I want to see all of you, Hannah. Can you get on top? I want to watch you ride me.”

I nodded, feeling a newfound sense of confidence. I climbed over him, straddling his thighs and slowly lowering myself back down onto his length. I let out a long, shaky exhale as he filled me up again. I started to move, my hips rocking back and forth as I took him deep inside me.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his hands reaching up to find my waist. “You look so beautiful like this.” I was suddenly very aware of my body; my heavy, pale breasts were swinging and bouncing with every movement I made, my stomach hanging down just enough to touch his. I started to feel that old flicker of self-consciousness, but Anton’s eyes were filled with nothing but pure lust.

“Your tits are amazing, Hannah,” he groaned. He reached up, cupping my massive breasts in his large hands. He squashed them together, creating a deep, soft valley of cleavage, and then he leaned forward, burying his face between them. I looked down, watching his floppy dark hair disappear between my tits as I kept up the rhythm, my cunt clenching around him.

He let out a muffled growl of pleasure against my skin. Then, he pulled back just enough to capture one of my nipples. He began to suck it firmly, his tongue swirling around the sensitive tip as his mouth enclosed it. His hand teased the other one at the same time. The sensation sent a direct line of electricity straight from my breast to my pussy, making me gasp and speed up the pace.

“Yes, just like that,” he encouraged as he switched to the other nipple, his hands never leaving the heavy weight of my chest. “Fuck me, Hannah. Come on my cock.”

The combination of his mouth on my breasts and the deep sliding of his thick shaft inside my soaking wet cunt was too much. I felt my internal muscles begin to flutter again, tightening around him. My head fell back as I let out a long, broken moan. The climax hit me hard, rushing through my body until my vision blurred. I collapsed forward against his chest, my heart thumping wildly against his, as the aftershocks washed over me.

Anton held me tightly, his hands stroking my back as I caught my breath. But he wasn't done yet. "Hannah, can I take you from behind?"

I felt a familiar flicker of panic. In the missionary position or with me on top, I could hide the bits of myself I didn't like, but doggy style felt so… exposed. I thought about my wide ass and how my asshole might look.

"I… I’m a bit self-conscious about that view," I confessed.

"Hannah, look at me," he commanded softly, touching my face. "You have a beautiful body. Your ass is perfect; it’s soft, it’s round, and it’s exactly what a man wants to hold onto. But if you’d rather not, that’s absolutely fine."

“No, I want to,” I said, deciding.

I climbed off and knelt on the bed, lifting my ass in the air. I felt him move behind me, his knees settling on the mattress. He reached out, his hands gripping my cheeks and spreading me open even more. I felt so exposed, but in a good way. He murmured in approval at the sight, and I felt a surge of confidence.

"Beautiful," he whispered, and guided his cock between my folds. The new angle was incredible. He felt even deeper, hitting my G-spot with every powerful, rhythmic thrust. I leaned forward to press my tits against the sheets and stop them from swaying around.

"You feel so good, Hannah," he said, driving into me even harder. “Your ass looks so fucking good, too.”

I could feel my confidence soaring. I felt so sexy. I stretched my arms above my head, arching my back and letting myself feel every thick inch of his cock inside me. I sensed that Anton was reaching his own limit, his breath coming faster and his thrusts more erratic.

“I’m going to come…” he said, and I knew it was a question.

“Yes! Come inside me. Fucking come in me,” I begged, desperate to feel him spill inside me.

Anton picked up the pace even more, the sound of his body slapping against my ass filling the room. Then, he stiffened. I felt the hot, rhythmic pulsing of his cock as he finally let go, spilling a heavy, warm flood of cum deep inside me. I squeezed my eyes shut, my own internal muscles clenching around him as I came, too. The sensation of him filling me up was delicious; his thick cum made me feel more claimed and desired than I ever had before.

He stayed buried inside me for a long moment, breathing heavily. I felt a few stray drops escape and run down my thigh. When he eventually slid out, it turned into a torrent. He collapsed onto the bed beside me, pulling me into his arms.

“Oh my God,” I murmured. “I feel like I’ve learned so much, and the lessons haven’t even started yet.”


Chapter Five




It was dark by the time I walked back to my own cabin. As I pushed open the door, I smiled; the cabin was filled with the familiar sound of Lexi getting banged. Hard.

“Yes, fuck… so deep…” Lexi groaned. “Fuck me with that huge cock.”

I half-expected to see Brad. But it was a Black guy that I’d seen around the camp. Lexi was face down on the bed, completely flat. He was on top of her, his muscles shining with sweat in the dim light as he pounded into her from above. He glanced at me in the doorway, but didn’t even slow with the hard pounding he was giving her.

“Fuck…” she gasped again. “Fuck my cunt… fuck it harder.”

He slammed into her even harder, and she started coming, her whole body shaking like she was having a fit. The guy reached his limit, too. He pulled out and gripped his cock as he sprayed line after line of thick cum all up her back.

The guy didn’t hang around. He dressed quickly and left. Lexi was still lying face down on the bed, moaning slightly.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“Mark,” she said. “Or Matt… possibly Mike.” She raised her head weakly. “He was just what I needed, though. Can you pass the tissues?”

I threw her a box of tissues, but she couldn’t reach around to her own back.

“Would you mind?” she asked.

Shaking my head at the ridiculousness of the situation, I mopped up the cum off my best friend’s back and told her about Anton.

“Wow,” she said. “Sounds like we both had a great night. I can’t wait to see what the lessons are like.”

But the next morning, before the first lesson, we had to navigate the showers. Although we had a tiny bathroom with a toilet and sink in our cabin, the showers were outside, communal, and mixed gender. Lexi and I stood in our pyjamas, clutching our towels tightly against our chests as I looked on in horror. The showers were in a long open line under a rough wooden shelter. Inside, lines of naked bodies soaped and scrubbed themselves. Every type of body was on display, male, female, thin, fat and all shades of skin colour.

“Don’t be shy,” said Lexi, hanging her towel over the wooden fence and pulling her pyjama top off over her head.

“I don’t know about this, Lexi,” I replied nervously.

“You got naked for the skinny dipping,” she pointed out, dropping her pyjama trousers to her ankles. Lexi was completely shaved between her legs, and her thick labia hanging down were slightly darker than her skin.

“That was different, it was, like, five seconds before we were covered by the water. I wasn’t washing myself in the open.”

Lexi shrugged and hit the button for the water on the nearest shower. She scooted under the spray, squealing at how cold it was. Her small, dark nipples instantly hardened. I took a deep breath, about to follow Lexi’s lead, when I heard a familiar voice next to me.

“Hey, my gorgeous, thirsty besties!” Sasha cooed, filming herself with the selfie-stick and looking entirely too polished for 8:00 AM. She was wearing a silk robe that was barely closed enough at the front to cover her nudity. Her face was perfectly made up with waterproof mascara and glossy, pouting lips.

“It’s Day Two at Sex Education Camp,” she cooed into the lens, holding the phone high to get that perfect angle. “And today we are talking about morning routines. You guys always ask how I keep my skin so glowing, and my secret is Day Glo body wash - see the link in the description for my exclusive coupon code.”

She did a playful little twirl, the robe fluttering open to reveal that she was wearing absolutely nothing underneath. I stood there, still clutching my towel, feeling like an extra in a movie I hadn't auditioned for. Sasha stopped right in front of me, her eyes sparkling.

“Oh, Hannah! Perfect timing, babes. I left my tripod back at the cabin. Be a total legend and take the stick for a sec? I need a candid shot of me entering the spray. My subscribers love a saucy reveal, and this rustic communal shower vibe is going to be a total hit.”

Before I could say no, she thrust the selfie stick into my hand. “Just keep it focused on me, okay? Catch the arch of my back and my perfect ass when the water hits, it’s my best angle.”

She turned back to the camera. “Okay, guys, let’s get wet. And don't forget to hit that subscribe button.”

With a dramatic flourish, Sasha let the silk robe slide off her body. It pooled at her feet, leaving her standing completely naked in the morning light. She was breathtaking; long, lean legs, a tiny waist, and those round, perky breasts that seemed to defy gravity. Her pussy was shaved like Lexi’s, but it was perfectly neat, just a narrow slit beneath her smooth mound.

“Ready?” she whispered to me over her shoulder, giving me a wink.

I held the stick with trembling hands, feeling self-conscious as I watched her through the screen. Sasha stepped toward the line of showers where Lexi was already soaping up. She reached out, her long, manicured finger pressing the button.

“Here we go, loves,” she moaned for the camera as the water cascaded down over her golden skin. She threw her head back, shaking her blonde hair as the spray hit her chest. “Oh my God, it’s so refreshing.” She started rubbing her firm breasts with both hands.

Suddenly, Sasha’s eyes weren't on the camera anymore. They were darting past me, toward the far end of the shower line.

“Oh my God, guys,” she whispered into the camera, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial, excited tone. “Look. At. That. This is literally what I was talking about. This camp is a total vibe.”

She reached out and grabbed my wrist, angling the selfie stick. She pointed a long, manicured finger toward the very last shower head. Through the cascading spray, I could see two figures. A tall, muscular guy was leaning back against the rough timber, his head tilted back, and his eyes squeezed shut as the water hammered down on his chest. Below him, a girl with long, dark hair was on her knees on the wet ground, her hands gripping his thighs as she sucked his cock.

“Hannah, get that! Get the angle!” Sasha hissed, shoving the stick toward the scene. “Look at the way the water is hitting them. It’s so raw, so authentic. My subscribers are going to lose their minds over this.”

I felt my face burning. “Sasha, I feel like I’m shooting a porn film here. I’m just going to give you back the camera.”

Sasha rolled her eyes, took the selfie stick and continued to film herself with the other couple in the background. “That’s what’s so cool about Sex Education Camp, my lovelies,” she said, disappearing down the row of showers, still filming. “It’s all about the authentic experience of human sexuality.” I heard her voice drift back to me. “Nice technique, girl! Keep it up!”

“She’s hilarious, isn’t she?” Lexi laughed, stepping out from under her stream of water. She looked like a drowned rat, but a very sexy one, with her neon pink hair plastered to her face and water dripping down her slim body. “Come on, Hannah. The water is actually warming up. Get in here.”

I hesitated for one more second; I still felt sticky and sweaty from having sex last night. I needed this shower, so I finally undressed. Standing completely naked in the morning air felt like a cold shock to my system, but as I stepped under the spray next to Lexi, the warmth hit my skin, and I let out a long, shaky sigh.

“See? Told you,” Lexi said. She grabbed a bottle of coconut-scented body wash and squeezed a generous dollop onto her hands. “Turn around. I’ll do your back.”

I obeyed, turning my back to her. I felt her small, slick hands slide over my shoulders and down my spine. She wasn't just washing me; she was massaging the muscles. As she moved lower, her palms grazed the sides of my breasts, sending a jolt of heat through me. Lexi had never touched me like that before, but… it was kind of nice.

“Your turn,” she whispered, handing me the bottle.

I turned around, my breath catching in my throat. Lexi was standing right in front of me, her chest heaving slightly. I poured some soap into my palms and reached out, sliding my hands over her slippery shoulders. My touch drifted down to her breasts, and I found myself washing her small mounds, feeling the hard nipples under my palms.

“You know,” Lexi murmured. “This is making me really horny.”

I looked into her eyes and saw the same hunger I was feeling.

“Me too,” I admitted.

Lexi reached out, her hands cupping my face, and pulled me toward her. When our lips met, it was deep and passionate. I groaned into her mouth, my hands sliding down her ass to pull her against me. The sensation was incredible as our soapy breasts rubbed against each other. It was my first time kissing a girl, and the softness of her lips combined with the sensation of her naked body was wonderful.

Before I could think, Lexi’s hand was between my legs, her fingers quickly finding my clit. The pleasure was immediate and intense. I copied her, sliding my hand down her shaved mound. Her lips were long and swollen. I parted them with my fingers, sliding them up and down her slit until they hooked under her hood. Her clit was hard, and when I pressed against it, she moaned into my mouth.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “Right there.”

The communal shower block was still echoing with the sounds of other people splashing and talking, but the world had narrowed down to the slippery, soapy space between us. I increased the pressure, every movement of my fingers making her back arch and press her breasts against me. The combination of the warm water, the friction of our bodies sliding together, and her relentless fingers was almost too much.

“I’m going to…” I started to gasp, but Lexi cut me off with another deep, demanding kiss, swallowing my moan as I reached my peak. A wave of bliss surged through me, making my legs go weak. At the exact same moment, Lexi let out a muffled cry into my mouth, her body shuddering violently as she came against my hand.

We stood there for a long minute, leaning on each other for support while the water continued to pour down, rinsing away the soap. The high of the orgasm began to fade, replaced by a sudden, jarring awareness of our surroundings. A group of guys walked past to collect their towels, their cocks swinging against their thighs, laughing loudly about the breakfast menu. I suddenly realised how exposed we were; two girls, tangled together, dripping wet and completely naked in broad daylight.

“Oh God,” I muttered, stepping back and wiping the water from my eyes.

Lexi looked just as startled, her neon hair plastered to her forehead. She let out a shaky, embarrassed laugh. “Right. Well. That was… unexpected.”

“Yeah,” I replied. “But educational.”

We scrambled for our towels, clutching them around ourselves and headed back to the cabin. As we dressed, I kept stealing glances at her, my mind replaying the feeling of her soft skin and the way she’d tasted.

“So,” Lexi said, breaking the silence as she laced up her trainers. Her tone had regained its usual bravado. “First lesson after breakfast. Think you’re ready for whatever it is?”

I caught her eye. “After last night and this morning? I think I can handle anything.”


Chapter Six




The lesson was held in the largest wooden building in the camp, called The Barn. It had big open windows, a high-beamed ceiling, and a semi-circle of large bean bags facing the front of the space. There was an air of excitement in the air as everyone flopped down into bean bags.

But the first lesson was everything I had feared Sex Education Camp would be. A dry presentation on the overhead projector from Yasmin about contraception and consent. After an hour, I was starting to doze off in the bean bag when she turned off the projector and turned to the class. She paused for a second, watching us through her large, dark eyelashes. Then she folded her arms beneath her enormous chest and smiled at us all.

"Alright, everyone," she said, raising her voice slightly. "Let’s move on to more interesting topics. Today, we’re going to talk about dry humping.”

There was a buzz of surprise from the class.

"I know what you’re thinking," Yasmin said, her voice full of amusement as she paced the front of the room. "You’re thinking dry humping is for college students in the back of a car or people who are too scared to go all the way. You think it’s just a warm-up."

She stopped, planting her feet wide and looking us over with a challenging glint in her eyes. "But you’re wrong. For many of us, it was our first real taste of sexual power. That friction, that heavy weight of another body against yours through layers of denim… It’s a unique sensation. It builds a kind of slow-burn tension that you sometimes lose once the clothes come off. It’s about rhythm, pressure, and getting to know your partner.”

She leaned forward, her tight uniform T-shirt straining dangerously against her chest. "It shouldn't be underestimated. It’s a foundational skill. If you can’t drive someone crazy with your clothes on, you’re missing out on half the fun."

She clapped her hands together, a sharp sound that made me jump. "Enough theory. This is a practical camp. I want you all to find a partner. If you came with someone, great. If not, look to your left or right. Grab a beanbag together."

I looked around, my heart racing, half-expecting Anton to make a move toward me after our night together. But instead, I saw him lock eyes with a tall, athletic guy with a buzz cut. They shared a knowing smirk and immediately claimed a beanbag together.

Of course, I thought with a sharp, unexpected jolt of realisation. Between the perfectly sculpted moustache, the Berlin sex-club stories, and that effortless "anything goes" confidence, I really should have guessed he was bisexual. I thought back to the showers this morning with Lexi. Maybe I’m bisexual, too.

I looked for Lexi, but she wasn't looking at me either. She was staring toward the back of the room, where Brad was leaning against a wooden pillar, watching the chaos with a smirk.

"Hey, Brad!" Lexi called out, her voice pitching up into that sweet, helpless tone she used when she wanted something. "I’m not sure I’ll be very good at this. Do you think you could... you know, show me the ropes?"

Brad’s grin widened, and he pushed off the pillar, sauntering toward her. I felt a hot prickle of jealousy. First, Anton was occupied, and now my best friend was ditching me for the camp leader who I also had the hots for. I felt suddenly adrift, hoping I wouldn’t be the only person without a partner.

"Um... hi."

I turned to find a guy standing awkwardly beside me. He was thin, with slightly oversized glasses that kept sliding down his nose and neat, slicked hair. He looked like he’d be more at home in a library than a sex education camp. He was clutching the hem of his checked shirt nervously.

"I'm Simon," he said. "I... I don't have a partner, and I noticed how pretty you are from the moment I arrived. Would you mind pairing up with me?"

He was a far cry from the Brads and Antons of the world, but there was something sweet about his nervousness, and at least I wouldn’t be left without a partner.

"Sure, Simon. I'm Hannah."

We settled onto the beanbag, the polystyrene beads hissing as we sank into it.

“Okay, everyone,” Yasmin said. “When you’re ready. Start with some kissing and some pressure. Don’t rush. When you’re ready, put your knee between your partner’s legs and try to grind against their genitals. You can touch them anywhere on the body, but only above the clothes.”

I lay back, and Simon awkwardly put his arm over me, being careful not to touch my breasts. He wouldn't even look me in the eye; he was staring intently at my shoulder.

"You okay?" I whispered, as around us, the room began to fill with the sound of rustling fabric and low groans.

Simon took a shaky breath and finally looked at me, his face turning slightly red. "I'm sorry if I'm bad at this," he whispered. "I’ve never... I’ve never actually touched a girl like this before."

My eyes widened in surprise. “You’re a virgin?” I gasped. In a place like this, surrounded by sex influencers and Berlin clubbers, it seemed almost unbelievable.

He nodded. “Er… yes… that’s why I decided to come here. To learn… how to do it.”

I reached up and removed his glasses, placing them carefully on the floor next to us. Underneath the nervousness, he was actually really handsome. I felt a sudden surge of attraction towards him, and a rush of heat between my legs that we were about to make out.

"Don't worry, Simon," I said, moving his hand down until it was on my hips. "It’s a learning camp, right? I'll help you."

I touched his cheek, pulling his face down toward mine. When our lips met, I expected a clumsy, hesitant mess, but Simon surprised me. His lips were soft but firm, and as he gained confidence, he began to kiss me with a slow, thorough intensity that made my toes curl. He was actually a really good kisser.

Following Yasmin’s instructions, I shifted my weight, hiking my leg up and pushing my knee firmly between his thighs. Simon followed suit, his leg sliding between mine until his denim-clad thigh was pressed hard against my crotch. I was wearing a knee-length skirt and plain white knickers, and my skirt hiked up, exposing my panties to the room.

Around us, the Barn was filled with the rhythmic sound of rustling clothes, the squeak of beanbags, and a growing chorus of low moans. I heard a particularly loud cry of "Oh my God, Brad!" as Lexi climaxed already.

I began to roll my hips, rubbing my aching pussy against the rough material of his jeans. The thin fabric of my knickers felt amazing against my clit. My nipples were hard and sensitive, aching to be touched, too.

"Simon," I gasped into his mouth, my heart racing. "That feels amazing. You can touch my breasts. Please."

His hand, which had been hovering nervously at my hip, slid upward. He cupped me through my top. He let out a shaky groan as he felt the weight of my breasts, his thumb instinctively finding my stiff nipples through the thin fabric. As I shifted again, trying to get more pressure, I felt something hard and unyielding press against my inner thigh. Something… big. My eyes shot open.

"Simon?" I breathed, my hand instinctively reaching down.

I let my palm rest over the front of his jeans, and my breath caught. Beneath the fabric, his cock was a solid, massive rod. My fingers traced the length of it, moving from the base all the way up to where it strained against his waistband. He wasn't just well-endowed; he was fucking huge.

I gripped him tighter through the denim. My head was spinning. How could this shy, geeky virgin be hiding that in his trousers? And how could he kiss so well? I grinded harder against him, rubbing my thigh up and down the length of his shaft and frantically pressing my throbbing pussy against his leg. I was getting close, and I no longer cared who was watching or how loud I was being.

“Simon, oh God, right there,” I whimpered, my hands going to his ass and digging into his cheeks. I could feel how soaked my knickers were; a damp patch of cotton plastered against my pussy. The sensation of his thick, heavy cock against my thigh was so intense that I could practically feel the pulse of it.

Around us, the Barn had reached a fever pitch. I heard the wet sound of frantic kissing and the desperate cries of release as more and more people reached climax. I felt myself disappear over the edge, and a violent, shaking orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clenching hard. I let out a long, high-pitched cry, my head falling back as waves of pleasure washed over me. Seconds later, Simon bucked his hips one last time and let out a groan of pure bliss as he ejaculated into his underwear.

We lay there for a long moment, tangled together on the beanbag, our hearts racing. The room was filled with the sound of heavy breathing and the quiet, satisfied murmurs of dozens of people coming down from the same high.

“Okay, guys,” Yasmin said. “That looked like a lot of fun. Let’s break there to recover, and I imagine some of you will want to go and change your underwear. We’ll meet back here after lunch for the next lesson.”


Chapter Seven




After a relaxed lunch, we all filed back into the Barn with an air of nervous excitement. But there was something new. At the front of the space stood something that looked like it belonged in a high-end clinic: a sleek, reclining medical chair upholstered in black leather, complete with gleaming silver stirrups.

Yasmin stood beside it, looking as composed and professional as ever. "I hope you all enjoyed your break," she said, her voice projecting effortlessly. “This afternoon, we’re going to have an oral sex demonstration.”

A hush fell over the room.

"Some people treat oral sex like a chore or a prelude," Yasmin continued, reaching for the button on her yellow shorts. "But when done correctly, it can even be the main event. To show you exactly what I mean, I’ve asked Brad to assist me.”

Brad stepped forward, looking entirely comfortable with the situation. Without a word of hesitation, Yasmin unzipped her shorts and stepped out of them. She was wearing cute little lace panties with flowers on. But we didn’t have long to admire them before she hooked her thumbs in the waistband and slipped them off over her hips.

My breath caught as she revealed a thick, curly triangle of dark hair. She hopped onto the chair and leaned back, sliding her heels into the stirrups. As she reclined, her legs fell wide apart, and the position left absolutely nothing to the imagination. From where we sat in the front row, I could see the dark hair part to reveal her vagina, bright pink and already glistening with arousal.

"The first thing to notice," Yasmin said, her voice perfectly steady even as she lay exposed to forty people, "is the anatomy. Every woman is a different landscape, and will find different things pleasurable."

Brad moved between her legs, kneeling on a small cushion. He looked up at the class, then back at the wet, pink centre of the woman before him. He reached out with two fingers, gently spreading her further apart so the class could see the hooded pearl of her clitoris and the deep, inviting entrance to her vagina.

"Watch his technique," Yasmin commanded, her breath catching slightly as Brad leaned in close, his face just inches from her heat. “First of all, he’s going to start with long, firm licks all the way up… oh!" Yasmin’s voice broke as Brad’s tongue made its first broad, flat stroke up her soaked folds.

"Notice the… the flatness of the tongue," she managed to say, though her tone was becoming more strained. Brad didn't stop; he was relentless, his tongue working hard up and down her opening and over the top of her clit.

"He isn't just poking around pointlessly... he's creating... oh God... a surface area of sensation..."

Brad leaned in closer, his nose burying into her dark bush as he focused his attention on the very top of her slit. Yasmin’s hands gripped the sides of the medical chair so hard her knuckles turned white. "Now... he's circling. Just under the clitoral hood is... mmm... extremely sensitive. He's using a circular motion to... to build the blood flow..."

She was starting to lose the battle for composure. Her legs, held wide by the stirrups, began to tremble. Brad’s head was moving in a steady up and down motion, following the movement of his tongue. Yasmin’s head fell back against the headrest, her eyes rolling toward the ceiling.

I could feel how soaked my knickers were, and my pussy was physically aching to be touched, but I didn’t dare. The other students were also squirming on their bean bags and looking flushed with arousal. Lexi was breathing heavily, her mouth open and her eyes glazed with horniness. Simon looked pale in contrast, but I could see the huge bulge in his jeans that he was desperately trying not to touch.

"He's going to... he's going to take the clit into his mouth now," Yasmin gasped, her voice dropping to a low moan. "Creating a seal around the clit… Suction is... ah! Suction is everything..."

Brad did exactly that, his lips sealing around her hard, engorged clit. I watched, transfixed, as his cheeks hollowed out, creating a vacuum that pulled her entire being into his mouth. Yasmin stopped narrating. Her professional persona shattered completely as she let out a loud, raw shriek of pleasure.

"Suck it! Yes, Brad, just like… suck it, you bitch… ungh!" She began to thrash in the chair, her legs straining against the metal stirrups. Her hips were bucking, trying to meet the pressure of his mouth. The pink, wet interior of her vagina was pulsing rhythmically, weeping more moisture down the cleft of her ass crack.

“Fingers, Brad… put your fucking fingers in me…” she screamed.

Brad thrust three fingers into her gaping pussy, pushing them right up inside her. He pulled them out, coated in sticky white arousal, and then thrust them back in.

Suddenly, her entire body went rigid. Her back arched off the chair, and a series of frantic, high-pitched screams tore from her throat. She was climaxing with a violent intensity that shook the entire frame of the medical chair. Brad didn't stop; he kept sucking, his tongue massaging her most sensitive spot until her thrashing slowed to a heavy, limp shudder.

He pulled his fingers out of her, coated in so much release that it ran down his wrist. She lay there for a long minute, her chest heaving, her dark bush matted with arousal and saliva. The whole thing had left me stunned; I couldn’t believe they’d done that in a room full of people. But it had left me wanting to get with Brad even more.

"And that," Yasmin finally managed, her voice a total wreck as she looked back toward the class with a dazed smile, "is why we don't skip... the tongue work."

Finally, Yasmin climbed out of the chair. She stood up on shaky legs and gestured to Brad to help her drag a heavy wooden table away from the wall to the front of the class. Once it was in place, she turned to face us.

“Before we get hands-on with this activity,” she said, still naked from the waist down as if it was the most normal thing in the world, “I’m going to demonstrate some blowjob techniques on Brad.”

Brad scooted up onto the table and lay down on it like he was Frankenstein’s monster. Yasmin moved to the side, unbuttoned his shorts, and tugged them down to his knees, along with his underwear. Brad’s heavy, circumcised cock flopped out against his thigh. I exchanged a look with Lexi, and she smirked knowingly. She’d already had her lips around it, and I was insanely jealous.

Meanwhile, Yasmin climbed onto the table, making it creak under their combined weights. She threw a leg over Brad’s head and settled her thick thighs on either side of his face.

“Brad can make himself useful while I demonstrate,” she said, causing a ripple of laughter.

She leaned forward, taking his soft cock in her hand and guided it into her mouth. As she sucked, it quickly throbbed and grew until he was fully hard. It was quite an impressive cock, lovely and long, with a distinct curve.

Yasmin pulled back, the head of Brad’s cock sloppy with saliva as it slid out of her mouth with a soft pop. She looked over her shoulder at us.

“The first thing to remember is to use your hand,” she said, wrapping her thumb and middle finger around the base of his shaft and squeezing firmly. “Constant pressure at the base traps the blood, making the erection harder and more sensitive. As I descend, I’m using my hand to follow the motion of my mouth, creating the illusion that I’m taking much more than I actually am.”

She leaned down again, her dark hair falling forward as she demonstrated a deep, rhythmic motion. Every time she reached the base, she made a soft, humming sound in her throat.

“That vibration,” she managed to say between strokes, “travels straight through his shaft. It’s a total game-changer.” She moved her head in a circular motion, swirling her tongue around the sensitive rim of his head. “And never forget the frenulum; give it extra attention.”

Brad’s hips were beginning to twitch, and his hands were gripping Yasmin’s thighs as he buried his face in her pussy. He was clearly trying to keep up his end of the bargain, but the sensation of her mouth was rapidly overwhelming him.

“The key here,” Yasmin said, her voice vibrating with the effort of speaking while her mouth was partially occupied, “is to use your tongue like a second set of lips. Watch.”

She leaned down and flattened her tongue, pressing it firmly against the underside of his shaft. She began to lick upward in long, slow, agonisingly wet strokes, moving from the base all the way to the tip.

“Now we want to create a vacuum,” she explained. She began to move her head up and down, keeping it slow and deliberate. Each time she pulled back, she used her hand to follow through, twisting her wrist slightly to add a different kind of friction. “The twist at the end adds a new dimension of sensation. Now let’s make sure we get it right into the back of the throat to make it feel nice and tight for him.”

She sped up the pace, the wet, slapping sounds of her mouth against his skin filling the room. As it went deeper and deeper down her throat, she started to cough and gag, thick saliva dripping out of her lips and running down his shaft.

“Sloppier, the better,” she gasped as she pulled off for a second before diving back down. “You should be able to hear how wet it is.”

Faster and faster she went, taking him all the way to the base. Just when I thought he was about to shoot his load deep into her throat, she lifted off and paused. Brad groaned with frustration.

“He’s getting close,” Yasmin panted. “Now, when a man is reaching that point of no return, you can amplify the entire experience.” She reached one hand between Brad’s legs. “A firm, steady finger on the perineum, or better yet, a finger up the butt, provides a counter-pressure that intensifies the prostate's contraction. It’s the ultimate way to help them finish with maximum impact.”

I watched, transfixed, as she pushed a finger up Brad’s ass. His eyes flew open, his back arching off the wooden table as he let out a strangled cry. Yasmin leaned in, taking him deep into her throat one last time.

The effect was instantaneous. Brad’s entire body went into a spasm, his heels slamming against the table as he finally let go. Yasmin pulled away, and we all watched in a stunned silence as he ejaculated with a powerful force several feet into the air. Yasmin waited for a second pulse of thick cum to spurt out and run down his shaft. Then she took it back in her mouth, licking it up and swallowing it down.

Brad collapsed helplessly back onto the table.

“And that,” Yasmin said, wiping her lip with the back of her hand, “is a job well done. Now, find a partner… a different one from last time. It's your turn to practice.”


Chapter Eight




We all got up and mingled awkwardly, looking for new partners. Over lunch, I’d confided in Lexi that Simon’s cock had felt massive, so it was no surprise that she made a beeline straight for him. He looked a bit frightened as she led him to a beanbag and started unzipping his trousers.

“Hey.”

I turned around and saw Dave standing there, his muscular, tanned shoulders bulging out of the side of his vest top. He had tattoos all down one arm and was still wearing scruffy board shorts. He’s so fucking sexy, I thought.

“Wanna pair up?” he asked. I couldn’t believe how casual he was, basically asking me to suck his cock and have him eat me out while his girlfriend was in the room.

I tried to act like it was no big deal. “Sure. That would be nice.”

We settled into a beanbag next to Lexi and Simon. Lexi was holding Simon’s massive erection in her tiny hand, staring at it in amazement.

“Shall I go first?” Dave asked.

I nodded, suddenly feeling too hot and horny to speak.

Dave moved between my legs, gently opening my knees and sliding my skirt up my thighs. After the dry humping, my knickers had been soaked and filthy, so I’d popped back at lunchtime to change them. The new ones were plain blue, and I quickly realised that the choice had been a mistake. There was an obvious dark patch from front to back where the excitement of watching Yasmin and Brad had leaked out.

Dave traced a slow, deliberate path up the inside of my thigh, his thumb grazing the crease where my leg met my crotch. He lingered there, stroking the soft, trimmed hair that escaped the edges of my blue cotton panties. Then he brushed two fingers across the front of them where my clit was, and I gasped at the rush of pleasure.

He hooked two fingers into the side of my panties and pulled them to the side. I looked down, my face flushing red as I saw the prominent, milky white stains of arousal against the blue fabric, glistening in the light of the Barn. I tried to close my legs instinctively, but he held them firm.

“Don't hide that,” he whispered, his eyes lighting up. “That’s so beautiful.”

He reached out, his index finger tracing the entire length of my wet slit, from the very top down to my soaking entrance. He paused, his finger dipping inside to scoop out a generous amount of my slick juices. To my absolute shock and arousal, he brought his hand to his mouth and slowly licked his fingers clean, his eyes locked on mine.

Beside us, I could hear Lexi struggling with Simon’s monumental cock. She was gagging noisily, her eyes watering as she tried to take even half of his thick, throbbing length into her mouth. “Oh my God, Simon,” I heard her choke out between gasps. “I’ve never had this trouble before. I can usually get the whole thing in no problem.”

But I couldn't focus on them for long. Dave was back between my legs. He slid two fingers deep inside me, stretching me open. The first contact of his tongue was unbelievable. Unlike my clumsy ex-boyfriend, Dave was an absolute pro.

He used the flat-tongue technique Yasmin had just demonstrated, licking me from bottom to top with broad, firm strokes that made my hips lift off the beanbag. He buried his face in me, his scruffy beard tickling my skin as he began to suckle my clit, creating a powerful vacuum that sent waves of pleasure crashing through my body. I reached out, my fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer as the world melted away and all I could concentrate on was his mouth and tongue.

“Yes, Dave, right there!” I cried out, my voice joining the chorus of moans in the room. The pressure was building to an impossible peak, and with one final, deep swirl of his tongue, I exploded. My entire body went rigid, my cunt clenching around his fingers as a massive orgasm took hold of me, leaving me gasping and shaking.

The thundering pulse of that first climax had barely begun to fade when I felt Dave’s tongue shift. I expected him to pull back, to give me a moment to breathe and recover, but he didn't. He increased the pace, his tongue franticly flicking right on the most sensitive point of my clit. My overstimulated nerves screamed with a mix of pleasure and agony, but his hands were on my thighs, pinning me open.

He hummed around my clit, while his fingers hooked up inside me. The sensation was so intense I went right over the edge again. A second orgasm rushed through my body. I was a sobbing, panting mess, but he was relentless. He moved his mouth lower, his tongue lapping up the fresh overflow of my juices before returning to the top to create a suction.

By the third time, I didn't even have the strength to scream. My body just hummed with a continuous, rolling vibration. Every flick of his tongue sent a new wave of contractions through my pussy. Around me, there were the sounds of other people reaching their own climaxes, but it all sounded far away and unimportant as one orgasm merged into the next.

When he finally pulled back, he was breathing hard, his chin glistening and his eyes dark with triumph. I lay there, my legs still trembling, unable to move or cover myself. I was just a shaking, quivering mess.

Dave went and got a bottle of water for me from the pack that Yasmin had stashed under the table. I took a long, cool swallow and finally looked around the room.

Against the wall, Sasha was putting on a show. She was paired with the tall, athletic guy Anton had been with earlier. She had him pressed against a wooden beam, her tits out the front of her top. He was filming with her phone, while she was kneeling before him, sucking his cock. Her blonde hair swung as she overacted every movement, while moaning loudly and looking up at the camera.

In the far corner, Anton was sixty-nining India. They had bypassed the beanbags entirely, opting for a patch of sunlight on the floorboards. But my eyes kept drifting back to Lexi and Simon. Lexi had finally managed to get a rhythm going, though she still looked like she was trying to swallow a baseball bat. Her eyes were wide and watery, and her tiny hands were wrapped around the base of Simon’s cock just to keep it steady. Simon, for his part, looked like he was having a religious experience. His head was thrown back, his glasses were crooked on his face, and he was gripping the sides of the beanbag as he finally released into her mouth.

Dave sat back on his heels, watching the room with a satisfied smirk before turning his eyes back to me. “Ready to show me what you’ve learned?” I could see the swell of his cock straining against his shorts.

“More than ready,” I grinned. I reached out, my hands trembling slightly as I grasped the waistband of his scruffy board shorts.

With a slow, deliberate tug, I pulled the fabric down past his hips. I wasn’t surprised to see that he was going commando. His cock sprang free, so hard that it hit his stomach. Dave’s wasn’t as long as Brad's or Simon's, but it was impressively thick.

I leaned forward, my pulse racing. I remembered Yasmin’s tips and wrapped my fingers around the base of him. But my fingers didn’t reach all the way around, so I had to use both hands. I started by swirling my tongue around the fat head of his dick.

"Yeah, just like that," he grunted.

Emboldened, I opened my mouth wide, trying to accommodate his thickness. It was a struggle; he filled my mouth completely, stretching my cheeks until they ached. I focused on using my hands as much as possible. I could feel his pulse against my tongue. I doubled my efforts, using my saliva to keep things slick and humming deep in my throat just like Yasmin had shown us.

I could tell I was getting him close. Then he surprised me with a question. “Can I come on your tits?”

I took his cock out of my mouth. It throbbed in my hands. “What?”

“Your tits are fucking fantastic. I’d love to come on them,” he grinned.

No one has ever asked me that before. “Um… okay,” I heard myself saying.

Dave stood up, and I knelt in front of him. I tugged my top off and unhooked my bra, letting my heavy breasts bounce free. I felt strangely excited to be exposing myself like this again, not that anyone else was watching.

“Fuck, Hannah, you really have the most stunning tits,” he groaned. His cock was inches from my face. I grabbed it with both hands and started wanking him furiously. I took the head in my mouth, sucking hard. “That’s it…. Fuck…” he groaned.

I felt his thighs tense. “I’m gonna come…” he warned.

I pulled back, pointing his shaft at my breasts and stroking him even faster. He groaned, and his cock started throbbing and spewing cum out in thick, heavy loads. It splattered all over my breasts, feeling hot and wet as it ran over my nipples and down the valley between them. It was wonderfully filthy. I felt like a goddess, my massive, curvy breasts covered in his release.

Simon and Lexi had swapped places. Lexi had removed her knickers, and Simon was bent down between her legs. But Simon wasn’t providing quite the pro experience that Dave had given me. Lexi had her fingers in his hair, trying to guide him to the right spot.

“No, up a bit… in the middle… no, that’s too high…” she was saying. She glanced at me and rolled her eyes in mock frustration. “Press a bit firmer… you’re too gentle.”

Simon was still struggling, though, and Lexi didn’t look anywhere near getting off. She looked up at Dave, who had just finished tucking his cock back in his shorts.

“Can you show him, Dave?” Lexi asked.

Dave grinned. “It would be a pleasure.”

Simon appeared from between her thighs, his face red, looking like a deer caught in headlights.

“Move over, rookie,” Dave said, not unkindly, but with a firm authority that Simon immediately obeyed. Simon scrambled back, his massive cock hanging limply between his legs.

“Watch closely,” Dave commanded. He settled himself between Lexi’s spread thighs. She let out a long, relieved sigh as his expert hands gripped her. “You were being too tentative, Simon. You can’t treat it like a fragile piece of glass; you need to take control.”

Dave used his fingers to spread her lips and hood until we could all see the swollen pink of her clit. “See that? The pressure needs to be constant and focused. If you wander off the spot, the tension breaks.”

He leaned in. Lexi’s head hit the beanbag with a dull thud. “Oh, fuck… yes, Dave. Right there.”

Dave began to hum against her, the vibration making Lexi’s legs shake uncontrollably. He looked at Simon and gestured for him to come closer. “Now, put your fingers in. Deep. Feel the walls contracting?” Simon tentatively reached out, his long fingers sliding into Lexi’s soaking heat alongside Dave’s mouth. Under Dave’s tutelage, Simon began to find the pace. I sat there on my own beanbag, still sticky with Dave’s spent seed, watching the three of them. It was a bizarre, erotic masterclass.

“Now suck,” Dave ordered, pulling back just an inch to let Simon see the target. “Like you’re trying to draw the soul out of her.”

Simon dived back in, fueled by a sudden, desperate need to please. With Dave’s hand on the back of his neck, guiding the pressure. Lexi began to wail. Her back arched, her neon hair flying as she thrashed about.

“I’m coming! Simon! Oh, God!” She erupted, her body bucking with such force that she nearly took both men down with her.

Simon started to pull back, his face covered in her juices, but Dave forced his head back in there.

“Don’t stop until she’s finished,” he ordered.

Lexi bucked and squealed some more until the last of the orgasm dissipated. Only when she sank helplessly into the beanbag did Dave let Simon free. Simon had a huge grin on his face, like he’d just discovered fire.

“Not bad, mate,” Dave laughed, sitting back and clapping Simon on the shoulder. “I think you’re starting to get the hang of it.”

I suddenly realised Yasmin had been watching from a few feet away. She looked around at the tangled limbs, the sticky skin, and the dazed expressions of forty exhausted students with a look of pride.

“You’ve all done exceptionally well for Day One,” she said. “It was lovely to see classmates helping each other. But the most important part of Sex Education Camp isn't what happens under my supervision. It’s what you do when the sun goes down, and the rules are left to you.”

She leaned against the edge of the wooden table. “Your homework is to engage in a threesome,” Yasmin announced calmly. “Report back tomorrow morning for our lesson, where things are going to get very kinky.”


Chapter Nine




After dinner, Brad organised a group of the guys to collect some firewood and build a fire in the middle of the clearing. It was soon roaring, sending up orange sparks into the twilight sky. Dave emerged from his cabin carrying a battered acoustic guitar. He settled onto a stump, his tattooed arms flexing as he tuned the strings. As the fire crackled, he began to play folk songs.

We sat around the flames, the heat of the fire on our faces and the cool night air on our backs. Lexi leaned against my shoulder, her eyes fixed on the embers.

“So, what did you think about the homework?” she said quietly.

“God, I don’t know, Lexi,” I whispered back. “A threesome? I’ve barely gotten used to the idea of a twosome.”

“I want to,” she said. “I don’t think I can settle for just one person tonight. My head is still spinning from everything we did today in the Barn.”

She went quiet for a moment, her gaze drifting toward the far side of the fire where Brad was standing. He was leaning against a tree, a bottle of beer in his hand, watching the flames.

“You’ve been staring at him all day,” I noted, smirking.

“Can you blame me? After seeing what he did to Yasmin... that tongue, those hands. And when I sucked his cock… he’s just so hot. And don’t tell me you haven’t been watching him.”

I felt a flutter in my stomach. “Okay, so I fancy him, too,” I admitted. “Are you… suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

Lexi turned her head, her neon hair glowing in the firelight. A slow, wicked grin spread across her face. “I think it would be kind of cool to have my first threesome with my best friend and the hottest guy in camp.”

I thought about the three of us in one of those dark, wooden cabins, Brad’s massive hands on both of our bodies at once. My knickers, which had barely dried from the afternoon, felt suddenly damp again.

“Do you think he’d do it?” I asked, my heart hammering against my ribs.

Lexi stood up, brushing the dirt off her skirt. She looked over at Brad, who caught her eye.

“There’s only one way to find out,” Lexi said, reaching down to grab my hand and pulling me to my feet. “Let’s go see if the teacher’s assistant is available for some extra-curricular tutoring.”

We walked around the fire, and Brad watched us approach. Lexi stopped right in front of him, looking up at him.

"So, Brad," she started. "Yasmin gave us some pretty specific homework tonight. And Hannah and I... well, we’re the type to always put one hundred per cent effort in."

Brad took a slow drink from his beer, his eyes moving from Lexi to me and then back again. "Don't tell the others," he grinned. "But I was hoping it would be you two to come over and ask for a little extra help with your studies."

My breath caught. Did he mean it? Did he really like Lexi and me?

"You were?" I managed to whisper.

He nodded. “Shall we go to your cabin?”

It was hot and stuffy in the cabin, so we opened the window and all piled onto Lexi’s single bed. It was quite a squeeze. Brad was in the middle, his bulky frame taking up most of the mattress, while Lexi and I pressed in on either side of him.

He kissed Lexi first, a deep kiss that made her moan into his mouth, and then he turned to me, his stubble grazing my skin as he claimed my lips with the same intensity. The first kiss made my heart race. Brad tasted of smoke and beer, his mouth taking control. Then Lexi and I leaned over him and kissed each other. She was softer, but both of them were making me ache between my legs.

After making out for a while, Lexi and I undressed Brad, tugging off his T-shirt and pulling down his tight shorts. It felt amazing to finally get my hands on his lovely big cock. The skin was soft, but underneath, he was rock hard. Lexi and I ran our tongues up either side of his shaft, meeting at the top and kissing with the head of his cock in our mouths.

Then Lexi began to deep throat him, taking his dick so far into her mouth that her lips pressed against his body. When she lifted off, thick saliva flooded from her mouth, running down his shaft. It was filthy, sloppy, and incredibly sexy.

“Can you teach me to do that?” I asked.

“The secret,” Lexi grinned, “is all in the angle of your neck, telling your brain that everything is fine... and a lot of spit.” She reached down and took Brad’s cock back into her hand, holding it steady.

“Watch my throat,” she instructed. “You have to consciously drop your jaw and keep your tongue tucked down. It’s like you’re trying to yawn.”

She leaned over him again. This time, I watched closely. I saw the way she tilted her head back, creating a straight line for his girth to slide into. As she took him deep, I saw the muscles of her neck expand to accommodate him. She stayed down there for a few seconds, her nose buried in his pubic hair, before sliding back up slowly, leaving the head of his cock glistening and drenched.

“Now you,” she said.

I looked up at Brad. he was watching us with amusement in his eyes. I tried to mimic Lexi, tilting my head back and focusing on relaxing my throat.

“That’s it, Hannah... don't fight it,” she whispered.

With her guidance, I managed to take more of him than I ever thought possible. The feeling of his thick, pulsing shaft sliding all the way down was overwhelming, sending a jolt of electricity to my pussy. When I pulled back, gasping for air, Lexi rewarded me with a quick, wet kiss on the lips.

“Perfect,” she giggled. “A-plus.”

Brad let out a long groan. “You two are something else,” he said. His cock twitched. “Who wants to be fucked first?”

“Me,” I said quickly, before Lexi could say anything.

He and Lexi moved together. While Brad’s large hands reached for the hem of my top and lifted it over my head, Lexi’s little fingers were already at my waist, tugging at my skirt. They peeled the clothes away, exposing my pale skin until I was completely naked.

“God, Hannah,” Lexi breathed. She reached out and cupped my breasts, feeling how heavy they were. “I am so fucking jealous of these. They’re huge, and so soft.”

She leaned down, her hair brushing against my skin as she took one of my nipples into her mouth, sucking it into a hard, sensitive peak. On the other side, Brad’s stubble tickled my skin before his tongue lashed out to claim the other breast. I arched my back against the thin mattress, a moan of pleasure escaping me as the double attention sent flushes of pleasure through my body.

Brad eventually moved between my legs. He used his thighs to push mine wide, exposing my soaking cunt, framed by my trimmed, dark bush.

“Spread her open for me, Lexi,” Brad ordered.

Lexi scrambled to help, her eyes wide with excitement. She reached down and used her thumbs to part my labia, pulling the folds back to reveal the deep, throbbing pink of my vagina. I felt completely exposed, but in the best possible way.

Brad positioned the broad head of his cock against me. With one steady, powerful thrust, he slid all the way inside. I let out a cry of pleasure. He was, without a doubt, the biggest thing I had ever taken in my pussy. His girth stretched my walls, filling me so completely that I felt the pressure deep in my core.

“You like that, don't you?” Brad groaned, his hands gripping my thighs and pushing my legs back towards my shoulders, making his cock sink even deeper.

“Oh, God… yes,” I moaned.

He began to fuck me with firm, hard thrusts, his heavy balls slapping against me. Above me, Lexi was leaning over as she watched the point where we were joined, her hand reaching down to flick my clit in perfect time with Brad’s strokes.

“This is so hot,” she whispered. “I love seeing his cock inside you.”

Harder and harder he fucked me, while Lexi massaged my clit. It didn’t take long before I was coming, screaming into the quiet cabin. My vision went black, my body shaking with the force of an earth-shattering climax.

Lexi was breathless watching, her eyes wide. “My turn,” she begged.

We swapped places, and Brad slid his cock, glistening with my arousal, deep into Lexi’s cunt. Lexi let out a high-pitched wail of pure delight as he began to bang her with the same hard rhythm he’d fucked me with. Lexi’s tight little shaved pussy was stretched so tight around his shaft that it looked painful, but she seemed to be enjoying it.

“Hannah…” Lexi gasped. “Sit on my face.”

The request shocked me, but I did as she asked. As Brad continued to fuck her deep, I crawled over her, straddling Lexi’s chest. I lowered my heavy, curvy hips until my soaking-wet pussy was pressed directly against her mouth. She reached up to grab my thighs, pulling me down firmly against her face.

The sensation was incredible. Below me, I could feel the vibrations of Brad’s heavy thrusts moving through Lexi’s body, while Lexi’s tongue began to work frantically on me, licking and sucking at my swollen folds while she moaned with pleasure.

“Yes, Lexi!” I gasped, grabbing Brad’s shoulders for support.

I felt Lexi’s start to come, her pussy clenching around Brad, her muffled moans vibrating against my cunt.

“I’m coming again!” I shrieked, climaxing at the exact same time as Lexi.

We both collapsed into a tangled, pulsing heap, panting heavily. But Brad wasn’t finished with us. He flipped me over onto my knees and slid his cock deep inside me again. Lexi positioned herself in front of me, spreading her legs just for me. Her pussy was so smooth and pink. I’d never gone down on a woman before. I flicked my tongue out, tasting her for the first time; she was salty and sweet, and the sound of her sharp intake of breath gave me a sudden, heady rush of power.

Behind me, Brad was fucking me hard. He held my hips, his thick cock sliding in and out of me relentlessly. Every time he bottomed out inside me, I was pushed further into Lexi’s beautiful pussy. I found her slit with my fingers and pushed one inside. She was tight and wet, gripping me as I thrust in time to Brad’s pounding. I added a second finger, stretching her pink folds. I began to lick her clit faster, and I felt her go over the edge.

Brad’s thrusts behind me were reaching a fever pitch. With a growl of relief, he finally let go. I felt his thick, warm cum flood my pussy as he bucked behind me. I could feel the rhythmic, heavy pulses of his cock deep inside me as he spurted load after load into my cunt.

After a few moments, Brad slowly withdrew. My legs finally gave out as I rolled onto my back next to Lexi. She sat up, her eyes fixed on the creamy white fluid that was already beginning to leak from my swollen, pink entrance. Before I could say a word, she moved between my legs. She leaned down, her tongue darting out to catch the first drip before it hit the mattress. I gasped, my toes curling as she began to lick Brad’s cum out of me.

I looked down at her, her face buried between my thighs. “Lexi, you are so fucking filthy,” I groaned.

Brad left shortly after, but I ended up spending the night in Lexi’s bed, our naked bodies pressed together.


Chapter Ten




The next morning, the sun streamed through the big windows of the Barn. The atmosphere inside was heavy with anticipation. Instead of the beanbags, there were rows of folding chairs. Yasmin stood at the front, looking as impeccable as ever in her white and yellow camp uniform.

"Good morning, students," she said. "Before we dive into today's curriculum, I want to hear from you all. Did you all enjoy the homework?”

A chorus of nervous giggles and affirmations filled the room. Lexi gave my hand a squeeze, her face flushing as she remembered the three of us on that tiny bed.

"Good," Yasmin nodded. “Because today, we move from cooperation to control. We’re going to kink it up. Brad, come and stand at the front.”

Brad stood up and joined Yasmin in front of the class.

"Brad here has been a naughty boy," Yasmin continued, her heels clicking as she circled Brad like a predator. She stopped behind him, her eyes flicking over his broad shoulders before dropping lower. "Brad, pull down your shorts and pants, and bend over the table. Now."

The room went dead silent as we watched in fascination. Brad’s hands reached for his waistband, and his trousers and pants dropped to his ankles. His muscular, rounded backside was now on full display to the class, and from the side, I could see his long, soft cock. He took a step towards the table and bent forward, placing his hands flat on the surface.

I felt a surge of heat flood my pussy. Seeing him like this, this powerful, dominant man who had taken me so hard last night, was intoxicating.

Yasmin raised her hand, her palm flat. "Brad has been undermining me, going around telling people that he is in charge, when really he works for me. It's time Brad learned his lesson."

Slap. The sound was sharp, like a whip cracking. Brad’s body jolted, his fingers trying to dig into the surface of the table. A bright, angry red handprint began to bloom across his right cheek. I let out a soft, involuntary gasp, my hand flying to my mouth.

"Does that sting, Brad?" Yasmin purred, her hand hovering for another strike.

"Yes, Ma'am," Brad grunted.

“What do you have to say to me?”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” he said submissively.

“Sorry for what?”

“Sorry for undermining you. I’m ready to take my punishment.”

“Make sure you thank me for correcting you,” she said.

Slap.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Slap.

“Th-Thank you, ma’am.”

Slap.

The sounds echoed through the Barn as Yasmin spanked him on the other cheek, and then twice more on each side. His skin wasn't just red, but a deep, angry crimson that looked hot to the touch. Each strike made Brad’s body quiver, his muscles rippling under the strain of remaining still.

Yasmin turned to the class. “Notice the physiological response. The initial sting is sharp; it’s an alarm. But as I continue, the brain realises it isn't in actual danger. It begins to flood the body with natural painkillers. The pain begins to blur into heat, and that heat eventually transforms into pure, unadulterated pleasure.”

I couldn't take my eyes off him. My breath was coming in shallow gasps, and I heard Lexi doing the same. Seeing Brad reduced to this state of shaking, submissiveness was more erotic than anything I’d ever witnessed.

“Brad,” Yasmin commanded, her hand resting on his now-throbbing, red backside. “Turn around and show the class.”

Brad stood slowly. He turned around to face us, and a collective gasp rippled through the room. His cock was rock hard and pointing straight up. It looked even larger than it had last night, swollen and glistening with a bead of pre-cum that threatened to spill over.

“See?” Yasmin said, gesturing to his erection with a triumphant smile. “The body doesn’t lie. He’s been punished, yet he’s never been more ready to come.” She put her hand gently on Brad’s cheek. “Would you like to come now?” she whispered softly.

“Yes, please, Ma’am,” he growled.

She ran a single finger up the length of his shaft, making his cock twitch. “I don’t think so,” she laughed.

Brad looked crestfallen. His cock throbbed again. “Please, Ma’am. I’ll behave in future. I’ll respect your authority.”

“I will consider it,” replied Yasmin, giving the class a wink. “But first, you must make me come. On your knees. We’re going to demonstrate some degradation and humiliation now.”

Brad sank to his knees in front of her. She grabbed his chin, angling his head up towards her.

“Open your mouth.”

He did as he was told, and to my shock, she leaned over and spat in his mouth.

“You’re a disgusting, filthy, fuck-boy, Brad,” she snarled at him, and spat in his face again. “What are you?”

“A fuck-boy, Ma’am,” Brad replied, meeting her eyes.

She slapped him hard on the face, making the watching students gasp again. “I’ve seen you running around the camp with your cock hanging out, fucking anything that moves. You’re disgusting.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

"Now, prove you're good for something other than being a walking dildo," Yasmin commanded. She turned around, dropped her shorts and panties to the floor and braced her hands against the edge of the table. "I want to feel that tongue, Brad."

Brad didn't hesitate. He leaned in, his face disappearing between her large, dark ass cheeks. I could see his tongue working with a frantic, desperate energy, lapping at her asshole as if his very life depended on her satisfaction.

Yasmin let out a long exhale of pleasure, her head lolling back as she looked out over the class with a triumphant expression.

"See how he grovels?" she panted, already sounding close to climax. "This is a man who was 'in charge' five minutes ago. Now, he’s eating my ass."

She reached down, grabbing his hand and forcing two of his thick fingers deep inside her. Brad worked hard, his tongue deep in her asshole, his fingers pumping relentlessly into her pussy. Yasmin’s composure finally shattered; her hips began to buck wildly against his face, her moans filling the Barn.

"Yes! Right there, you filthy fuck-boy!" she shrieked. She came hard, collapsing over the table as her thighs shook uncontrollably. She trembled for a long minute, panting on the table as she recovered.

She stood up slowly and looked down at Brad, who was still on his knees. "Better," she whispered. She glanced at his straining, rock-hard cock. "I suppose you've earned your reward. Get up. Fill me with cum."

Brad scrambled to his feet. Yasmin bent over the oak table once more. He grabbed her hips and slammed his cock deep into her pussy. Even after everything we’d seen, I still couldn’t believe he was fucking her right in front of the class like that.

The table groaned under the force of his impact. He fucked her even harder than he’d fucked Lexi and me last night. Yasmin simply hung on, her fingers clawing at the wood as he hammered into her. With one final, loud groan, Brad stiffened. He buried himself to the hilt, his muscles locking up as he flooded her with his release. He stayed there, panting, while the rest of us sat in stunned, electrified silence.

When he pulled out, thick white cum ran down Yasmin’s thighs, contrasting beautifully with her dark skin. She ignored it as she addressed the class in her normal teacher voice.

“Okay, class, we’ve seen a number of different kinks there. Spanking, submissiveness, and humiliation. I was dominant, while Brad was playing the role of a submissive. But what you didn’t see is the most important part of the entire demonstration,” she said, picking up her knickers from the floor and starting to put them on.

“Brad and I agreed beforehand what his limits were, and what specific actions I was going to perform. We also agreed on a safe word: a simple, unambiguous term in case he wanted it to stop immediately. Without that negotiation, this isn't kink; it’s just abuse. Consent is the foundation that allows us to enjoy BDSM safely.”

She pulled her knickers over her leaking pussy. Then she grinned at Brad. “It can be an emotional rollercoaster. Notice how he’s feeling now. While we take a break, I’m going to spend some time reassuring him that he’s not really a worthless fuck-boy and giving him some cuddles. This is what we call Aftercare.”

I’d never seen a class so quiet, hanging on her every word.

“Go on, get outside in the sun. I’ll see you after lunch.”

Outside, Sasha was already filming herself with the selfie stick. She was fanning her face with her free hand, looking like she’d just witnessed something remarkable.

"Guys... oh my God, guys," she whispered frantically into the lens, her voice a pitch higher than usual. "Are you seeing this? I came here to learn how to, I don't know, give better blowjobs and share feelings or whatever, and I just watched our teacher dominate the hunky camp leader.”

She paused, then leaned in closer to the camera.

"But also? I think I might be broken," she giggled nervously, a manic glint in her eyes. "Because when she called him a fuck-boy and spat in his mouth, my first thought wasn't 'gross,' it was 'I wonder if she’s taking applications for a fuck-girl.’ My therapist is going to need a therapist after I get home. I am literally vibrating. 10/10, would recommend this camp, please send help, but also don't.”

Lexi and I exchanged smirks.

“Do you think you’d rather be a sub or a dom?” I asked her.

“Definitely a sub,” she said without hesitation. “I just want someone to take control and destroy me. How about you?”

“Yeah, that would be pretty hot,” I said, thoughtfully. “But I think I’d like to do both.”


Chapter Eleven




When we went back into the Barn after lunch, I was surprised to find that all the chairs had been removed. The open space felt vast and slightly intimidating, like a stage waiting for a performance. Yasmin was standing in the centre, looking refreshed and authoritative.

"For this afternoon’s workshop, we’re moving beyond theory," Yasmin announced, her voice echoing off the rafters. "We are going to build on what we learned this morning and workshop a Dom/Sub scene. You’ll pair up and plan out everything first so that there are no surprises. Everyone who wants to explore being a Dominant today, stand on the left side of the room. Everyone who wants to explore being a Submissive, stand on the right.”

The room became a flurry of movement as people made their choices. I watched as most of the girls drifted toward the submissive side, whispering and giggling with a mix of nerves and excitement. Only a few girls joined the Dominant side, and I was a little surprised to see Sasha amongst them.

Similarly, the majority of the guys gravitated toward the Dominant side, puffing out their chests and trying to look the part. I was less surprised when I saw Simon walk decisively over to the submissive side. He caught my eye and gave a small, shy shrug, looking surprisingly comfortable with his choice.

I stood in the middle for a long moment, my heart thumping. The thought of bossing Simon around, holding him down, making him do whatever depraved thing I could think of, was making me horny. But maybe that would be for another time, because I had an even stronger desire for the other side. I was in the mood for just switching off my brain and getting properly used. I moved to the Sub side, feeling a strange mix of relief and vulnerability as I joined the crowd of girls.

Yasmin paced between the two groups. “Now, I want you to pair up. Find a partner that you trust and that you’d like to work with.”

My heart was still hammering against my ribs when I saw Anton detach himself from the Dominant group. He walked straight toward me, his dark eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my knees feel weak.

"I was hoping you'd choose this side, Hannah," he grinned.

I was more than happy to work with him, and out of all the other guys, he was one that I trusted the most. But then I saw that the one he had paired with yesterday, tall and broad-shouldered, with his hair shaved short. He was the odd one out, without a partner.

"Hey, Anton," he said. "And Hannah, isn’t it? Looks like there’s an odd number. You mind if I join you? That’s if you’re okay with being a submissive for two men at the same time?”

Oh my God. The idea of being handled by both of them at once sent my heart into overdrive and a rush of heat to my pussy. This is an opportunity you don’t get every day. "I... I'm okay with that," I whispered.

“I’m Seb, by the way,” he said.

Lexi, who was standing nearby, narrowed her eyes at me. "Two of them? You lucky bitch," she hissed with an envious grin.

Yasmin clapped her hands, getting everyone’s attention. “Good. Now, get out of here. Find a quiet corner of the camp where you won't be disturbed. You have thirty minutes to negotiate. I want you to agree on every action, every limit, and your safe words. Nothing happens until the plan is set. Go."

The three of us walked out of the Barn toward the secluded edge of the woods. I felt small between their tall frames, already sinking into the submissive role I had craved. We found an area that had been made into a kind of outdoor living room, with wooden benches in a circle and wind chimes hanging from the trees, and a canvas stretched between two trees to provide shade.

"So, Hannah," Anton said, perching on one of the benches. "We're going to talk about exactly how we're going to break you today. This is your scene. Do you want us to be mean? Do you want to be told how worthless you are?”

I shook my head quickly, my heart fluttering. “No,” I whispered, looking from one to the other. “I don't want the insults or to be hit or spat on. But I want to be used... I want to be used hard, and I want you to force me to come until I can't take it anymore. But I want to be your good girl. I want to be praised for taking it.”

Seb grinned. “A good girl. We can definitely do that. We’ll tell you exactly how well you’re doing while we’re using you.”

They began to run down a list, their voices clinical yet deeply erotic

“Restrained?” Anton asked.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Restrained by pulling your hair?”

“Yes.”

“Double blowjob and face fucking?”

“Yes.”

“Rough face fucking? In your throat?”

“Yes.”

“A spit roast? One of us in your mouth, the other behind?”

“God, yes.” The thought was making my knickers soaking wet.

“Rough fucking and forced orgasms? We don't stop just because you've peaked. We keep going until we decide you're done, or you say your safe word.”

“Yes, yes to all of it,” I said, my voice trembling. Just hearing them describe it made me dizzy; my head was swimming with the sheer, delicious thrill of it. I couldn't believe this was my life, that in a few minutes, these two powerful men were going to act out every secret, dark fantasy I’d ever tucked away.

“What about anal?” Seb asked.

I hesitated, the heat in my cheeks intensifying. “No... not today. I’m curious, I really am, but I’ve never tried it, and I don't want my first time to be like this.”

“Fair enough,” Anton nodded. “What about two cocks in your vagina at the same time?”

I burst out into a nervous, breathless laugh. “I mean, yes! If you can actually make that work, then absolutely. But,” I looked at the prominent bulges in their jeans. “I seriously doubt that’s even physically possible.”

“You might be surprised,” smirked Anton. “A good girl can be very stretchy when she’s been properly prepared.”

“One more thing,” Seb said. “Your safe word is Red. Nice and simple. If you say it, we stop instantly. Otherwise, you belong to us, within the boundaries we just set. Understood?”

“Understood,” I whimpered. I was suddenly desperate to get on with it.

“Good,” Anton smirked, standing up. “Now, get on your knees. Let’s see how good of a girl you really are.”

“Wait. Here?” I gasped. I looked around. There was no one nearby, but it felt like we could be disturbed at any moment.

“On your knees,” he repeated, his voice rougher. His hand was already tugging at his belt. Seb was doing the same.

I sank to the forest floor, the damp earth and pine needles scratching at my bare knees, but I barely felt it. My eyes were fixed on their waistbands as they both freed themselves. Their cocks were already hard. I reached out, my hands trembling as I gripped them both, pumping them in a frantic, dual rhythm.

"That's it," Seb groaned, looking down at me as his hand tangled in my hair. "Show us how much you want it."

After a few moments of me wanking them, Anton gripped my chin and guided his cock toward my lips. "Open up.”

I took him in, my throat working to accommodate his size as he pushed deeper.

“Good girl,” he groaned. He began to thrust into my mouth, pushing me to my limit. I remembered my lesson from Lexi and opened my throat, trying not to gag. Spit poured out around his shaft, dripping to the forest floor.

When he pulled out, Seb was right there to replace him, his thick shaft stretching my jaw and hitting the back of my throat until I let out a muffled, involuntary sob of pleasure.

They began to switch back and forth, getting rougher and more relentless. My eyes were watering, and long strings of spit trailed down my chin, soaking into the collar of my shirt. I was gagging, my body shaking with the intensity. But every time I thought I was reaching my limit, they’d murmur, "Such a good girl," or "Take it all for us, Hannah," and I would melt all over again.

"She's doing so well, Seb," Anton panted, his hand moving to the back of my head. "I think she’s ready to try both."

My eyes went wide. I tried to pull back, but their hands were firm. They stepped closer together, aligning themselves.

"Slowly," Seb whispered.

They pushed forward at the same time. My mouth was stretched to its absolute physical limit as they filled me. My fingers dug into their thighs as they began a shallow, agonisingly slow double-thrust. It was a total, beautiful sensory overload. I was drowning in them, and the fact that I was doing it in the middle of the woods, where anyone could stumble upon us, made the thrill almost unbearable. My knickers were soaked all the way through, my pussy aching with need.

The pressure in my mouth finally subsided as they pulled out, but they didn't give me a second to catch my breath.

"Get up," Anton commanded, hauling me to my feet. "Clothes off. Now."

Seb yanked my shirt over my head while Anton slid my shorts and knickers down my legs, leaving me standing completely exposed in the dappled sunlight of the clearing. The cool forest air hit my damp skin, making my nipples harden instantly.

"Look at those," Seb murmured, reaching out to cup my breasts. He squeezed them firmly, his thumbs rolling over the peaks. "I knew they’d be incredible. They’re so big, Hannah... absolutely perfect."

"A perfect pair for a good girl," Anton added as he stepped behind me.

He grabbed my wrists, pulling my arms behind my back and holding them in a crushing, one-handed grip that forced my chest forward. I was completely trapped, my body arched and vulnerable.

Seb stepped into the space between my thighs, his eyes locked on mine. "Now, let's see how much that pussy can take."

He reached down, his fingers finding my clit, which was already swollen and slick. He didn't start gently; he began a fast, insistent friction that sent white-hot sparks through my nervous system. I tried to squirm, but Anton’s grip was like iron, keeping me pinned.

"That's it, Hannah," Seb whispered. “Come for me.”

I felt the tension building between my legs, climbing higher and higher until I couldn't breathe. With a loud cry, my first orgasm ripped through me, my thighs shaking uncontrollably. But as I started to slump, Anton held me upright, and Seb didn't stop. He kept his fingers moving, back and forth across my clit.

"No, no... we aren't done," he said softly. "Keep going for us."

The sensitivity was almost painful, the pleasure intense, yet my body responded anyway. He forced a second orgasm out of me less than a minute later, my voice turning into a high-pitched wail that echoed through the trees. My head fell back against Anton’s shoulder, my vision swimming.

"So wet," Seb noted, pushing two fingers into me, before returning to my clit. “One more.”

He continued the relentless stimulation, driving me toward a third, even more intense climax. "Such a good girl, coming for her Doms.”

With my arms pinned behind my back, I had nowhere to go. When I came, I could only squirm and shake in Anton’s iron grip, my heels digging into the dirt as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

“Good girl,” Anton whispered in my ear.

Finally, they let my arms free, and I nearly collapsed. My limbs felt like jelly, but they weren't finished. Seb guided me toward a weathered wooden bench.

“Over the bench, Hannah. Hands on the wood,” he commanded.

I obeyed instantly, my breath coming in ragged sobs. I bent forward, the rough, sun-warmed wood pressing against my palms and chest, my ass high in the air. I knew I was gaping and leaking arousal down my thighs.

Anton stepped in behind me. I felt the head of his cock explore my entrance for a second before he drove home with one long, hard thrust. I tried to moan, but Seb’s cock was already forcing its way into my mouth. They fucked me hard, Anton hammering into me from behind, while Seb fucked my face, all the way down my throat. I was being used from both ends, like a dirty fantasy I hadn’t even admitted to myself.

My eyes rolled up in my head, and I came again.

“Swap,” Anton panted.

They moved quickly, Seb sliding into my aching cunt while Anton claimed my mouth. It felt different this way; different textures, different speeds, and all I could do was cling to the bench as they used me and told me how well I was doing.

Just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, they stopped.

“You’re doing so well, Hannah,” Anton murmured. “There’s one more way we want to use you.” He sat down on the bench, his cock pointing straight up. “Get on top of me.”

I straddled his lap, my shaking legs barely supporting me. Guided by his hands on my ass, I lowered myself onto his thick shaft, feeling him stretch me open all over again. I let out a long, shaky moan as he filled me completely, my internal muscles pulsing around him.

I felt Seb move behind me. “Remember what we talked about?” he said. “We’re going to see just how stretchy our good girl really is.”

I felt the head of Seb’s cock pressing against my opening, right at the base of where Anton was already buried inside me. I let out a high-pitched whimper, but Anton gripped my hips, holding me steady.

“Deep breaths, Hannah,” Anton said softly, kissing my lips. “Just relax for us.”

Slowly, agonisingly, Seb began to push. It was a sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt; the feeling of being stretched around two hard cocks. As Seb slid in alongside Anton, my cunt was forced open, their two shafts rubbing against each other inside me. It felt incredibly full, waves of intense pleasure radiating out from my pussy.

They started to move inside me. The internal friction was amazing; every nerve ending screaming in pleasure.

“She’s taking both of us so well,” Seb panted, his hands reaching around to squeeze my breasts.

The double stretch was the final straw for my overstimulated body. My vision went black as another massive orgasm seized me, my walls contracting around both of them. The guys lost it, too. Anton groaned first, and then Seb let out a roar of relief. I felt them both coming inside me, a torrent of warm, wet cum that pooled inside my cunt and ran down their shafts.

Their cocks popped out of me, leaving me dripping. We all collapsed onto the bench, panting heavily and listening to the birdsong in the trees.

Remembering their aftercare, both of the men held me, stroking my flushed skin and whispering how amazing I had been. I felt strangely proud for pushing my limits and taking both of them at the same time. I’m such a good girl.


Chapter Twelve




When we gathered for dinner, it seemed everyone had a story to tell. The picnic benches were buzzing with a frantic, post-workshop energy. I was still walking a bit gingerly, feeling the heavy, pleasant ache of having two cocks deep in my pussy.

Lexi was already at the table, practically vibrating with excitement. She didn't even wait for me to sit down before she leaned in, her voice a loud, proud stage-whisper.

"Hannah, oh my god, you will not believe it," she gushed, her face pink with excitement. "I finally did it. I let Dave take my ass cherry. I thought I'd be terrified, but he was so dominant and careful at the same time... it was the most intense, mind-blowing thing I’ve ever felt. Wait until you experience a full-on anal orgasm. I'm a completely different person now.”

I laughed, happy for her, though I was still reeling from my own afternoon. "I'm glad you enjoyed it. I was looking at the timetable, and you know we’ve got an anal lesson scheduled for tomorrow? You could give the demonstration,” I teased.

Her eyes widened. “I could!”

Just then, the benches went quiet as Sasha strutted in, looking like a queen returning from a conquest. Behind her was Simon, wearing a black leather collar around his neck. Sasha held the matching lead with a casual, bored elegance, occasionally giving it a sharp little tug.

Simon didn't look humiliated, though. In fact, he looked blissfully happy.

"Ladies, meet my new accessory," Sasha announced, stopping by our table and patting Simon on the head as if he were a prized golden retriever. "He’s officially my bitch now.” She turned to him. “You may sit.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Simon sat next to her and started pouring water into her glass from the jug.

She leaned in and lowered her voice. “He spent the last hour massaging my feet and telling me how much he likes being owned. Then he did my nails, and then he fucked me so hard I can barely walk. Girls… you will not believe the size of his dick."

Simon waited on Sasha throughout dinner. Afterwards, she led him back to her cabin, telling everyone how she was going to get him to pleasure her all night. Lexi and I looked at each other.

“I don’t think I can take any more sex tonight,” she said. “I’m sore in places I didn’t know existed.”

"Same," I sighed. "Let's just... get an early night."

We skipped the post-dinner bonfire and retreated to our cabin. Somehow, we ended up naked together in the same bed. For a long while, we just lay there, naked and tangled together, our heartbeats finally slowing.

But as it grew darker, and I thought back over all the things that had happened, I felt the familiar horniness begin to build. It wasn’t helping that Lexi’s small, hard nipple was pressed into the side of my breast.

"Lexi?" I whispered, my hand tracing the curve of her hip. "I know we said we were done for the night... but how about just one more orgasm?"

Lexi let out a sleepy giggle. "I was actually lying here hoping you'd say that."

She reached under her pillow and pulled out a sleek wand vibrator. She clicked it on, the low, powerful hum vibrating through the mattress. She positioned it carefully between us, right where our clits could both press against the broad, silicone head.

I wrapped my leg over hers, pulling her flush against me. We didn't need hands; we just began to grind, our bodies moving slowly against the vibrator as we kissed long and deep.

"Oh God, Hannah," Lexi gasped, her breath hot against my mouth as we picked up the pace.

“I know. That feels so good,” I groaned, bucking my hips to push harder against the toy.

Her hands were all over me, squeezing my breasts and sliding up my back. I grabbed her cute little ass, pulling her against me and the vibrator. The vibration was relentless, a deep thrumming that seemed to spread through our whole bodies, pushing us closer and closer to the edge.

"Hannah..." Lexi cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

We came together, our bodies locking up in a shaking, synchronised orgasm. I buried my face in her neck to stifle my scream, my hips shuddering against hers until the initial wave subsided into a warm, heavy glow. But the vibrator didn't stop humming, and Lexi didn't pull away.

"Don't move," she whispered. "Keep it there. I want to see if I can go again."

“So much for just one more,” I giggled.

She shifted slightly, tilting her pelvis to catch the vibration at a different angle. "Hannah," she breathed, "touch my ass. Don't go in, just... massage it. Press into it while I grind."

I reached down, my hand sliding over the curve of her cheek. I found the tight, puckered skin of her rear entrance and began to circle it with my middle finger, applying firm, steady pressure as she moved against me. The combination of the wand on her clit and my touch behind quickly sent her into a fresh climax.

She collapsed against me, panting, her skin damp with sweat. After a moment, I nudged her, my own desire still humming.

"Lexi," I murmured, rolling her onto her side so I could press my back against her chest. "Do the same for me.”

She slid her hand beneath me, her fingers finding my own tight asshole, pressing firmly into the ring of muscles while she held the vibrating head firmly against my swollen clit. The sensation was incredible, the nerve endings tingling with pleasure as she played with me. I arched my back, pressing my ass against her hand, my eyes rolling back as the room blurred.

"That's it, good girl," she whispered, echoing what I had told her had turned me on earlier.

The words and the pressure on my ass triggered a climax deep inside me. I exploded, squirming and twisting on the bed, letting out one long moan of pleasure and relief as I came.

My body finally sank into the mattress as the wand clicked into silence. We were asleep within minutes.


Chapter Thirteen




When we arrived at the Barn for the class the next day, I could barely contain my excitement. After the bit of anal play with Lexi, I was keen to explore that area a bit more. Most of the other campers were already there, chatting in small groups as they gossiped about who had spent the night with whom. The beanbags were back, arranged in a semicircle around a single mattress in the middle of the floor.

Sasha was already in full content creator mode, filming a piece to camera with her usual brand of polished energy. Except now, she seemed to have Simon acting as her permanent personal cameraman and assistant, a role he looked surprisingly settled into.

"Make sure the shadow isn't across my face, Simon," she directed as she adjusted her hair. "And keep the frame tight. My followers want to see my glow-up from all the sex yesterday. You’re doing a great job." Sasha gave him a brief pat on the arm, and Simon beamed as if he’d just been given an award.

It seemed Sasha had found a servant, one who also pleasured her with his massive dick, and Simon had found a Queen. Neither of them seemed to have any intention of going back to the way things were before.

Lexi and I collapsed into beanbags and waited.

At first, Yasmin was nowhere to be seen. It wasn’t like her to be late. About fifteen minutes after the lesson should have begun, she stumbled through the Barn door. She looked like she had barely slept; her hair was messy, and she was wearing dark glasses. Her usually clean and pressed camp leader uniform was crumpled and stained, like she had slept in it. She looked thoroughly wrecked, a far cry from the untouchable authority figure she’d been the day before.

“What’s happened to her?” I whispered to Lexi.

“You mean who happened to her,” Lexi smirked as Anton and Seb followed her in, looking smug. Anton slapped Yasmin on the ass as he walked past her to his seat, making her squeal. Seb gave her a wink.

Lexi was trying not to laugh.

“Right,” Yasmin started, her voice sounding like she had a sore throat. “Welcome to one of our most popular classes: Introduction to anal sex.” She shifted her weight, winced visibly, and then shot a glare toward Anton and Seb. The two of them sniggered.

“Usually, I would demonstrate the positioning and the initial entry myself with Brad,” Yasmin continued, her hand drifting instinctively to her lower back as she moved gingerly. “But I’m feeling... a bit sore this morning.”

The room erupted into muffled giggles. Anton leaned back in his chair, his arms behind his head.

“Did we keep you up last night, Yas?” he called out.

“Shut up, Anton,” she snapped, although I detected a smirk. “Since I’m out of commission, I need a volunteer. Someone who wants to show the group how to do it. Brad’s ready, so who’s going to step up?”

Beside me, Lexi didn't even hesitate. Her hand shot into the air like a rocket, her eyes wide with eager excitement.

“I’ll do it!” she called, practically vibrating in her seat.

Yasmin looked relieved. “Lexi. Good. Come on up and take off your clothes.”

I felt a surge of adrenaline watching Lexi bounce up and stand in the centre of the room. She let her knickers drop to her ankles from under her skirt, and then let the skirt follow. She removed her top, exposing her small, braless breasts, and sat down on the edge of the mattress.

While she was undressing, Yasmin was talking. “The most important factor in anal play is relaxation. If the one receiving is tense, the muscles will fight back. You need to be in a state of total surrender.” She gestured toward Brad, who was already standing nearby, watching Lexi get undressed. “Brad, strip off. We need to get her ready with some foreplay.”

Brad removed his clothes casually and sat down on the mattress naked next to Lexi.

“Start with some kissing,” Yasmin instructed. “We want those endorphins flowing.”

Brad pulled her into a deep, all-consuming kiss. His hands cupped her small breasts, his thumbs rhythmically circling her nipples until Lexi began to let out soft, needy whimpers. The room was silent, except for the wet sound of their kissing. Brad’s soft cock was lying across his thigh, and it began to twitch and stiffen.

“Now, the clitoris,” Yasmin directed, circling the pair like a hawk.

Brad’s hand slid down between her thighs, his fingers nestling between her shaved folds and pressing against her clit. I watched Lexi’s head fall back, her eyes fluttering shut. Her toes curled, and her hips began to buck instinctively against his palm. Her hand moved to his cock, wrapping around it and stroking it until it was fully hard.

“Now let’s warm her up with some oral,” Yasmin said.

Brad lay her gently back on the mattress and moved between her legs. She lifted them up and opened them, giving him access to her pussy. He started on her clit, lapping against it until she was squirming with pleasure.

Yasmin moved around the front for a better view. “Rimming is a great way to relax those rear muscles,” she said.

Brad moved lower, pushing Lexi’s legs back towards her shoulder and exposing her rear entrance. His tongue flicked out, and she gasped with surprise and pleasure. Then he pressed firmly, his tongue exploring her ass and circling around it. The sensation was clearly hitting Lexi in a way she hadn't expected. Her eyes rolled back, and her fingers dug into the fabric of the mattress as Brad’s tongue focused relentlessly on her tight, puckered entrance.

“Watch her reaction,” Yasmin noted, pointing to the way Lexi’s hips were beginning to shake. “The nerves in the anus are incredibly sensitive. When stimulated correctly, they send a different kind of signal to the brain, one that mixes with the pleasure from the clitoris to create more intense feelings.”

While his tongue continued to swirl and probe against her rear, Brad’s hand slid upward. He found her clit, which was already swollen and slick, and pinned it beneath his thumb. He rubbed against it, all the time eating her ass as if his life depended on it. Lexi was moaning and whimpering, trying to squirm under his firm grip.

Watching the pornographic scene unfold in front of us was making me feel a throbbing heat in my knickers. Every time Lexi let out a sharp, needy cry, a fresh jolt of electricity shot through me. It wasn't just the sight of Brad’s tongue working her open; it was the clinical, cold way Yasmin described what they were doing. It was making me very horny.

I wasn't the only one losing my grip on composure. The entire atmosphere in the Barn had changed into something dangerously erotic. On the beanbag right next to me, India and Dave had given in to their own temptation. Dave’s hand was buried up India’s flowing skirt, his arm moving in a frantic, rhythmic blur while India leaned back against him, her eyes rolled into the back of her head. Her own hand was shoved down his shorts.

Further over, Sasha was draped over Simon’s chest, her head resting on his shoulder while her hand moved slowly over the massive bulge in his trousers. Simon looked like he was in a trance, watching the filthy scene unfold in front of him. Glancing around the dim corners of the Barn, I saw other campers shuffling in their seats, their hands disappearing into their underwear.

The sight of Lexi’s trembling thighs was too much. My hand acted on its own, sliding beneath the waistband of my panties. The moment my fingers touched my own swollen clit, I let out a low, shaky moan. I didn't care who saw; I just needed to feel that friction as I watched.

Lexi was reaching a breaking point. With a muffled scream, her body went rigid as she exploded into a violent, shaking climax. I watched as her pussy and ass clenched in a series of contractions as the waves of pleasure washed over her. Then her legs fell limply over Brad's shoulders as the final wave of release washed over her.

“Perfect,” Yasmin said, looking around the room. “That is exactly the state of relaxation we’re looking for.” She picked up a tube of lube off the table. “In anal play, lube isn't an option; it's a requirement.” She passed it to Brad.

Brad squeezed a massive dollop of the clear gel onto his fingers and began to apply it to Lexi’s rear. I watched, mesmerised, as he massaged it into the tight circle of her entrance, his touch firm but patient. Lexi let out a long, fluttering sigh, her hips rising slightly to meet his hand.

“Now, we start slow,” Yasmin directed. “One finger. Just the tip at first, then sliding into the first knuckle.”

Brad obeyed, his index finger slowly disappearing into Lexi’s body. She gasped, her hands clenching into the mattress, but as he began to move in and out, she began to moan with pleasure. My hand was moving faster inside my panties now, my chest rising and falling in time to Lexi’s.

Yasmin crouched down, right next to where Lexi was pinned back against the mattress. “I think she’s ready for two fingers.”

Brad added more lube and slowly slid a second finger alongside the first. Lexi’s mouth fell open in a long groan of pleasure.

Yasmin put a hand on Lexi’s thigh, then nodded with satisfaction. “I think she’s ready, Brad.”

“For a first-time experience, being on your back is the perfect position,” Yasmin explained. “It allows you to maintain eye contact, which builds trust, and you can control the depth by how much you pull your knees to your chest.”

Brad moved into place, his heavy, thick cock glistening as he coated it with lube. He knelt between Lexi’s legs, which were still pushed back to her shoulders, exposing her fully to the room.

“Slowly, Brad,” Yasmin cautioned. “Let her feel the pressure first.”

Brad nodded. He lined the head of his cock up against Lexi’s tight, lubricated entrance. I stopped breathing, my hand frozen in my own panties as I watched the head of his cock begin to indent the skin. Lexi let out a sharp, high-pitched moan and her fingers dug into Brad's arm.

“Breathe, Lexi,” Yasmin whispered, stroking her thigh.

With a slow, steady push, Brad began to enter her. I watched the ring of muscle stretch, turning pale as it accommodated his girth. He went in an inch, paused for her to catch her breath, and then pushed another inch. Lexi’s head thrashed against the mattress.

“Is it okay?” Brad asked.

Lexi moaned. “So good. Keep going.”

“Perfect,” said Yasmin. “Communication is key.”

Brad kept going until he was buried deep, his hips finally making contact with her. Lexi was petite with a small and cute ass, making Brad’s thick cock buried in her look even more enormous and out of place.

Brad stayed still for a moment, letting Lexi’s body adjust to the invasion of his thickness. Then, he began to pull back, just a few inches, before sliding back in with a slow, deliberate thrust.

“Now the pleasure really begins,” smiled Yasmin. “Small strokes to start. Build the comfort. Let the nerves get used to the movement.”

As Brad began to fuck her in the ass, Lexi’s hand slipped down to her clit. Brad’s pace began to quicken. The rhythmic slap of his hips hitting her backside echoed through the rafters of the Barn. He went from shallow, cautious thrusts to deep, driving plunges that shifted Lexi’s entire body upward on the mattress with every hit.

“Oh God, Brad... yes!” Lexi cried out. She lifted her legs back, pulling him deeper, her face contorted in a mask of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. When she came, it was with a loud scream, her whole body shaking as her eyes rolled up in her head.

The sight was the breaking point for the rest of the room. Next to me, India let out a strangled sob as Dave’s fingers finally pushed her over the edge, her body bucking violently against the beanbag. Sasha had Simon’s cock out through his fly, and I saw it pulsing as cum ran down the shaft.

I couldn't hold back anymore, either. Watching the way Brad’s cock disappeared into Lexi’s tight ass pushed me right over the edge. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I tried to focus on the scene on the mattress. Brad gave her one more hard thrust and buried himself to his balls. He groaned in relief as he emptied himself into her.


Chapter Fourteen




Yasmin surveyed the room full of flushed, panting students.

"Alright," she said, "Demonstration is over. Now it's time for you to put the theory into practice. Find a partner and start the warm-up. I’ve got plenty of lube for everyone."

I started to gather my things, assuming we’d be heading back to our individual cabins for such an intimate session, but Yasmin held up a hand. "Stay where you are. Use the beanbags, the mats, the table if you want, whatever is near you. We’re doing this together."

Before I could even process it, a tall, incredibly handsome Black guy with broad shoulders and a kind, confident smile detached himself from a group and walked over to me. I felt an instant, sharp pull of attraction that made my stomach flip.

"I’m Harry," he said, his voice deep and smooth. He noticed my slight hesitation and gave me a reassuring wink. "I’ve done this plenty of times before. If you're nervous, I’m happy to take the lead and show you exactly how good it can feel."

"I'm Hannah," I managed to say. "And yeah... I'd like that."

We settled onto a large, velvet beanbag. Harry didn't rush. He pulled me into his arms, and we started making out while all around us the other students did the same. His hands moved over my body, making the heat build between my legs, until eventually he slid down to the hem of my skirt.

"Let's get these out of the way," he whispered against my lips.

He slid my knickers down my legs, and I kicked them off. Harry shifted, moving between my thighs as I leaned back against the soft foam of the beanbag. He looked up at me, his eyes dark and focused, before he lowered his head and began to go down on me.

He was a master. He used his tongue with a perfect, swirling pressure that targeted my clit while his fingers gently teased my entrance. I gripped the fabric of the beanbag, my head falling back as the build-up started almost instantly. With the sounds of dozens of other couples around us providing a backdrop, he worked me higher and higher.

Harry slid two fingers deep into my pussy, finding a rhythm that matched the frantic pace of his tongue. The combination of his wet mouth and the friction against my G-spot was too much to handle. I bucked against him, my heels digging into the floor as I climaxed. I was still shaking when he pulled back to look at my swollen pussy.

“God, you’re so sexy, Hannah,” he said. “Are you ready for me to touch your ass?”

I nodded. Harry squeezed out some lube and warmed it on his hands before pressing his fingers against my puckered rear entrance. He didn't rush. While his head went back down, his tongue found my clit once more to keep me hovering on the edge. Then he pressed a single lubricated finger against my asshole. I gasped, the sensation of him pressing against that area sending a different kind of shiver down my spine. Slowly, he slid it in, waiting for me to adjust before starting to thrust it in and out.

The feelings of pleasure were immediate and intense. Every time he slid it deep, my internal muscles clamped down instinctively, only for Harry to soothe the tension with a flick of his tongue against my clit.

"You're doing so well, Hannah," he murmured against my pussy. “Such a good girl.” The words sent a warm flush of pleasure through me. How did he know I liked to be called that?

After a few more confident thrusts with his first finger, he added a second, the sudden increase in girth making my eyes fly open. I let out a long moan that was lost in the other moans filling the air of the Barn. The stretch and fullness were staggering, but I wanted more.

“Another,” I gasped.

I saw the smirk in his eyes as he looked up at me, his mouth still wrapped around my clit. He pushed in a finger. Oh my God, I had three fingers in my ass now, and it felt incredible. He sucked harder on my clit and plunged over the edge again.

When I came to my senses, he sat up between my legs.

“Do you want me to fuck you in the ass, now?” he asked.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned.

I looked around at the other campers. Most of them had already moved on to full anal sex. Sasha was on her knees on the floor, holding her phone in front of her and filming her face as she talked to the camera. Simon was kneeling behind her, and I couldn’t help gasping. His enormous, thick cock, easily the biggest one there, was buried halfway in her ass, her entrance stretched tight around it.

Sasha, gasping for breath, attempted to be professional as she filmed herself. “Guys, you won’t believe this… oh… My boyfriend is… Oh God… He’s fucking my ass now… and he’s… so big…”

Simon made another hard thrust into her ass. “Oh God…” Sasha moaned, still narrating into the camera. “That feels… amazing… Don’t forget to… oh… like and subscribe… fuck… I’m going to come for you guys… right now…” Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she came, shaking hard but somehow managing to hold the camera steady, fixed on her face.

On the other side, Seb and Anton were going at it. Seb was on his back, and Anton was fucking him in the ass while he wanked his cock. They looked at ease and relaxed, like they’d done it plenty of times before.

I looked back at my partner. Harry had his big cock out now and a filthy smirk on his face. He took another dollop of lube and smeared it over his length, the dark skin of his shaft glistening as he lined it up with my rear entrance. I felt so open, so vulnerable, but with Harry’s confident gaze locked onto mine, all I felt was a desperate, burning need to be filled.

“Just relax, Hannah,” he said. “Take a deep breath for me.”

I did as I was told, and as I exhaled, he made his move. He pressed the head of his cock against my entrance. After the three fingers, I thought I was ready, but the stretch deep inside me was something else. I let out a cry as the initial burn quickly gave way to an intense wave of pleasure.

“That’s it... you’re doing so well,” Harry whispered, sounding genuinely impressed.

He pushed again, a slow, relentless inching forward. My eyes went wide, and I gripped the sides of the beanbag so hard my knuckles turned white. The sensation was overwhelming, a massive, hot invasion that seemed to reach right up inside me. He started to fuck me, working his way deeper with every thrust. I moaned every time, squirming on the beanbag as waves of pleasure washed over me.

Around us, the Barn was filled with similar noises, skin slapping against skin and cries of ecstasy. Seb groaned as his cock exploded with cum, while Anton was still deep in his ass. Sasha had given up presenting; the phone was just propped up in front of her, filming her contorted face while Simon pounded her from behind.

“God, I can’t hold off,” Harry groaned, burying himself in me all the way to his balls.

“Do it,” I urged him.

The feeling of him spilling cum in my ass pushed me over the edge, and I let out a howl as I climaxed. My body shook uncontrollably as an intense anal orgasm made my brain turn off for several seconds.

When the world finally stopped spinning, and my vision cleared, I was draped over the beanbag like a rag doll, my heart hammering against my ribs. Harry was still buried deep inside me, his cock throbbing. I’d squirted all over myself, without even realising it.

"Bloody hell, Hannah," he exhaled. "You're a natural. Top of the class, I’d say."

“Was I a good girl?” I said with a smirk.

“The best.”

I could only manage a weak, shaky laugh. Around us, the frantic energy of the Barn was beginning to settle into a thick, languid afterglow.

I saw that Simon had come in long lines all the way up Sasha’s back.

"That... that’s all for now, guys," she gasped into the camera. “Thanks for watching.”

Yasmin clapped her hands to get our attention.

“Okay, everyone, that was excellent. Take the rest of the day off to rest and recover, because tonight is our last night, and we’re going to have an orgy around the campfire.”

There was a murmur of excitement around the Barn. I don’t think any of us could wait.


Chapter Fifteen




Our last dinner together was a vibrant affair. The picnic tables were filled with the easy laughter and boisterous chatter of a group that had spent the weekend shedding their inhibitions and bonding in ways none of us could have imagined. But there was an underlying anticipation for what was coming later in the evening.

It was Lexi and my turn to clear away after dinner. Once we’d finished, we went to our cabin to get ready for the party. I put on my best underwear: a red lacy thong and a matching bra. It was a little small for my big breasts, and they squashed over the top. When I put my cute summer dress on over the top, they were practically falling out. The dress was short, and I paired it with some thigh-high stockings that made me look slutty.

Lexi decided to go with the tightest little gym shorts without panties so that they gave her an obscene camel toe. On top, she wore a crop top and no bra. The small mounds of her breasts jiggled underneath, and her nipples hardened so they showed through.

We stepped out of the cabin, the cool evening air sending a fresh shiver of excitement down my spine. In the clearing, the campfire was already roaring and sending sparks into the darkening sky. The scene was breathtakingly atmospheric. Fairy lights had been strung through the low-hanging branches of the surrounding trees, casting a soft, romantic haze over the entire area. Blankets and beanbags had been scattered around the fire.

The mood was set by the sound of Dave’s guitar. Instead of the upbeat folk songs from the first night, he was playing something much more sultry. India was cuddled up to him as she sang along, her voice a breathy, soulful accompaniment that made the air feel thick with tension. We helped ourselves to drinks and worked our way through the throng of campers, making jokes and exchanging small talk.

But as the darkness descended, the atmosphere took on a very different feeling. People’s voices became more hushed, and their actions more tactile. Lexi had moved behind Dave, massaging his shoulders while he played the guitar. India had disappeared, but now I saw her returning from her cabin. She was carrying a bucket, which she placed on the ground next to the fire.

I watched, fascinated, as India reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion, tossing it aside. She was completely naked underneath. India was naturally, unapologetically hairy; the thick, dark curls of her pubic hair looked like it had never been trimmed, and stretched down her thighs and in a line up to her belly button. Even her underarms were lush and unshaven.

She reached into the bucket and pulled out two long, metal batons, their ends soaked in fuel. Dave changed to a new piece on the guitar, and India began her performance. She ignited the batons, and they flared up. India began to dance, and it was the most primal thing I had ever seen. She moved with a feline grace, swirling the batons of fire around her body in blurring arcs of orange and gold. As she spun, the firelight danced off the dark hair on her body, making her look like some ancient, forest goddess.

She swung the flames dangerously close to her skin, the fire whistling through the air as she twisted and arched her back. Every muscle in her legs and torso was defined, her heavy breasts swaying with the momentum of her turns.

Sasha and Simon were next to me, holding hands and watching in awe. Sasha reached for her phone from her bag, but Simon put a gentle hand on her arm.

“Let’s live in the moment, just for tonight, princess,” he said.

She hesitated and then relaxed. “You’re right.” She turned to kiss him, her tongue swirling deep in his mouth as he wrapped his arms around and held her tight.

“Do you know what I’d like?” she murmured into his mouth.

“Anything for you, princess,” he replied.

“I want to watch you fuck someone else.”

Just then, Yasmin appeared. “Everyone having a good time?” she asked.

Simon and Sasha exchanged a look.

I felt a hand on my waist, just above my ass. It was Seb, and he moved behind me, gently pressing his body against my back. Anton was with him and stepped in front of me. Surrounded by the two sexy men, I exhaled quickly, feeling a rush of heat.

“Have you been a good girl?” Seb whispered in my ear.

I breathed out again, suddenly hornier than I had ever been before. I pressed my body back against his.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Can I have a reward?”

Seb’s hands slid down my hips, and Anton held my waist. My pussy was suddenly aching so hard to be touched that it was almost painful. Anton’s tongue met mine, and I moaned in bliss into his mouth. Their hands were all over me, following the curves of my body.

Anton weighed my breasts in both hands before slipping the straps of my dress and bra off my shoulders and letting them fall out the front. Seb slid the hem of my dress up my hips, exposing my knickers. I was squirming and whimpering between them, grinding my ass back against Seb’s erection, and desperate for them to touch me between my legs.

“Please,” I begged.

Seb tugged my knickers down over my hips and let them drop to the floor. His hands traced a line down the curve of my ass. Anton’s fingers brushed up my inner thigh, but stopped just short of where I needed them.

“Please, you fucking bastards,” I groaned.

The back of Anton’s hand brushed against my pubic hair, and I whimpered. Seb’s fingers slid between my ass cheeks, gently teasing the tight muscles of my rear entrance. I was quivering with desperate need.

“Tell us what you want,” Seb whispered in my ear.

“I want you to fuck me,” I gasped. “I want your fat fucking cocks in me, I want you to fuck me in my ass, in my cunt, in my mouth. I want you to take me and use me. I want to be fucked by everyone here, fucked over and over all night until I’m a screaming, coming, mess.”

I was panting heavily now. Anton put two fingers on my lips. I opened my mouth, and he pushed them deep inside, almost making me gag. Saliva ran down my chin. Then his other hand pressed hard against my clit. He began to work it in rough circles, and I cried out around his fingers as the pleasure flooded every nerve in my body.

At the same time, Seb was massaging my asshole, sending new sensations of pleasure through me from both sides. I came hard, my vision going black and my legs collapsing out from under me. They lay me down on the blanket, already a shaking mess. Their mouths replaced their hands. Seb’s tongue flicked against my clit, while Anton buried his deep in my ass.

Other couples joined us on the blankets. Yasmin lay back and spread her thick thighs with both hands, holding herself open for Simon. Sasha had pulled out his massive cock and helped him guide it to her opening. Sasha’s eyes were wide with excitement as she watched him stretch Yasmin to her limits, her dark lips tight around his massive pale shaft.

Behind us, I was aware that Lexi was naked, and India was teaching her to twirl the fire batons. Dave was still playing the guitar, but a ginger girl was kneeling in front of him, sucking his cock.

As Anton and Seb worked on me below, Harry knelt next to me. He was already naked, his black cock stiff and inviting. I grabbed hold of it, pulling it greedily into my mouth and moaning around it as the others pleasured me.

Anton moved up behind me. “Are you ready to take us in both holes at the same time?” he asked.

I took Harry’s cock out of my mouth for a second. “God, yes!”

Anton smeared some lube across my puckered rear entrance and pushed two fingers into me. Seb was already struggling out of his trousers and lining himself up with my cunt. With one in front of me and the other behind me, they pushed their cocks into me at the same time. I groaned around Harry’s thick shaft, rolling my eyes back in ecstasy as I was filled with three cocks at the same time. I felt so slutty and sexual; it was wonderful.

The three men began to fuck me, sliding their lengths into me and filling me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, a total bombardment of my senses that left me reeling in ecstasy. Anton’s thick, heavy length stretched my rear to its absolute limit with every deep, plunging thrust, while Seb’s rhythmic drive into my pussy rubbed against his cock through my thin walls. Harry, kneeling before me, held my head steady as he forced his cock deep into my throat.

"Look at her," Seb grunted, “What a good girl, taking all three of us.”

His words sparked a flush of heat inside me that quickly turned into an intense orgasm that spread to every corner of my body. They fucked me through it, quickly bringing me to a second high even more enjoyable than the first. I was a mess of tangled limbs and slick skin in the flickering firelight. I was being used, filled, and stretched just as I had begged for, and the sheer audacity of it, being double-penetrated while performing oral in the middle of the clearing full of people fucking, sent my arousal into overdrive.

The guys pulled out, leaving me gasping at the emptiness. But it didn’t last long. They switched around. Harry pulled me on top of him, facing upwards, and guided me down onto his cock, letting it sink deep into my ass. Anton stood above me, slipping his cock into my mouth, and I didn’t care that seconds before it had been in my ass. In fact, the thought of it sent me into another spiral of arousal.

Seb, meanwhile, crouched in front of me and started fucking my open and wet pussy. By the time I’d come again, Lexi and India were next to me on the blanket, fingering each other furiously. When Seb and Anton pulled out for a break, I looked up to see Sasha.

“Do you think you can take my boyfriend’s massive cock?” she smirked. Simon was standing next to her with an erection bigger than anyone else’s there.

“I want to try,” I gasped.

Simon knelt between my legs, and Sasha held me open for him. The stretch was incredible, similar to having both Seb and Anton in me at the same time. Simon was rough and confident, nothing like the fumbling virgin from our first day.

Sasha spanked him on the ass. “Harder,” she urged. “Give it to her.”

Simon thrust harder, getting deeper with every thrust until I could hardly breathe. Around us, the party had reached a fever pitch. The slap of skin on skin from the other blankets blended with the crackle of the fire. Dave had stopped playing the guitar and was fucking the ginger girl who was bent over the chair. On the other side, Brad had Yasmin up against a tree. To my left, India and Lexi had reached a climax together in a tangle of limbs and hair, their bodies slick with sweat and firelight as they collapsed against each other.

My cunt clenched around Simon’s immense shaft as I came again.

“Now do Lexi,” Sasha ordered. Simon did as he was told, leaving me gaping as he moved to Lexi.

The rest of the orgy was a blur. I must have fucked nearly everyone there, and I came so many times that I lost count. But finally, it began to wind down. Dave was on top of me when he started to groan. He pulled out and splattered long, thick lines of cum up my belly. Lexi was quickly there to lick it off.

Next to me on the blanket, Sasha had finally reclaimed Simon. She was happily bouncing up and down on his cock, her eyes closed as she took every inch of him deep in her cunt. His hips started bucking as he went over the edge, his cock twitching as he emptied himself inside her.

All around us, people were moaning with release. Within a few minutes, the only sounds were heavy breathing and the crackling of the fire.

Lexi curled up against my side, her skin still hot and coated with dirt and sweat. She rested her head on my chest as we watched the last few embers pop in the fire. On the blankets around us, the others were also in various states of peaceful exhaustion.

"I think we graduated with honours," Lexi whispered.

"We really did," I laughed, running a hand through her messy, pink hair.

Sex Education Camp might be over, but I knew that none of us would ever be the same again.

THE END
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