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				Prologue
			

			
				 
			

			
				The smell of old wood mixed with dust burning on the stage lights filled the backstage area. It was a smell unique to theatres, like the ghost of a thousand past performances still lingering in the shadows. I loved it. This place felt more like home than my actual house, where my parents never quite understood why I preferred rigging lights and building sets to doing something “proper” with my life.
			

			
				They hadn’t approved of me enrolling in a performing arts college when we moved to the UK from Hong Kong. They also hadn’t approved of me taking an English name. Instead of introducing myself as Lai, I became Alison. Easier to pronounce, easier to blend in, easier to be someone new.
			

			
				Steve and I stood near the wings, half-listening as the musical director waffled on about something to the cast. The stage lights cast long, dramatic shadows, making everything feel a bit surreal, a bit secret. Steve was my favourite thing about uni so far, with his cheeky smile and neat, dark hair. He was my first serious boyfriend, another thing my parents didn’t approve of, not least because he was British. But we could hardly keep our hands off each other.
			

			
				"Right, take five!" the director called.
			

			
				The cast started scattering, some gossiping, others heading outside to vape. Soon it was just Steve and me, alone in the darkness of the stage. He turned to me, his eyes catching what little light there was, smirking at me.
			

			
				"Alone at last," he murmured.
			

			
				I grinned, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. "Been desperate to get me alone, have you?"
			

			
				We were both dressed in stage-hand black, head to toe, blending into the shadows like we belonged there. Even my hair was black, tied up in a ponytail, sleek and straight except for a few loose strands framing my face. My dark clothes clung to my slim frame, though nothing could completely hide the way my breasts strained against the fabric, too big for my small body and attracting attention wherever I went. My makeup emphasised my Chinese heritage, my brown eyes accentuated with heavy black eyeliner.
			

			
				Next to me, Steve was equally hidden in the darkness. Apart from his pale face, all I could see were his hands as they found my waist, pulling me close. "Always."
			

			
				His lips met mine, the darkness around us making it feel even more intense. I kissed him back passionately, my fingers sliding up into his hair. I could feel the tension in him, like he was desperate for me.
			

			
				His lips travelled down my neck, hot breath against my skin, and I tilted my head back, eyes fluttering shut. His hands slid under my top, his fingers squeezing my ample breast. My heart pounded, a fire already burning between my legs.
			

			
				"What if we get caught?" I whispered.
			

			
				“They’ve all left.” His hand moved down over my small stomach and slipped into the waistband of my leggings, brushing over my neatly trimmed bush. I gasped as his fingers pressed against my clit, breathing into his mouth as he kissed me hard again.
			

			
				His fingers moved lower, parting my folds and penetrating my pussy, his palm pressed against my clit. I could feel how soaking wet I was for him as he curled them up inside me. I tried to stay silent, but I couldn’t help a little moan escaping.
			

			
				“Fuck, Steve, I need you,” I heard myself say.
			

			
				He spun me round, bending me face-first over a big equipment chest. I hooked my fingers into my leggings and pulled them down, along with my knickers. Just enough to expose my ass. I was aching with desire, my heart pounding with the excitement of doing it here, in a public place.
			

			
				I glanced behind me, just in time to see Steve yanking down his black joggers and underwear to his thighs. His white abdomen and erect cock seemed almost disembodied, glowing white in the dim light whilst the rest of him was clothed in black.
			

			
				His thumbs spread me open. I felt the head of his cock pressing against my opening and then… he slid inside me.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I groaned, as his cock filled me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I could feel how tight I was around him, gripping his shaft as he stretched me open.
			

			
				He thrust again, deeper this time, his body slamming against my ass. I stretched out over the box, my breasts squashed against it as he fucked me from behind in the darkness. The only sounds were my breathless moans and the slap of his body against mine.
			

			
				I knew he wasn’t going to last long, we were both too excited. His cock was rock-hard, throbbing inside me. And we needed to be quick, before everyone else returned.
			

			
				“Come in me,” I whispered.
			

			
				“Uh-huh,” grunted Steve, quickening his pace.
			

			
				And then two things happened at once. Steve thrust deep inside me and held himself there as his cock twitched and flooded me with cum. And someone pulled back the curtain, illuminating our filthy scene with light.
			

			
				“What is the meaning of this?” said a stern, shocked voice. It was the musical director.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				A few weeks later, a taxi dropped me off at Sex Education Camp. It was the summer holidays, and I was apparently "lucky" to have been suspended for only the last week of college. At least they were letting me come back next year.
			

			
				Steve, however, had somehow escaped a suspension. The blatant patriarchal unfairness of this, and Steve’s inability to see it, had been a red flag for our relationship. I couldn’t take him seriously after that, and we had split up.
			

			
				Sex Education Camp had been my parents’ punishment. It was probably the language barrier, but they seemed to think that it was some sort of strict regime that was going to put the fear of God in me. That I would be brainwashed with tales of unwanted pregnancy and the dangers of contracting STIs from wanton sexual activity.
			

			
				But as it turned out, that’s not what Sex Education Camp was about… at all. Not even close. Although I didn’t know it either, as I knocked on the door of the wooden hut labelled “Reception”.
			

			
				The camp itself looked like something out of a bad teen movie: a bunch of shabby wooden huts arranged in a rough circle, nestled deep in the forest. The kind of place you'd expect to find a load of people trying to "find themselves". The air was thick with the smell of pine and damp earth, the trees towering above, casting long shadows over everything.
			

			
				To one side, there was a volleyball court, its net sagging slightly, the sand uneven and trampled. In the centre, there was a space for a fire, a circle of stones surrounding the bare earth where flames had burned recently. Everything had a homely, rustic vibe. The cabins looked worn and weathered from years of use, but somehow cosy and down-to-earth.
			

			
				There were a few people about, some in hammocks, reading, while others wandered around, carrying washing or firewood. They were mostly around my age, university students or similar. 
			

			
				The door finally creaked open, and I stepped into the dimly lit reception area. The walls of the hut were lined with wooden shelves filled with pamphlets about sex education and little motivational posters, probably designed to look “cool”, but ending up just making everything feel more awkward.
			

			
				Two of the camp leaders were there. The first was a tall, muscular guy who couldn’t have been older than twenty-five. He towered over me, with broad shoulders and thick biceps. His dark brown hair was tousled like he’d just rolled out of bed. Or someone’s bed. Fuck, he’s gorgeous. His eyes locked on mine with a glint that made my stomach do a little flip.
			

			
				"Welcome to Sex Education Camp," he said with a slight American accent. “My name’s Brad, and I’m the camp leader.”
			

			
				“A camp leader,” said the woman next to him. She sounded a little annoyed as she corrected him. “We run the place together. I’m Yasmin.”
			

			
				Yasmin was a stunning black woman with a clear, British accent, almost as tall as Brad. She had a curvy figure, with fake eyelashes so thick and long I wondered how they stayed on. She had an air of confidence about her, and her dark brown eyes sized me up immediately, like she was trying to decide if I was worth her time.
			

			
				They were both dressed in the same uniform, white t-shirts with yellow details and tight yellow shorts. The t-shirts said “Sex Education Camp” across the chest, although Yasmin’s was stretched so much by her huge breasts that it was hard to read.
			

			
				I felt small and shy under their scrutiny. "I’m Alison," I said nervously.
			

			
				Yasmin pulled up her clipboard, running her finger down the notes. “Welcome to the camp. Let’s see… You’ve had the STI tests, they were all negative. And you’re on contraception, I see. So I guess you’re good to go.”
			

			
				I frowned slightly. I’d been arranged an STI test before I arrived, but I assumed that was because of what happened with Steve, not as a prerequisite for the camp. Yasmin was talking like I was going to be having sex here, which didn’t seem like the sort of thing they would allow. And anyway, I didn’t have a boyfriend, or any inclination to find another one.
			

			
				Yasmin pulled a piece of paper off the clipboard and handed it to me. “This is the timetable, Brad will show you to your cabin. You’re in number six.”
			

			
				“Oh, will I?” said Brad, straightening up as if he was challenging Yasmin’s authority.
			

			
				“Yes, you will, Brad.” Yasmin turned and walked over to a filing cabinet as if the discussion was over.
			

			
				“Right,” he said, his shoulders sagging slightly in defeat. He winked at me. “Come on, then. I’ll introduce you to your roommate. She’s a lot of fun.”
			

			
				The gravel crunched under my trainers as I followed Brad along the winding path through the camp, my suitcase bumping awkwardly over the uneven ground. The sun shone through the forest canopy, casting golden light through the trees. A nervous energy twisted in my stomach as I followed him, 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.
			

			
				We reached a row of wooden cabins. Brad stopped in front of one, resting a hand against the doorframe as he looked me over. "Alright, rookie. Welcome to your new home."
			

			
				He pushed open the door, and I stepped inside, dragging my suitcase over the threshold. Sunlight streamed through the window, illuminating the twin beds, the plain wooden furniture, and the pile of clothes spilling out of an open suitcase all over the floor.
			

			
				There was a girl on the bed by the window, sitting with her back against the wall as she swiped on her phone. She was curvy and wore the tiniest tank top I’d ever seen, her breasts pressing against the thin fabric, the outline of her nipples making it obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She had tight little gym shorts, and her long legs were stretched out in front of her. Her long, straight hair framed a face with big, innocent and expressive eyes.
			

			
				“Hello, sweetheart,” she purred, sitting up straighter.
			

			
				"Alison, meet your roommate, Debbie," Brad said from behind me.
			

			
				She slid off the bed and gave me a slow, appraising look. “You look like fun,” she said, her voice sexy and breathy.
			

			
				I felt heat rushing to my face. “Er…” I managed.
			

			
				“Debbie came to the camp last year, too,” said Brad. “You could say she’s very experienced.”
			

			
				“Trust me, babe, you’re gonna love it here. Especially with me showing you the ropes."
			

			
				I swallowed hard, wondering exactly what I had gotten myself into.
			

			
				Brad pushed off the doorframe, stretching his arms over his head before flashing one last grin at me. "I’ll leave you ladies to get acquainted," he said, winking. "Play nice with the new girl, Debbie."
			

			
				With that, he strolled out, letting the cabin door swing shut behind him. Debbie flopped back onto her bed with a sigh, stretching her arms over her head. 
			

			
				"So," she said, tilting her head toward me. "You fancy him, don’t you?"
			

			
				I blinked. "What?"
			

			
				She smirked. "Brad. You think he’s hot, yeah?"
			

			
				My face went even redder. "I mean… he seems nice."
			

			
				Debbie snorted, rolling onto her side to prop her head up with her hand. "Nice? Oh, babe, come on. Look at him. That body? That smile? That big, fat cock."
			

			
				“I wasn’t looking at his cock,” I lied.
			

			
				“In those tight shorts, it’s impossible not to look at it,” she sighed.
			

			
				I sank down onto my bed, suddenly feeling way over my head.
			

			
				Debbie laughed, the sound full of mischief. "You’re adorable." She looked sideways at me, her voice dropping like she was sharing some great secret. "I’ve already sucked him off, you know."
			

			
				My stomach flipped. "You… what?"
			

			
				"Mmm-hmm," she hummed, stretching again like a satisfied cat. "When he checked me in this morning. Got down on my knees, pulled those shorts down, and…" She mimed something obscene with her hand and mouth, complete with a little flick of her tongue. "God, I love that man’s dick."
			

			
				My mouth fell open, but I had no idea what to say.
			

			
				"And later tonight?" She grinned, running a hand down her stomach toward the waistband of her tiny shorts. "Oh, babe, I’m so fucking him."
			

			
				I stared at her, completely at a loss. I’d never met anyone so… so blatant, although I wasn’t sure I believed she’d sucked him off. "You’re really… open about this, huh?"
			

			
				"Why wouldn’t I be?" she said, sitting up. "I’m a slut, Alison. Through and through. I love sex. Love sucking cock, love getting fucked, love every little dirty thing you can imagine and probably a load you can’t." She shrugged. “Why else would I be here?”
			

			
				I swallowed, my mind spinning. "And… getting intimate with the camp leaders… that’s allowed?"
			

			
				Debbie blinked at me, her expression shifting from amused to genuinely confused. "Babe. It’s practically the whole point of coming here."
			

			
				I stared at her. She stared back. What the hell have I gotten myself into?
			

			
				 
			

			
				Just then, someone rang a bell outside. “Ooh, dinner time,” said Debbie, jumping up.
			

			
				I hurried after her, still reeling from our conversation, as she led me toward a long row of picnic benches under an open-sided wooden shelter. The scent of garlic and tomato sauce filled the warm evening air, making my stomach growl.
			

			
				A group of campers had been assigned cooking duty, standing behind a table piled high with steaming trays of pasta. They spooned generous helpings into bowls as the rest of us lined up, chatting and laughing like they’d all known each other forever.
			

			
				By the time we sat down with our food, I had started to relax. The energy around me was infectious, casual and filled with teasing banter. Debbie, of course, knew everyone, and she introduced me like I was an old friend. I soon felt part of the group.
			

			
				I was halfway through my bowl of pasta when a girl slid onto the bench across from me, setting her tray down with a loud clunk.
			

			
				"Hey," she said brightly, pushing up the oversized glasses that had slipped down her nose and adjusting her Doctor Who t-shirt. She was cute in a completely unexpected way, with shoulder-length curly brown hair and dark eyes full of mischief. Something about her screamed nerd, but in the I-write-smutty-fanfiction kind of way.
			

			
				"I’m Megan," she said, flashing me a grin.
			

			
				Debbie smirked. “Alison here doesn’t seem to know what the camp’s about.”
			

			
				“Aren’t we going to be learning about consent, safe sex and that sort of thing?” I asked.
			

			
				Megan looked at me, shaking her head in disbelief. "Wait, you didn’t know that this place is basically a week-long orgy disguised as an education camp?"
			

			
				I choked on my food. "Excuse me?"
			

			
				Debbie cackled. "Don’t worry, it’s not quite. There is a lot to learn. It’s just very hands-on."
			

			
				I barely had time to process that before someone else slid onto the bench next to Megan, a cute guy with blond hair tied back into a loose ponytail. He shook my hand and introduced himself.
			

			
				"Jay," he said, taking a bite of pasta before continuing, "Future award-winning filmmaker. Current student of the fine art of human pleasure."
			

			
				Megan rolled her eyes. "Jay thinks shooting porn films is studying sex like it’s science."
			

			
				"It is science," he said, deadpan. "And art. And philosophy. And, if done right, a religious experience."
			

			
				Debbie snorted. "What, are you some sort of porn nerd?"
			

			
				Jay gave a lazy, knowing smirk. "I prefer connoisseur."
			

			
				Megan giggled. "He’s making a film this summer. I’m hoping to audition.”
			

			
				“Oh, you’ll get your turn, babe,” said Jay, putting his hand on her leg.
			

			
				Debbie leaned forward, watching him with wide eyes. “That sounds interesting. Where do I sign up?”
			

			
				The conversation turned to more mundane things, and I relaxed. I was sure they were exaggerating, although I had no doubt some people would be hooking up. My mind went back to Brad. I wonder if he’s single?
			

			
				 
			

			
				By the time we’d finished dinner, it was still early. With everyone helping, it didn’t take long to clear up. Yasmin appeared, a whistle around her neck that bounced against her massive chest as she walked.
			

			
				“Time for a volleyball game,” she announced. “Boys versus girls.”
			

			
				I perked up at the news. I loved volleyball. I’d played for a team back in Hong Kong, and for the first time since arriving, I felt a jolt of confidence.
			

			
				We made our way to the sand court, the evening air still warm but cooling just enough to be comfortable. The golden light of the setting sun cast long shadows, and as soon as the first serve went up, I lost myself in the game.
			

			
				It didn’t take long for me to stand out. My instincts kicked in, my body moving automatically, diving, blocking and spiking. The other girls quickly realised I was their best player, and suddenly, I was at the centre of everything. Other players got rotated out, but they kept me on throughout the whole game.
			

			
				The game got intense fast. Everyone was laughing, panting, flushed from exertion. Sweat trickled down my back, my skin damp from the heat. Debbie was clearly struggling without a bra, her breasts bouncing wildly as she ran, forcing her to clutch at her chest now and then with a frustrated laugh.
			

			
				Megan, on the other hand, was surprisingly agile. She played with a competitive streak I hadn’t expected given her geeky looks. Her curls were damp against her forehead, her oversized glasses slipping down her nose every few minutes.
			

			
				And then…
			

			
				The ball shot high, heading toward our side of the court. Both Megan and I lunged for it at the same time, neither of us willing to let it hit the sand. In a split second, we collided, legs tangling, arms flailing. And suddenly, she was on top of me.
			

			
				My back hit the ground, the impact knocking the breath out of me. Megan landed sprawled over me, her weight pressing me down. My breath caught as I felt her chest against mine, her small, perky breasts pushing into my bigger ones. I could smell the sweat on both of us, but it wasn’t unpleasant, quite the opposite.
			

			
				For a second, neither of us moved. Her dark eyes met mine. A strand of damp, curly hair stuck to her cheek, and I had the sudden, ridiculous urge to brush it away.
			

			
				Then, before I could process what was happening, she dipped her head and kissed me.
			

			
				It was soft, quick, but I found myself not wanting it to end. My lips parted slightly without me telling them to, and our tongues brushed in the briefest, most shocking touch. Heat shot through my body, all the way to my pussy.
			

			
				"Are you okay?" she asked, offering her hand and helping me to my feet like nothing had happened.
			

			
				I stood up slowly, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Fine, thanks.”
			

			
				I touched my lips, still tingling, still slightly parted in shock. Around us, the game continued, everyone caught up in the next play.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				The girls' team won the volleyball match, of course. After the game ended, everyone was covered in a layer of sweat, sand sticking to skin and hair. I wiped my forehead, breathing heavily, feeling the satisfying burn in my muscles. I had worked up a serious sweat, and I couldn’t wait to find a shower.
			

			
				Brad, who had been refereeing with Yasmin, slapped me on the back with a grin. "Good game, Alison," he said. "You can really play."
			

			
				I felt a rush of pleasure at the compliment from him. Maybe he likes me.
			

			
				I smiled shyly. "Thanks."
			

			
				Yasmin clapped her hands. "Alright, everyone, time for showers!" she called.
			

			
				We all trooped over to the showers. They were outdoors, lukewarm water only and… all together in a long line inside a wooden palisade. I hesitated, looking at the others as they started to strip off their sweaty clothes without a care in the world.
			

			
				“Aren’t there separate showers?” I said. My stomach twisted in knots at the thought of us sharing showers with the boys.
			

			
				"Don’t worry, Ali," Debbie’s voice came from behind me. She was still flushed from the game, her long hair tangled and messy. "You’ll get used to it. It’s a lot of fun."
			

			
				I glanced at her, she didn’t seem at all self-conscious. She pulled her tank top over her head, exposing her full breasts with large nipples. She slipped off her gym shorts and knickers in one go, and I saw that she was completely shaved between her legs.
			

			
				I decided I’d have to shower in my underwear. I slowly started undressing, trying to ignore the heat rising in my cheeks. I had no choice but to join in, though the idea of stripping off with the boys and girls all in the same open space felt daunting.
			

			
				Around me, everyone else moved with an ease I couldn’t quite understand. Shirts peeled off, shorts slid down tanned legs, bodies revealed in the golden glow of the setting sun. Laughter rang through the warm evening air, casual and unbothered, as if this were the most normal thing in the world.
			

			
				The boys were also getting naked, dropping their shorts and underwear without a care. Cocks of all sizes were suddenly on display all around me, and I couldn’t help staring. I could see Jay at the far end, facing away from me as he bent over, struggling to get his pants off over his ankle while hopping on one foot. Finally, he managed to free himself and turned sideways.
			

			
				Fuck, look at that cock. It was massive, thick and long, hanging down between his thighs further than anyone else’s there. He moved to the shower, joking with one of the other boys as his dick swung back and forth like it weighed a tonne.
			

			
				I was down to my underwear, wondering if I should get it wet or not.
			

			
				“Come on, Alison, no need to be shy.” It was Yasmin, standing behind me and watching the campers with an impassive look on her face.
			

			
				Suddenly deciding to be brave, I took a deep breath and unhooked my bra, letting it drop away and exposing my breasts. I was uncomfortably aware that I probably had the biggest tits there, except for Yasmin herself, who was fully clothed. And because I was so slim and short, they looked even more impressive. But no one even glanced at me.
			

			
				I slipped my fingers into the waistband of my knickers and yanked them down. I hurried to the shower, and the cold water hit my bare skin, sending a shiver down my spine and making my nipples instantly erect. The showers were simple, metal pipes sticking out of the wooden walls, each with a showerhead hanging down, open to the air.
			

			
				The space wasn’t huge, and already there were several other people under the streams of water, some talking, some laughing and squealing at the cold water. It was awkward at first as I stepped in, trying to find a spot where I wouldn’t feel too exposed. I tried to cover my nipples with my arm, and my bush with my other hand, but no one else seemed bothered by the nudity.
			

			
				I stood under the water, letting it pour over my head, trying to calm my nerves.
			

			
				"Hey, Alison," came a deep voice next to me.
			

			
				I turned slightly, surprised. It was one of the guys from the game. Jed, or Jeff. He was dark-haired, with a lean, muscular build. He had a quiet confidence about him, and there was something about his smile that made my heart race a little faster. Don’t look at his cock. My eyes flicked down of their own accord. His dick was soft, sticking out of the thick, dark hair between his legs. Not that long, but thick and meaty. I swallowed, my eyes guiltily going back to his face.
			

			
				"Hi," I said, a little unsure of myself.
			

			
				"Someone said you played volleyball back in Hong Kong," he continued, casually scrubbing his shoulders as the water streamed down over him. "I can tell you’ve played before, you’ve got a good swing."
			

			
				I smiled, feeling the heat in my cheeks as I tried unsuccessfully to cover my breasts, which seemed even more enormous now that I was trying to hide them with my hands. "Yeah, I... I used to play a lot."
			

			
				His eyes glinted playfully. "I bet you’re good at other things too."
			

			
				I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, my stomach fluttering with a mix of excitement and confusion. I turned my head slightly, focusing on the water, trying to calm the racing thoughts in my mind.
			

			
				Meanwhile, across the shower area, I saw Debbie, already way more comfortable in her skin than I’d ever be. She was kissing one of the other boys, her hands roaming over his chest as she leaned into him, her body pressing up against his. Her face and neck were flushed red, her full breasts squashed against him. They didn’t seem to care who was watching. Fuck, his cock is erect. It was sticking straight out, thick and rigid. Debbie’s hand strayed down, her fingers wrapping around his length.
			

			
				I turned away quickly, not wanting to stare, though a small part of me felt curious about how far they were going to go in front of everyone.
			

			
				"You okay?" the guy next to me asked again, as he enthusiastically soaped his private parts.
			

			
				I nodded, my heart pounding, and my arousal stirring inside me.
			

			
				"Good," he said, giving himself a final rinse off and grabbing a towel from the pile on the shelf. "If you want company later, feel free to come and find me."
			

			
				Before I could process his words, Megan appeared beside me, her dark eyes sparkling. She looked completely different without her glasses. Her breasts were high and small, with little nipples that looked bullet-hard. Between her legs, her bush was thick and luxuriant, spreading untamed to her thighs. As she turned, I caught a glimpse of dark hair under her arms, too.
			

			
				"Need help with your back?" she asked
			

			
				I blinked at her, caught off guard. "What do you mean?"
			

			
				"I’ve got soap, and I know how to use it.” She laughed at her own joke. “You seem tense." She lathered up her hands and gently pressed them against my back.
			

			
				I stiffened slightly at first, but then relaxed into her touch, the sensation of her hands sliding over my skin unexpectedly soothing. She didn’t hurry, just moved slowly, her fingertips brushing across my shoulders and down my spine.
			

			
				I was so caught up in the feeling of her hands, I didn’t notice how close she’d gotten until she was right behind me, her thighs touching mine. I turned slightly to face her, and something passed between us. Before I knew it, her lips were on mine. Her kiss was soft at first, hesitant, but when I didn’t pull away, it deepened. The heat between us built quickly, and my body responded almost instinctively. My hands went to her hips. Hers slipped behind me, holding my ass and pulling me close.
			

			
				When we broke apart, Megan’s breathing was shallow, her face flushed. "God, you're such a good kisser," she whispered.
			

			
				“So are you,” I replied, my heart pounding. I’d never kissed a girl before. It felt different. I could feel her hard nipples pressing against my breasts.
			

			
				The air was thick with tension now, and I was aware that no one else was paying attention to us. The others had mostly finished, some leaving the showers, while Debbie was still lost in her own world with the boy I didn’t recognise. She was wanking him furiously, and he had her legs spread apart enough to have two fingers in her as he pressed her up against the wall.
			

			
				As I watched, she lifted her legs and wrapped them around him. He supported her, with his hands on her ass, pinning her against the wall. His cock found its way between her folds and he thrust it inside her. Her head went back, a huge smile on her face as she moaned in delight. They’re fucking in front of everyone. I felt another surge of arousal between my thighs.
			

			
				Megan kissed me again, even hungrier this time. And then… she touched me between my legs, her hands cupping my mound and her fingers seeking out my swollen and sensitive clit. 
			

			
				“Oh, fuck,” I groaned into her mouth as a surge of pleasure flushed through me. I clung to her, my hands exploring the smooth curve of her back, daring myself to move them lower to touch her round ass. A soft whimper escaped me as she deepened her movements, her fingers drawing slow, deliberate circles that made the pressure build deep inside me.
			

			
				I’d never touched another woman’s pussy before, but I wanted to now. Megan’s bush was thick and wet from the shower as I found the hard nub of her clit. It felt different to mine, and when I touched it, she arched her back slightly, quickening the pace of her tongue in my mouth. Behind me, I could hear Debbie being fucked noisily, moaning every time the boy thrust inside her. I’d never been so turned on before.
			

			
				The pressure inside me built higher, spiralling into something overwhelming. My body tensed, and before I could even process what was happening, I was breaking apart in her arms, pleasure crashing over me in waves. Megan let out a cry of relief, too, her own body shaking as her orgasm merged with my own.
			

			
				I gasped, clinging to her, my body trembling as the sensation consumed me. And then, as the last aftershocks faded, I realised something. That was the first time someone else had ever made me come. With Steve, I’d only climax if I touched myself while we were having sex, and he’d never been that keen on foreplay.
			

			
				Megan giggled, turning off the water and passing me a towel. I realised I was freezing, my skin covered in goosebumps and my nipples rock-hard. I laughed too, feeling a rush of warmth inside me. On the other side of the shower, I saw that Debbie’s tryst was also coming to an end. She was standing facing the wall, bracing her hands on it, and was bent over with her legs apart. The guy was standing behind her, holding her hips and pounding her as hard and fast as he could.
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” she screamed.
			

			
				“Oh, god,” he grunted.
			

			
				He froze, his cock buried deep inside her, his thighs twitching as he unloaded himself in her cunt, right there in front of us.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				After we dressed, the campfire was built up, its glow flickering against the darkening sky. The scent of burning wood mingled with the fresh night air, wrapping around us like a comforting blanket.
			

			
				We gathered in a loose circle, sprawled across logs and benches, some leaning against each other lazily, others cross-legged on blankets. Someone had a guitar, strumming out familiar tunes, the sound was slow and lazy, blending into the crackling of the fire. I felt more relaxed than I had in a long time.
			

			
				As the night wore on, the energy shifted. The laughter became softer, the conversations more hushed. One by one, couples began slipping away into the darkness. I watched them go, a flutter of nerves twisting in my stomach.
			

			
				A few boys came over to talk to me. They were casual and friendly, but there was something else in their eyes, an unspoken invitation hanging in the air. I wasn’t naive, I knew what they were offering. And yet, as much as the idea intrigued me, I hesitated. Maybe it was because I wasn’t sure I was ready to take that step yet. Or maybe it was because I was confused by my feelings towards Brad… and towards Megan.
			

			
				All the new experiences had taken their toll on me, and I decided to go back to the cabin and sleep. But no sooner had I turned off the light, when Debbie came in, leading someone by the hand. My breath suddenly caught in my throat. It was Brad. My heart pounding, I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep.
			

			
				“Is she asleep?” I heard Brad whisper.
			

			
				“Who cares,” replied Debbie. I heard the creak of the bed as they climbed into it together.
			

			
				I opened my eyes a crack and peeked out through my eyelashes. They were kissing on the bed. Debbie had taken control, climbing on top of Brad and shoving her tongue into his mouth as she ground against him. I felt jealous, but also unexpectedly turned on by what I was watching. I found my hand trailing over my breast, teasing the nipple through the thin fabric of my nightie.
			

			
				As I watched, I saw Debbie reach down between her legs to free Brad’s cock. I couldn’t see it, but I could imagine it, thick and throbbing as she guided it into her pussy.
			

			
				“Oh, god, I love your big cock,” she groaned, and I knew that he’d penetrated her.
			

			
				In the dim light, I saw her start to rock her hips, riding him slowly. He reached up, yanking down the front of her tank top and freeing her tits. He pulled one of them into his mouth, sucking hard and making her gasp. She started to ride him faster, and I slipped my hand into my knickers.
			

			
				He was sucking her nipple so fiercely that I thought it must hurt, but she seemed to be enjoying it. His hands were on her ass, guiding her as she impaled herself on him. The cover fell away further, and I could see the beautiful curve of her bottom lifting up, offering me a glimpse of his surprisingly thick shaft before she sank thankfully down onto it.
			

			
				I pressed my fingers inside my soaking pussy, feeling my cunt grip them as I massaged the sensitive spot inside me. I could feel the pressure building, but I knew I couldn’t come without them hearing. I eased off, holding my climax just out of reach as I watched.
			

			
				Debbie was making no attempt to be quiet, moaning and panting as she fucked herself on him. Her face was flushed red, and her hand was between her thighs, frantically rubbing her clit. Suddenly, she threw her head back, long hair cascading down her back as she let out a banshee wail, her orgasm consuming her.
			

			
				When she had recovered, panting hard, Brad flipped her over. Now he was in control, pinning her legs back and fucking her like his life depended on it. She was still rubbing her clit as he fucked her, pounding her with a ferocity I had never seen before. Steve had certainly never taken me with such passion. She came again, and he quickly pulled out, holding his throbbing cock and stroking it with one hand.
			

			
				It was big… bigger than I had expected. Thick and long, circumcised and curved upward. He gripped it tightly, and then cum exploded out of it, covering Debbie in thick load after load. She giggled in delight as it splattered down on her breasts, her face and her hair.
			

			
				I’d never seen anything like it either, and I couldn’t resist my own gratification any longer. With a firm rub of my clit, I pushed myself over the edge, my body shaking under the thin sheets as wave after wave of pleasure rushed over me.
			

			
				Brad climbed off the bed and stood up. His big cock, now semi-hard, was silhouetted against the moonlight outside. He dressed, kissed her goodbye and quickly left. Debbie went to the bathroom, and I heard her wiping herself down and peeing. She got back into bed, and I was about to drift off to sleep when I saw the glow of her phone. She was texting someone with a dirty smile on her face.
			

			
				I realised I needed to pee, but I didn’t want to get up and let her know that I was awake. While I was wondering what to do, the door creaked open. My heart leapt into my throat. For a split second, I thought that Brad had returned… but it was a different guy, the one who had been playing guitar earlier. To my amazement, she threw back the covers, completely naked and welcomed him into her bed. The moonlight streaming through the window illuminated her bare body, her skin glowing softly in the dim cabin. 
			

			
				I couldn’t believe it. What a slut! But I was also strangely jealous of her carefree pursuit of pleasure.
			

			
				After some brief kissing, Debbie turned over, getting on her knees and sticking her bare ass up into the air. She stretched her arms out above her head, pressing her face against the pillows and shamelessly exposing herself to him. The guy was rock hard, his dick smaller than Brad’s but perfectly straight. He moved behind her, running his fingers over the curve of her bottom and then parting her cheeks with his hands. He thrust forward, sliding his cock into her cunt in one smooth motion.
			

			
				Debbie let out a muffled groan of satisfaction as he buried himself in her. Then he held her hips and started to fuck her in a steady rhythm, the sound of his body slapping against her ass. My heart was pounding again, and once more I slipped my fingers into my knickers, rubbing my already sensitive clit. I can’t believe how horny this is making me.
			

			
				Over on the other bed, Debbie sat up on her knees, pushing her ass back against him. The guy groped her breasts for a moment, and then his hand moved up her chest to her neck. He held her there, tight against him, still thrusting his cock into her. She let out her banshee wail again as she came apart, her body shaking as the orgasm washed over her.
			

			
				The guy pushed her back down, face-first onto the bed. He moved on top of her, pounding into her with more urgency now.
			

			
				“Do you want me to…” the guy panted, sounding out of breath.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, fuck, come inside me,” Debbie begged.
			

			
				He upped his pace, and I matched his rhythm with my fingers, my own climax within reach. He started grunting and groaning until suddenly… he let out a huge sigh of relief and bucked uncontrollably on top of her. I imagined his cum spurting out and filling her pussy and it pushed me over the edge too. I came hard, letting out an involuntary whimper that I hoped was too quiet for the others to hear. Wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me, making me feel light-headed. I circled my clit, trying to draw out every last ounce of pleasure.
			

			
				The guy rolled off, and Debbie turned to kiss him.
			

			
				“Thank you,” she said. “But goodbye, I want to sleep now.”
			

			
				He didn’t seem at all upset at being dismissed so quickly. He gave her another kiss and then started getting dressed.
			

			
				As soon as the door clicked behind him, Debbie turned to me.
			

			
				“Did you enjoy watching?” she said. I could hear the amusement in her voice.
			

			
				“You knew I was awake?” I replied, sitting up, my cheeks flushed with embarrassment.
			

			
				“Of course, you weren’t exactly quiet when you came,” she laughed. “I’ll take that as a yes, then. Anyway, let’s get some sleep, classes start tomorrow.”
			

			
				With all the sexual activity going on, I’d almost forgotten the main point of the camp was education. I still couldn’t believe Debbie had fucked three different guys already. I was starting to wonder if I should hook up with one myself. I was certainly feeling horny enough.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				We ate breakfast at the long picnic tables. Debbie and I were joined by a couple of cute guys called Matt and Marco. They looked similar, dark hair, naughty eyes and bodies that hinted at a lot of time in the gym. As we finished, I finally thought to check my itinerary. I hadn’t even glanced at it since checking in.
			

			
				"What’s the first lesson?" I asked, flipping through the paper.
			

			
				Debbie smirked at me, licking a bit of jam from her thumb. "Oral Sex 101," she said with a wink. "Followed by Oral Sex 102."
			

			
				I nearly choked on my juice. "You’re joking."
			

			
				"Nope." She eyed me with amusement. "Welcome to sex education camp, babe."
			

			
				I glanced around at the others, but nobody looked remotely surprised. If anything, people seemed excited. Some were already gathering their things, chatting eagerly about what to expect. I swallowed hard, my cheeks burning. I had so many questions. Was this just a lecture? Or were they going to show us a video? The thought made my stomach flutter with nervous anticipation.
			

			
				Debbie nudged me with her elbow. "Don’t look so scandalised, Ali. It’s just like any other subject, you learn, you practice, you get better."
			

			
				“You make it sound like it’s going to be a practical lesson,” I laughed nervously.
			

			
				“Hah, wait and see,” said Marco.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We followed the flow of people toward one of the larger wooden buildings. It was called The Barn and was set back from the centre of the camp. It had a rustic charm, big open windows, a high-beamed ceiling, and a semi-circle of wooden chairs set up inside. There was a buzz of energy in the air as everyone took their seats. I ended up sitting between Debbie and Megan, hoping my nerves weren’t visible as I looked around.
			

			
				Yasmin stood at the front of the room. Her dark skin contrasted beautifully with the white and yellow uniform. I’d been too intimidated by her before, but I realised she was really sexy. She folded her arms beneath her enormous chest and smiled at us all.
			

			
				"Alright, everyone," she said, raising her voice slightly above the background chatter. "Welcome to your first lesson. I hope you’re all well-rested, because you’re going to need focus for this one."
			

			
				A ripple of laughter spread through the room. I felt myself smiling, even as my stomach continued to twist in anticipation.
			

			
				"Now," Yasmin continued, "this camp is about exploration, education, and confidence. Oral Sex 101 is all about pleasuring people with vulvas. Some of you might think you know what you're doing already, but trust me, there’s always room to improve."
			

			
				"And because this is a practical learning environment," she continued, "I’ll be demonstrating first. And for that… I’m going to need an assistant."
			

			
				The room went dead silent for a moment before Yasmin’s eyes flicked to the back. "Brad? Get over here."
			

			
				A ripple of laughter and whispers ran through the group as Brad came forward from where he had been lurking by the window.
			

			
				Then, to my amazement, Yasmin hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tight yellow shorts and pushed them down over her wide hips. A few gasps and giggles broke out across the room as she stepped out of them, leaving only her cute, lace panties. But even those didn’t last long. She slipped them off in one smooth motion, then lowered herself into a chair, leaning back with casual confidence.
			

			
				She spread her thick thighs apart, revealing dark curls between her legs, and a pink vagina, already glistening with arousal. I could see right into her gash, and I wasn’t sure where to look. My pulse thundered in my ears.
			

			
				"Now," Yasmin said smoothly, as if she were simply leading a yoga class, "the key to good oral is understanding that everyone likes it a little differently. Some people like soft, teasing strokes. Some people want pressure, depth. And some? Well, they like it a little messy."
			

			
				Brad was already kneeling between her thighs, his hands resting lightly on her hips as he looked up, waiting for her instruction.
			

			
				"Now, first things first," she said, "too many people go straight to the clit. But a good lover takes their time. Start slow and build anticipation. For example, use your breath, kiss their thighs. Off you go, sweetheart.”
			

			
				Brad lowered his head and began to brush his lips over the inside of her thigh, dragging his mouth along her soft skin and planting little kisses. Yasmin hummed in approval.
			

			
				"Good," she purred. "Keep it light. Make them beg for more."
			

			
				A shiver ran through me. All around, the others were just as mesmerised. Yasmin let out a little moan as he switched sides, kissing the other inner thigh, close to her mound. He spread her open with his fingers and blew gently over her clit, making her whimper. She leaned back further in the hard, wooden chair, clearly enjoying it.
			

			
				"Then, once they’re desperate…" she gasped. "You reward them."
			

			
				Brad took her cue. His mouth moved closer, hovering just above her clit, his tongue almost touching it. Finally, he licked her. Yasmin let out a sharp, pleased sigh, her fingers curling against the chair.
			

			
				"Now," she went on, her voice slightly breathless, "pressure is key. Some people like soft flicks…" She let out another pleased sound as Brad demonstrated. "Some want long, slow licks."
			

			
				Brad adjusted, his tongue dragging in a slow, deliberate stroke all the way up her opening. Yasmin squirmed in the seat, moaning louder with pleasure. A surge of heat ran through me. I crossed my legs, tensing my thighs and trying to ignore the desperate ache between my legs.
			

			
				Other students were also fidgeting in their seats. I glanced at Jay, the other side of Debbie, and could see a large bulge in his shorts as it tented upwards. Fuck, the guys are all getting erections. There are erect cocks all around me. I realised I was sweating.
			

			
				Yasmin was really enjoying Brad’s attentions now. Her fingers slipped into his hair, guiding him slightly. Her other hand strayed up her chest, stroking her nipple that had become visible through her t-shirt.
			

			
				Whatever he did next made her whole body tense, her thighs trembling.  “That’s it…” she purred. “He’s starting to build the pressure and tempo… oh, yes.” She was breathing hard now, slumped in the seat.
			

			
				"Just like that…" she gasped. “Don’t stop… oh, fuuuck…” she groaned, as Brad did as he was told.
			

			
				Yasmin seemed close to a climax, hardly able to string a whole sentence together. The rest of us watched in silent fascination.
			

			
				“You… can… put… some fingers in…” she panted.
			

			
				I watched as Brad did just that, sliding two fingers into her soaking cunt and curling them up inside her.
			

			
				Yasmin’s body arched suddenly, her breath catching, and then… all at once, she let out a long, satisfied moan. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she came. Hard. Her moan continued as her body shook, her thighs trembling and her fingers tightening in his hair.
			

			
				After what seemed like an eternity of an orgasm, Yasmin let out a lazy, blissful sigh and leaned back in the chair, breathing hard. Brad sat up, his face wet. Yasmin’s pussy was swollen and soaking. Her cunt gaped open, and thick, white release pooled in it, dripping out down her dark, puckered asshole. And me? I’d never been so turned on in my life.
			

			
				But the demonstration wasn’t over. Yasmin guided Brad through two additional techniques, each ending in an earth-shattering orgasm.
			

			
				“And that… is how it’s done,” she said, finally getting her breathing under control after the third climax.
			

			
				Debbie let out a long, impressed whistle. "Holy fuck."
			

			
				Beside me, Megan adjusted her glasses. "I think I need a personal demonstration from Brad," she muttered, not even joking.
			

			
				I swallowed hard, trying to slow my heartbeat. But what Yasmin said next only made it race faster.
			

			
				“So, get into pairs with at least one vulva owner,” she said, closing her legs. “If there aren't enough to go around, then double up.”
			

			
				A ripple of movement passed through the room as people turned to each other, some pairing up instantly, others hesitating.
			

			
				I hesitated. I wanted to participate, I really did, but the idea of being paired with one of the boys right now made me feel terrified. I wasn’t sure I was ready for that yet. I turned to see Megan watching me, her dark eyes gleaming behind her thick glasses. "Want to pair up?"
			

			
				Relief flooded me, quickly followed by another flush of arousal. I realised that my knickers were… not just damp, but soaking wet under my dress.
			

			
				I nodded quickly. “Yes, please.” Megan’s smile widened.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Debbie wasted no time, immediately grabbing Jay’s arm. "You’re with me," she purred, making it clear that he had no choice in the matter.
			

			
				Jay smirked, his eyes flicking over her athletic body and full breasts. "Wouldn’t dream of saying no."
			

			
				A few of the other girls had coupled up, so that left some boys without a partner. Under Yasmin’s instruction, they joined up with others to make threes. Debbie was one of those who ended up with two, as the guitar player she’d slept with joined her and Jay.
			

			
				Yasmin, fully dressed again, surveyed the room with a satisfied look.
			

			
				"Alright," she said, “now it’s your turn. Explore. Don't be shy. Remember, this is a safe space, and it’s all about enjoying the experience and learning.”
			

			
				Megan moved to kneel in front of me. “I’ll go first, okay?”
			

			
				I nodded. Hardly able to believe I was about to do this.
			

			
				She slid her hands up my thighs, pushing my dress up until she could reach my knickers. I had chosen light-blue ones, and I realised that was a mistake. The front had a very obvious dark patch where I had leaked arousal. Megan noticed and looked up at me with a smirk. Then she pulled them down.
			

			
				Everyone can see my pussy, I thought. Except no one other than Megan was even looking at me, they were all busily getting on with their own practice. Debbie was already leaning back in her chair, a massive grin on her face and her legs wide apart. Her two partners were kissing and licking at an inner thigh each, gradually working their way higher.
			

			
				All around the room, I could hear soft moans and whispers of encouragement. I felt Megan’s lips on my leg, moving higher as she got closer to my clit. Then, just as I thought she was going to touch it, she skipped over, placing a kiss on my mound instead. I let out a groan of disappointment. But I didn’t need to wait long; after a few soft kisses on either side, she moved back down. Her lips encompassed my clit and… she sucked.
			

			
				A jolt of pleasure surged through my body like a lightning bolt, and I cried out in ecstasy. No one had ever sucked my clit before. And I loved it.
			

			
				“Yes,” I panted. “More. Please.”
			

			
				She sucked again, her tongue flicking over it at the same time, sending more surges of pleasure through my whole body. I felt my climax building quickly, unstoppable.
			

			
				“Yes,” I moaned again.
			

			
				Megan sucked some more, and then I was crying out as I came, pleasure flooding through my whole body in wave after wave. After being so turned on watching the demonstration for so long, it was such a relief to finally get a release.
			

			
				When I could open my eyes again, Megan was wiping her face with the back of her hand and looking up at me with a huge smile.
			

			
				“Your turn,” she told me. We swapped around, Megan slipping out of her leggings and sitting back in the chair as I knelt on the floor. 
			

			
				I glanced over at Debbie and saw that Jay was buried between her thighs, really going to town on her. The other guy had pulled her tank top down and was sucking on one of her nipples while groping the other breast. She climaxed, but neither of them stopped, and by the time it subsided, it looked like she was already on the way to another one.
			

			
				The room was now filled with the sounds of pleasure. Moans, groans and even screams as more and more of the students reached their peak. I turned my attention back to Megan. She opened her legs, and her impressively wild bush confronted me. She moved to the edge of the chair and spread her lips for me, showing me her large clit, which already looked hard and swollen. Forgetting all the training, I nervously dived straight in.
			

			
				This was my first time going down on a woman, and I didn’t feel at all confident. I could feel the heat of her pussy on my face and smell her arousal. When my tongue touched her opening, it surprised me just how wonderful it tasted. Encouraged, I lapped at her, feeling how warm and wet she was on my tongue.
			

			
				Every delicate movement of my tongue seemed to draw a reaction from her. Each flick made her gasp with pleasure. The sound of her soft moans sent a thrill through me. The more I moved, the more I felt that rush that made me want to continue, to pleasure her even more. I applied more pressure with my tongue, making her squirm again and again.
			

			
				I had an overwhelming urge to feel what her cunt was like inside. Gently, I pushed a finger inside her. She was so warm and wet, her pussy gripping me tightly. I thrust it in and out, feeling the different textures inside. She groaned above me, her fingers grabbing my hair as I realised that she was close. I looked up at her, completely mesmerised by the way her eyes fluttered shut, the way her breathing came fast and irregular.
			

			
				And then she came. I could feel her cunt contracting around my finger. Her moan was loud, rising above the sounds of the others and full of relief as she pulled painfully on my hair.
			

			
				I sat up, and she dragged me in close for a desperate, messy kiss.
			

			
				“Was that your first time?” she whispered.
			

			
				“Yes,” I said. “I loved it.”
			

			
				“You’re a natural,” she purred.
			

			
				The other students were finishing up now, too. The desperate moans gave way to soft sighs and whispers.
			

			
				Yasmin clapped her hands for attention.
			

			
				“Everyone finished?” she asked, looking around. “Excellent. Well done, everyone. Let’s take a fifteen minute break, and then we’ll meet back here for the Oral Sex 102, where we will explore giving oral pleasure to someone with a penis.”
			

			
				My mouth dropped open. Oh my god, I was going to suck someone’s dick.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				I spent the break wandering in a daze, my mind still foggy from everything that had just happened. At least the air outside felt cooler, a relief against my flushed skin. But before long, Yasmin clapped her hands together, drawing everyone back in.
			

			
				“Alright, class, back inside,” she called cheerfully. “Oral Sex 102 is about to begin.”
			

			
				A ripple of excitement passed through the group as we shuffled back into the room.
			

			
				Yasmin stood at the front again, legs apart, hands on her hips. Her gaze swept over us like a queen surveying her court. “Right,” she said. “We’ve covered how to eat pussy. Now, let’s talk about sucking dick.”
			

			
				Brad sauntered to the front of the room with a cocky smirk. He knew what was coming, and unlike me, he didn’t seem the least bit nervous about it. Yasmin placed a hand on his chest, pushing him gently until he sat down in the same chair she’d used for the last demonstration.
			

			
				“Now,” she said, “before you even think about putting a cock in your mouth, you’ve got to get it hard first.”
			

			
				Her fingers trailed down Brad’s bare torso, over the faint lines of his stomach, stopping just above the waistband of his shorts. “Some dicks get hard just from looking at you,” she continued, flicking her gaze to the room. “Especially if you do this.”
			

			
				She reached for the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it off over her head. Her tits were huge, encased in a lacy black bra that strained under the pressure. Then she reached behind her, unhooking it with one hand. It fell away, and her heavy breasts flopped out, hanging down as far as her stomach. They were amazing, with huge areolas and large nipples. There was a murmur of appreciation from the class.
			

			
				Slowly, she bent over, making her breasts hang down even more. She rubbed her palm over the bulge in Brad’s shorts. He let out a slow breath, his eyes fixed on her chest. The fabric did little to hide his growing erection.
			

			
				“You can use your hands first,” Yasmin explained, pressing her fingers against the outline of his cock, stroking up and down lazily. She grinned. “See? He’s already desperate for more.”
			

			
				With that, she hooked her thumbs into his waistband and pulled his shorts down. His cock sprang free, thick and already half-hard. More murmurs and whispers rippled through the room. I bit my lip, my stomach twisting with a mix of nervousness and arousal.
			

			
				Yasmin wrapped her hand around the base, giving it a few slow strokes. “Now,” she said, “spit is your best friend. A dry blowjob is a bad blowjob.” She gathered saliva in her mouth, then let it dribble onto the tip, using her thumb to smear it down the shaft. Brad groaned softly, hips twitching. His cock was rock-hard now and much bigger than my ex-boyfriend’s.
			

			
				“Start slow,” she went on, running her tongue along the underside of his length, tracing a vein with deliberate precision. “The underside is extra sensitive, right along here.” She flicked her tongue over the spot, and Brad let out a shaky breath.
			

			
				“Don’t rush,” Yasmin continued, licking up to the tip, swirling her tongue around it. “Make him wait for it.”
			

			
				She parted her lips and took him into her mouth, just the head at first, sucking lightly before pulling off with a soft pop. “That alone can drive someone mad,” she said, smirking up at Brad. “Isn’t that right?”
			

			
				He let out a breathless laugh. “Fuck, yeah.”
			

			
				She giggled and returned her attention to his cock. “Use your hands, too,” she instructed, gripping the base again and twisting her wrist as she stroked. “A good blowjob isn’t just about your mouth, it’s the whole experience. Some people like a soft grip, others want it rough. Pay attention to how they react.”
			

			
				She demonstrated, alternating between light, teasing strokes and firmer ones, watching how Brad’s stomach tensed. Then she dipped her head again, this time taking more of him in, her lips stretching around his girth.
			

			
				“Relax your throat,” she murmured between strokes. “Breathe through your nose. If you can’t take it all in one go, don’t force it, but try to build gradually. Suppressing your gag reflex takes a lot of patience and practice, but anyone can learn it.”
			

			
				She sank lower, her mouth gliding down his length, taking him deeper and deeper each time she bobbed her head until her lips kissed the base. Fuck, it must be half way down her throat. There were a few gasps of amazement from the students. Brad groaned with pleasure, his fingers gripping the chair.
			

			
				Yasmin held him there for a few seconds before pulling back, saliva connecting her lips to his cock in a thin string. She wiped her mouth, then grinned at us. Brad was panting now, his cock twitching in her hand.
			

			
				"Now, some people like deep and slow," she continued, stroking him leisurely. "Others? They like it messy.
			

			
				Without warning, she leaned in and let a thick string of saliva drip directly onto his shaft, smearing it with her fingers until he was slick from base to tip. Then she took him into her mouth again, but this time, she didn’t hold back.
			

			
				She bobbed her head faster, sucking with more intensity, her hand twisting around the base in sync with her movements. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room, her lips gliding over his length, her tongue working against him. One hand went to his balls, massaging them and making him moan again. His thighs trembled slightly as he fought to keep still.
			

			
				"Fuck," he groaned. “That’s so good.”
			

			
				I glanced around at the others. Most were watching in rapt attention. Megan had produced a notebook from somewhere and was scribbling notes in it. Debbie however… Debbie had her knickers pushed down to her thighs and was openly masturbating as she watched. She caught my eye and winked. I wished I was bold enough to do that, my cunt was aching with desire again.
			

			
				I could tell Brad was getting close. Yasmin moved faster, her head bobbing, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him with determination.
			

			
				Brad groaned again. “Fuck… I’m going to come…”
			

			
				Yasmin took him as deep as she could, her nose pressing against his skin as her throat worked around him. With a strangled groan, Brad tensed, his whole body locking up as he came. She held him there, swallowing once, twice, but as she pulled back, she opened her mouth and let the rest spill from her lips, thick and white against her dark skin. It dribbled down her chin and dripped onto her big breasts..
			

			
				She sat back, licking her lips slowly as Brad slumped in the chair, utterly wrecked.
			

			
				"And that," she purred, wiping a stray drop from her nipple and popping it in her mouth, "is how you finish them off properly."
			

			
				I swallowed hard, my whole body on fire, my knickers soaked through with arousal once more. Around me, the air was thick with tension, everyone shifting in their seats, barely holding themselves back.
			

			
				"Now," Yasmin said, standing and looking around for her bra like she hadn’t just blown someone senseless in front of a room full of people, "pair up. Your turn."
			

			
				The room stirred to life. Some of the guys had already formed pairs, which meant a few of us would have to share. I sat motionless, torn between excitement and sheer terror. My gaze flicked to the floor, afraid to make eye contact with one of the boys in case they took it as an invitation. But then Jay approached Megan and me.
			

			
				“Do you two want to team up with me?” he asked.
			

			
				Megan looked up from her notebook, eyes shining. “Yes, please.”
			

			
				I had a flashback to seeing him in the shower. Doesn’t he have a huge cock? 
			

			
				“Er…” I said nervously, but it seemed it had already been decided.
			

			
				Jay smirked, clearly picking up on my nerves. "Don’t worry, Alison," he said, lowering himself onto one of the chairs. "I’ll be a very willing test subject."
			

			
				Megan didn’t waste any time. She knelt between his legs, her fingers brushing against the bulge in his shorts. "Let’s get a proper look at you first," she murmured, tugging at the waistband.
			

			
				Jay lifted his hips obligingly, and she slid his shorts down. His cock sprang free, thick uncut and already half-hard. I bit my lip. Fuck, it really was as big as I remembered. Maybe bigger.
			

			
				Megan wrapped her fingers around the base, her grip barely closing around it. "Wow," she breathed. "Let’s get you hard."
			

			
				Megan turned to me, her eyes glinting. "We should get our tits out."
			

			
				My stomach flipped. "What?"
			

			
				"Come on," she coaxed, already reaching for the hem of her top. "Yasmin was right, visual stimulation helps. Plus, it’ll be fun."
			

			
				Before I could protest, she pulled her top over her head and unclasped her bra, exposing her small, pert tits. Her nipples were already stiff, and I caught a glimpse of her underarm hair.
			

			
				Jay exhaled sharply, his cock jerking in her hand. "Fuck, that’s hot."
			

			
				Megan turned to me expectantly. "Your turn, Ali."
			

			
				I hesitated, my pulse racing. But the way Jay was looking at Megan, like he was ready to devour her whole, sent a fresh surge of heat through me. I wanted that look. I wanted to be part of this. Taking a shaky breath, I reached for my own top, peeling it off slowly. My bra followed, my heavy breasts spilling out as I let it drop to the floor. My dark nipples hardened instantly, not just from the air, but from the sheer thrill of being exposed like this.
			

			
				Jay's eyes raked over my body. "Wow," he muttered. I have to admit, my breasts were my best feature. Full and heavy, I knew they seemed even bigger than they were due to my small frame.
			

			
				Megan leaned forward, pressing her tits against his thigh as she ran her tongue along his shaft. Taking a deep breath, I followed her lead, shifting closer, letting my bare breasts brush against his other leg. I wrapped a hand around his cock. The skin was soft, but he was now fully hard underneath. I could feel it throbbing in my palm.
			

			
				Megan licked his shaft again, and I couldn’t resist doing the same. God, he feels good on my tongue. As I reached the tip, my tongue met Megan’s, and we kissed with his cock between us.
			

			
				“Fuck, girls… that’s hot,” groaned Jay.
			

			
				Megan giggled against my lips, her tongue flicking teasingly over mine as Jay’s thick cock pulsed between us. I felt another surge of heat between my legs. God knows what state my knickers are in.
			

			
				"Let’s make it even hotter," Megan murmured, pulling back slightly. She cupped her tits and pressed them against his shaft, trying to trap them between the soft, warm flesh. They weren’t really big enough, though.
			

			
				"Ali, help me out here."
			

			
				I followed her lead, pushing my own breasts against the other side of his cock. My big tits wrapped easily around him, sandwiching him completely. 
			

			
				He moaned happily as we slowly moved together, sliding our soft skin along his thick length.
			

			
				"Jesus fucking Christ," he groaned.
			

			
				Megan stuck her tongue out, flicking the tip over his head each time it peeked through my cleavage, lapping up the drops of precum that leaked from his swollen tip.
			

			
				"Fuck, that’s it," he growled. "You two are fucking incredible."
			

			
				I couldn’t believe how much fun this was, watching his face contort with pleasure, feeling the power of making him twitch and groan under our touch. My own arousal was dripping between my thighs, but right now, I just wanted to focus on making him come.
			

			
				Megan started to take him deeper into her mouth, opening wide and sinking down onto him. Saliva dripped down his shaft, slicking him up as she bobbed her head, setting a steady, eager rhythm. Not wanting to just sit there, I slid lower, my fingers trailing down his thigh before I licked along the thick base of his cock. He jolted slightly at the new sensation, his thighs tensing. Encouraged, I dragged my tongue further, lapping at the slick skin and feeling the heat of him against my lips.
			

			
				Megan let out a pleased hum as she took him deeper, the vibrations making Jay groan again. I grinned, then dipped even lower, my tongue tracing down to his balls. They were hot, heavy, and I sucked one gently into my mouth, rolling it over my tongue as my hand joined Megan’s on his shaft, stroking what she wasn’t currently swallowing.
			

			
				Jay squirmed with pleasure. "Holy fuck, you two," he gasped.
			

			
				I was vaguely aware of other low growls and groans from around the room as the other men also enjoyed their blowjobs, but my attention was completely on Jay’s pleasure. Megan moaned around his cock, taking him even deeper, her throat flexing as she swallowed around him. I felt his balls tighten as his cock twitched in her throat.
			

			
				"Shit," he panted, his muscles trembling. "I’m not gonna fucking last if you keep that up."
			

			
				Megan pulled off with a loud pop, grinning up at him as she stroked his spit-slick length. "That’s kind of the point, Jay," she teased, before flicking her eyes to me. "Wanna finish him off together?"
			

			
				I nodded. I really did want to. I moved back up, my tongue gliding along his shaft as Megan sucked him in again, taking him deep into her throat. The sound of her gagging a little only made him groan louder.
			

			
				When Megan pulled back, I flicked my tongue over the sensitive head before finally taking him into my mouth. He was hot, and so thick it filled me. I barely got any of it in before it hit the back of my throat, making me gag. I pulled back and then tried again, but it was no good; I couldn’t get anywhere near as much in as Megan.
			

			
				“It takes a bit of practice,” she said. “Let me.”
			

			
				She took over, sinking at least halfway down his impressive length. I went back to licking at the base and balls.
			

			
				“Fuck, girls… I’m so close,” Jay grunted with desperation.
			

			
				Megan pulled off with a gasp, her lips swollen and wet. “Do it,” she said, stroking him faster, her fingers squeezing just right. “Come for us, Jay.”
			

			
				I joined her in wanking his shaft and darted my tongue out, circling his tip, tasting the salty precum that was leaking steadily now. Megan opened her mouth wide, stroking him furiously.
			

			
				“Fucking hell,” Jay groaned, his whole body going rigid. His cock jerked violently in her grip, and with a deep moan, he came.
			

			
				Thick spurts of hot cum shot straight into Megan’s waiting mouth, and she held it there, letting some dribble from her lips as Jay twitched and gasped. I leaned in, letting some of the pulses run onto my tongue, coaxing out every last drop.
			

			
				Megan suddenly turned to me and kissed me hard, messily sharing the taste of him between us. The heat of her mouth and the salty cum made me moan softly. Then she pulled back, opened her mouth, and let the rest of his release drip slowly down onto her tits. I did the same.
			

			
				Jay let out a shaky breath, his head lolling back as he tried to recover. “You two… holy fuck…”
			

			
				I finally took a look around the room. Most of the others had finished, but Debbie was deep-throating Marco on the other side of the room. As I watched, she pulled back, kneeling low in front of him. He came in thick spurts all over her face and hair. She giggled, eyes tightly shut and a huge smile on her face as he unloaded all over her.
			

			
				Yasmin walked among us, handing out tissues to help with the clean-up. “Excellent work, class. I think you’ve all learnt a lot. That’s it until after lunch.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				By the time we headed outside, my whole body was thrumming with arousal. My knickers were soaked, my nipples were stiff against my top, and my mind was filled with nothing but heat and filth. I decided it was finally time to fuck someone, and I didn’t care who, as long as it was as soon as possible.
			

			
				Most of the campers drifted off. Some had been allocated lunch duty and headed toward the kitchen area. Others slipped away in pairs, no doubt eager to keep the lessons going in private. I stood there for a moment, my face flushed, trying to compose myself and wondering how I was going to find someone to hook up with.
			

			
				“Damn, Ali.”
			

			
				I turned at the voice and found Brad grinning at me. He eyed me up and down, his smirk widening.
			

			
				“You look a little… worked up,” he said.
			

			
				I let out a breathless laugh, running a hand through my hair. “That obvious, huh?”
			

			
				He stepped closer, lowering his voice. “I get it. Watching all that, being part of it… It’s enough to make anyone crazy.” His eyes darkened. “Need some help with that?”
			

			
				The boldness of the suggestion sent a fresh wave of heat through me. My mouth went dry. 
			

			
				I shouldn’t have been so eager, shouldn’t have said yes so quickly, but at this point, I didn’t care.
			

			
				“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”
			

			
				Brad smirked. “Come on then.”
			

			
				He led us away from the others, following the path until we reached my cabin. My heart was hammering now, a mix of excitement and desperate need. We barely got the door shut before his hands were on me.
			

			
				“You’re burning up,” he murmured, sliding his fingers over my hot face and pressing me back against the door. “So fucking turned on from that class, huh?”
			

			
				I whimpered, tilting my head back as his lips brushed my throat. “Yes…”
			

			
				His hands dipped lower, gripping my hips, grinding against me so I could feel just how hard he was already. His cock pressed insistently against me through his shorts, and I moaned, rubbing against him shamelessly.
			

			
				I reached for the hem of my dress and lifted it over my head, tossing it aside. My bra was gone in seconds, and Brad murmured in appreciation as my tits spilled free. He lowered his head, taking a nipple between his lips, playing with it with his tongue. I gasped, arching into him, my fingers tangling in his hair. He sucked harder, his hand already slipping inside my knickers. I felt his fingers slid between my slick folds and stretch my pussy open as he pushed them inside.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he murmured into my breast. “Have you been this wet all morning?”
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped. “Now are you going to fuck me, or what?”
			

			
				He spun me around and pushed me back onto the bed. “Not so fast. I need to taste you first.”
			

			
				He dragged my panties off over my thighs and threw them aside, then he roughly pushed my legs apart and dived in. He thrust his tongue deep inside my opening, tasting and licking me.
			

			
				“God, you taste good.” His voice was muffled.
			

			
				Brad groaned into my pussy, his breath hot against my slick folds as his tongue explored me, hungry and eager. He licked up my slit, his tongue flattening against my clit before flicking it teasingly. I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily, but he gripped my thighs, holding me firmly in place.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I breathed, my fingers twisting in the sheets.
			

			
				He lapped at me again, slower this time, his tongue circling my clit before dipping back into my entrance. Every stroke sent a shiver up my spine, my whole body pulsing with need. I let out a loud moan, lifting my legs right back against my shoulders to give him even deeper access. He pushed a finger in, pumped it in and out, slow at first, then curled it just right, pressing against that perfect spot inside me. My breath caught as he added a second finger, stretching me open.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes,” I whimpered, rocking my hips against his face.
			

			
				He twisted them slightly, hitting my sweet spot again, and I cried out.
			

			
				Then he moved lower. What the fuck. I felt his wet, warm tongue on my rear entrance. Licking firmly at my tight, puckered ass. No one had ever done that to me before, but the sensations were out of this world, rushing through my whole body as I twisted and squirmed underneath him.
			

			
				My orgasm ripped through me, my body shaking as pleasure consumed me. I gasped, legs clamping around his head, my nails digging into the bed, desperate for some purchase. Brad didn’t stop; he licked me through it, his fingers slowing but still moving, coaxing every last bit of release from me.
			

			
				When I finally slumped back against the bed, panting, he pulled away. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then smirked down at me.
			

			
				“You’re so fucking sexy when you come,” he murmured, his fingers still lightly stroking my swollen folds, teasing me even though I was still trembling from my orgasm.
			

			
				Brad pulled back just enough to shove his own shorts down, his cock springing free, thick and fully erect. I swallowed hard. I’d seen it before, but now, knowing it was about to be inside me, it seemed even bigger.
			

			
				“Tell me how bad you need it,” he growled.
			

			
				“So bad,” I breathed. “Please, Brad. Fuck me.”
			

			
				That was all he needed. He pinned my legs back even further and pressed the blunt head of his cock against my pussy, lining himself up, and then, with one powerful thrust, he was inside me.
			

			
				I cried out, my nails digging into his back. He filled me completely, stretching me, forcing my body to adjust to his size. He was so much bigger than Steve. So much bigger than I was used to. It was almost overwhelming, but it felt so good.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” he groaned. “You’re so wet, Ali. So fucking tight.”
			

			
				I could barely breathe, barely think. He pulled back slowly before slamming in again, his cock hitting deep, making me see stars.
			

			
				“God, yes,” I moaned. I needed this so much. “Harder.”
			

			
				Brad growled and started to fuck me in earnest, each thrust slamming me into the bed. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with my moans and his grunts.
			

			
				He pinned me against the bed even harder. “You wanted to be fucked senseless?” he panted. “I’ll fucking give it to you.”
			

			
				He pounded into me, relentless, each stroke hitting the perfect spot inside me. I was already close, my body tightening around him.
			

			
				“Brad… fuck… I’m gonna…”
			

			
				“Come for me,” he groaned, sounding out of breath already as he pounded me hard.
			

			
				That was all it took. Pleasure detonated through me, my body clenching hard around his cock. I moaned, shaking as the orgasm crashed over me, wave after wave.
			

			
				We fucked for another twenty minutes or so, in every position. Brad had incredible stamina. He took me from behind on my hands and knees and face down on the bed. He took me standing, with me on the edge of the bed. I rode him, impaling myself on him as I took him as deep as I could. And every position made me come. I had never, been fucked like that before, and it was exactly what I needed.
			

			
				Finally, I knew he was getting close. He was behind me, spooning me sideways on the bed as he played with my clit. He picked up the pace, fucking me even harder, his thrusts turning erratic. Then, with a deep groan, he buried himself one last time, his cock pulsing as he filled me with his release. I could feel it throbbing inside me, flooding my insides with his thick, warm cum.
			

			
				We stayed like that for a moment, panting and sweaty. Then he let out a breathless laugh, pulling out and letting his cum pour out of me.
			

			
				“Wow,” he said. “You’re something else, Ali.”
			

			
				I giggled, still feeling lightheaded from the orgasms. “So are you. I’ve… never been fucked like that before. But now I’m starving.”
			

			
				Brad grinned. “Come on, let’s get cleaned up. Then we’ll see what’s for lunch.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				We were pretty much the last ones to the table. I felt conspicuously flushed, as if everyone would take one look at me and know I’d been fucking. I joined Debbie and Megan at one end while Brad went to talk to Yasmin.
			

			
				Debbie looked at me suspiciously. “Have you just had sex?”
			

			
				I went even redder. “Yes,” I squeaked.
			

			
				She smirked, looking down the table at Brad. “You lucky bitch, he’s fucking phenomenal in bed, isn’t he.”
			

			
				Desperate to change the subject, I picked up a copy of the itinerary. “A lecture on Sex In Art next,” I said. “Hopefully, that will give us all a chance to calm down.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				After lunch, we filed back into the classroom. The blinds had been drawn now, and it was almost completely dark. The chairs were arranged in straight lines facing a screen at one end, which glowed with the first slide of a presentation.
			

			
				“Ooh, this looks interesting,” said Megan, flopping down in one of the seats in the second row and pulling her notebook out of her bag.
			

			
				I sat next to her, and Debbie joined me on the other side. 
			

			
				“Does it?” she scoffed. “Looks fucking boring.”
			

			
				When everyone was seated, Yasmin moved to the front and clicked the remote to show the first slide. Behind her, the projector screen displayed a grainy image of a cave painting; two crude figures locked in what was unmistakably a sexual position.
			

			
				“So,” she began, “this is one of the earliest known depictions of sex in human history.”
			

			
				The room was silent. Someone coughed.
			

			
				She clicked to the next slide, an ancient clay tablet showing another couple. “Early humans had no shame when it came to sex,” she continued, launching into a speech about prehistoric fertility symbols, Mesopotamian carvings, and the open sexuality of ancient cultures. “Sex was everywhere in early art. The Romans, for example, were especially open about it.”
			

			
				I could tell everyone was beginning to lose interest. The slide changed again, this time, to a mosaic from Pompeii, where a pair of lovers were enthusiastically entwined. 
			

			
				“Brothels in ancient Rome were decorated with erotic murals to inspire their clients,” Yasmin droned on.
			

			
				I shifted in my seat, trying to focus, but my body was still thrumming from what had happened with Brad. The warm, lazy glow of my earlier orgasms had settled over me, making it hard to concentrate. Around me, people were starting to slump in their chairs.
			

			
				Debbie let out a soft sigh and leaned her head on my shoulder, her dark lashes fluttering against her cheek. I could feel her breath against my skin, slow and deep. A glance around the room confirmed that most people were in a similar state. Someone in the back let out a faint snore.
			

			
				As the hour ticked away, the stuffy classroom and the darkness meant more and more people were falling asleep. Unbothered, Yasmin pressed on, inching slowly towards the present day.
			

			
				“By the Renaissance, religious influence meant sex in art had to be disguised,” she continued, flipping to an image of a classical painting. “But it never went away. Artists found ways to sneak it in. Take a look at this one…”
			

			
				A few murmurs drifted through the room, but most people looked half-dead with boredom. Yasmin droned on. I stared into space, finding myself thinking about Brad again, about his thick cock pounding into me, how it felt to be stretched open and filled like that. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Right,” said Yasmin suddenly, clicking the projector off. I sat up with a start, and so did a few other people, jolted awake by the change in her tone. “I can tell that isn’t everyone’s idea of fun. Luckily for you, I’ve got a guest speaker to take us through the early years of erotic cinema.”
			

			
				She gestured to the side of the room, and Jay stepped forward. Instantly, there was a shift in the atmosphere. Jay had a confident smirk on his face, and as he moved to the front, his presence seemed to wake people up.
			

			
				“Hey, everyone,” he said, his voice enthusiastic. “I’m here to talk about something a little more interesting. The rise of filmed pornography. You could say this is my specialist subject.”
			

			
				Someone in the back whistled. A few people straightened up in their chairs.
			

			
				Jay clicked the remote, and the screen flickered back to life, this time showing a black-and-white image of a woman reclining on a couch, naked except for her stockings. “This,” he said, “is from one of the earliest known pornographic films, made in the early 1900s.”
			

			
				He grinned. “But let’s fast forward a bit, shall we?”
			

			
				He skipped through a few slides, moving past the grainy, choppy images of silent-era smut and into the golden age of porn. “By the 1960s,” he explained, “porn had moved into full-length feature films. Directors actually started caring about things like lighting and cinematography.”
			

			
				With another click, the projector screen switched to a scene from one of those films. The footage was grainy, the colours washed out, but the image was unmistakable: a blonde woman on her hands and knees, her face contorted in pleasure as a man took her from behind.
			

			
				Someone let out a murmur of appreciation. Another person shifted in their seat.
			

			
				Jay kept talking. “This was from a 1969 film called Blue Movie by Andy Warhol,” he said. “It was actually a huge success at the time and was shown in mainstream cinemas across the United States. It ushered in what is known as The Golden Age Of Porn.”
			

			
				The scene changed to another erotic scene, a group of women in a tangled mess of arms, legs and hairy pussies. I could feel the energy in the room changing. The lazy boredom from earlier was evaporating, replaced by something heavier, something electric. The sounds of the film; moans, wet slaps, and low grunts, filled the space.
			

			
				“This scene is from Behind The Green Door from 1972,” continued Jay.
			

			
				I swallowed hard. Around me, people were shifting in their seats.
			

			
				Clip after clip was shown as Jay talked knowledgeably about them. The quality of the movies gradually improved as we moved into the mid-70s.
			

			
				On the screen a man slid a particularly large cock into a woman’s mouth while she was still getting fucked from behind. Beside me, Debbie had stopped leaning sleepily on my shoulder. Instead, she was watching the screen with dark, half-lidded eyes, her breathing a little quicker than before.
			

			
				Megan, on my other side, exhaled slowly. Then I felt it, a light touch against my thigh from her hand. I turned my head, but she was still watching the film, her expression unreadable. Slowly, her fingers trailed higher, slipping under the hem of my dress.
			

			
				The scene on the screen had escalated, more bodies were joining in now, a full-blown orgy unfolding in flickering 70s film grain. The moans, gasps and jolly porn music from the speakers were almost hypnotic.
			

			
				A low groan came from somewhere in the room. I glanced around and wasn’t surprised to see Debbie had turned toward the boy next to her. He was already shifting his hips forward as she leaned in, her hand working over his crotch before she unzipped his shorts.
			

			
				She smirked up at him, then bent her head. I heard the wet sound of her lips wrapping around his cock.
			

			
				A shiver ran through me. Megan’s fingers were higher now, sliding up my inner thigh. My breath caught as she brushed against the damp fabric of my panties. Eyes still on the screen, she pulled the material aside and brushed against my clit. I moaned as a rush of pleasure surged through me.
			

			
				The film played on, the sounds of sex filling the room, and everywhere I looked, people were lost in it, touching themselves, touching each other, giving in to the heat of the moment. The moans from the audience merged with the moans from the actors on the screen.
			

			
				Megan pressed her fingers firmly against my clit and circled, slow and deliberate. I clenched my jaw, my body reacting instantly. My hand went instinctively between her legs, rubbing her through her leggings.
			

			
				On screen, one of the women let out a high-pitched moan as a man filled her ass. I wondered what that would feel like. It felt like everyone was reaching fever pitch, moans and gasps everywhere. The men on the screen were coming now, ejaculating lines of cum over the female participants.
			

			
				The guy next to Debbie groaned with relief as he unloaded into her mouth, and she swallowed it all down. There were more sounds of release from around the room. Suddenly, I felt myself go over the edge, too. I turned to Megan and pushed my tongue in her mouth. She responded, kissing me back and reaching her own release at the same time.
			

			
				There was a sense of relaxation in the room now, with hushed whispers and people adjusting their clothing. Jay clicked the film off.
			

			
				“That concludes my lecture for today,” he said. “I hope you all enjoyed it.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening we had a BBQ. The night was warm, the air thick with the scent of grilled meat and wood smoke. We gathered around the fire while it was still light, balancing paper plates on our laps, fingers sticky with BBQ sauce. A couple of people were playing guitars, creating a warm, folky atmosphere. 
			

			
				Megan and Jay sat beside me, finishing their food, while Debbie lounged lazily on the grass, her head tilted back, eyes half-closed in satisfaction.
			

			
				“That was seriously a great lecture, Jay,” I said between bites. “I mean, it started slow, but once you put on that film…”
			

			
				Megan laughed. “Yeah. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a room go from half-asleep to completely awake that fast.”
			

			
				Jay smirked. “Sex sells, what can I say?” He swallowed down the rest of his hot dog. “But really, porn history is fascinating. The sixties and seventies were such a turning point. People think of it as this underground thing, but back then, films like Deep Throat were playing in mainstream theatres. My film is going to echo that era, it’s not just going to be people banging.”
			

			
				“I definitely enjoyed the educational experience,” Debbie said, winking. “And I’m very hands-on with my learning.”
			

			
				“What was the name of the guy you sucked off?” I asked.
			

			
				“No idea.” She smirked, sitting up and looking across the fire to the other side of the circle. “Speaking of which… I think I see my next opportunity waiting.”
			

			
				Following her gaze, I spotted a guy, tall and thin with a scruffy beard, lingering at the edge of the firelight, clearly hoping to catch her attention. She set her plate aside, stood, and stretched.
			

			
				“I’m off for some extracurricular activities. See you later, losers.”
			

			
				She sauntered over to the hopeful suitor, hips swaying, and took him by the hand, leading him towards the cabins. He followed eagerly.
			

			
				“I wouldn’t mind hooking up with someone again,” I sighed. “But I guess Debbie is going to be hogging the cabin for a while.”
			

			
				As the night went on, more couples started slipping away. The fire crackled, seeming brighter now that the light was fading. The music had softened, conversations turning quieter.
			

			
				After a while, Megan leaned back on her hands, her gaze flicking to Jay. “So… about that audition.”
			

			
				Jay raised an eyebrow. “For my film?”
			

			
				Megan nodded, lips curving into a playful smile. “You said you needed to see if I had the right on-screen presence for the role, right?”
			

			
				Jay exhaled a laugh. “I did say that.”
			

			
				Megan stood, brushing crumbs from her lap. “Well, I’m ready to audition. Right now.”
			

			
				His expression darkened with interest. “Are you, now?”
			

			
				“Mm-hmm.” She extended a hand. “Come on. Go and get your camera, and we’ll find somewhere more… private.”
			

			
				Jay took her hand, letting her pull him up, and the two of them disappeared into the shadows.
			

			
				I was alone. But not for long.
			

			
				“Hey, Ali.”
			

			
				His voice was soft, a little hesitant. I glanced up, catching the nervous way he adjusted his glasses. Brian was one of the quieter ones at camp, always hanging back and observing. I hadn’t really spoken to him much, but he seemed nice. Sweet, even.
			

			
				“Hey, Brian.” I smiled. “Enjoying the camp so far?”
			

			
				He pushed his glasses up his nose. “Yeah. It’s been… eye-opening, to say the least.”
			

			
				Brian shifted beside me, clearing his throat. “Uh… do you want to go for a walk?”
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow. “A walk?”
			

			
				He glanced at me, nervous but hopeful. “It’s a nice evening. And, um… we can just talk… You don’t have to.”
			

			
				I studied him for a second. He was cute in a nerdy way, his glasses slightly crooked, his t-shirt crumpled. Not the kind of guy I usually went for, very different from Brad. But something about the way he was looking at me, like I was some unattainable goddess, sent a little thrill through me. It made me feel powerful. In control.
			

			
				And I was desperately horny.
			

			
				A slow smile spread across my lips. “Sure. Let’s go. Bring one of those blankets in case we want to… have a sit down.”
			

			
				The forest was quieter than the camp, the trees rising dark and endless around us. The further we walked, the more the sounds of the fire and music faded, replaced by the chirping of crickets and the occasional rustle of leaves in the breeze. We followed a path downhill, and soon came to a small lake.
			

			
				We laid the blanket out on the shore and sat down, looking at the sun setting over the water.
			

			
				“So,” I said. “What made you come and talk to me?”
			

			
				He exhaled sharply, shaking his head. “I’ve seen you around the camp and… I just wanted to spend some time with you.”
			

			
				I stopped, turning to face him fully. “Oh?”
			

			
				His face was already pink, but now it went even redder. “Yeah,” he admitted. “You’re… amazing. I’ve been kind of in awe of you since camp started…” He swallowed hard. “I… want to do anything you tell me to.”
			

			
				I looked at him curiously. “You mean, like… sex things?”
			

			
				“Yes,” he murmured, looking at the ground. “Order me around. Tell me what you want me to do to you.”
			

			
				I felt a surge of arousal rush through me, and my pussy started to ache with desire again. Wow, my own little sex slave. I decided to just go with it.
			

			
				I stood up. “Get on your knees,” I ordered.
			

			
				He got up on his knees, looking up at me with shining eyes. I stood over him and hiked my dress up, then I pulled my knickers to the side, exposing my pussy to the cool, evening air.
			

			
				“Lick me,” I told him, and moved closer. I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him towards me. I felt his tongue, warm and wet, against my opening. Then he licked up to my clit and I let out a sigh of pleasure.
			

			
				I stood there over him, dripping wet, as he went to work, his face buried between my legs. I kept my hand on his head, holding him so firmly against me that he was having trouble breathing. But his tongue… was amazing, lapping so enthusiastically at my cunt that I felt my climax building quickly.
			

			
				“Oh, god.” I moaned, looking out over the lake as he worshiped my cunt with his mouth.
			

			
				But then I remembered something Brad had done, and I felt my heart start to pound at the idea of it. Could I ask him to do that, or was it too shameful? I decided to go for it.
			

			
				I pushed him away and looked down at his face, wet with my arousal. “I want you to eat my ass,” I told him, my pulse racing.
			

			
				“Yes, Mistress, anything you say,” he replied.
			

			
				I slipped my knickers off and kicked them away. Then I knelt on the blanket, facing away from him on my hands and knees. My ass was up in the air, my pussy and asshole exposed for him to see. I’d never felt so slutty and brazen before.
			

			
				Brian’s hands went to my ass cheeks, feeling the shape of them and then spreading them open wider. And then his wet tongue touched my rear entrance. A surge of pleasure rushed through me from his touch on the sensitive ring of muscles. Hesitant at first, he quickly got into it, enthusiastically burying his tongue between my cheeks and lapping at me. Worshipping me.
			

			
				I let out a long moan, “Oh fuck, that’s so good,” I gasped, pleasure flowing through every part of my body. “Eat my ass, you filthy boy. And finger me.”
			

			
				Brian pushed two fingers into my gaping cunt, thrusting them in and out as he continued to lick my ass. That made me moan even more, panting for breath as I felt my orgasm building deep inside me. I knew I wanted more, though.
			

			
				“Put a finger in my ass,” I ordered him.
			

			
				He took his fingers out of my cunt and massaged my rear entrance with them. I could feel how soaked they were from my arousal. I relaxed, feeling myself open up. And then his finger was inside me, stretching me in the most delicious way. He worked his finger in and out, thrusting gently and working it deeper.
			

			
				And then the next finger on his hand entered my cunt. He started to fuck me with his fingers, one in my cunt and one in my ass. Deeper and deeper until they were all the way in.
			

			
				“Oh yeah, finger fuck my ass and cunt,” I groaned, although that’s what he was already doing. “Faster,” I added.
			

			
				He fucked me with them harder and faster. I pushed my ass back against him, my face on the blanket. And then I was coming, an intense wave of pleasure rushing over me and making me light-headed. I pulled away, rolling on my side, my thighs shaking as I let it consume me.
			

			
				When it was finally over, I sat up and pushed him roughly backward so he was lying on his back.
			

			
				“I want your cock,” I said, already pulling down his shorts and underwear.
			

			
				It sprang free, already rock-hard and throbbing. It wasn’t as long as Brad’s or Jay’s, but fuck it was thick. I held it in my hand, feeling its heat and weight.
			

			
				“Mmm,” I murmured. “I love your cock.” Then I bent over and took it in my mouth, hollowing my cheeks and sucking on it as I worked my way up and down the shaft with my lips. Brian whimpered with pleasure as I gave him my best blowjob. I felt like I’d already improved a lot since earlier.
			

			
				But I needed him inside me. I climbed on top of him, rubbing my slit up and down his saliva-covered cock, grinding myself on him and feeling him twitch beneath me. I was still high on being the one in control, and I wanted him to know it.
			

			
				“Do you want to fuck me?” I asked sweetly.
			

			
				“Yes, please, Mistress,” he groaned.
			

			
				“Do you want your thick cock in my tight pussy?” I asked again.
			

			
				“Yes, more than anything, Mistress.”
			

			
				I slid my pussy up his shaft again, and then tilted my hips. The blunt head of his cock pressed against my opening.
			

			
				“Are you sure?” I asked, teasing him.
			

			
				“Yes,” he gasped.
			

			
				I applied a little bit of pressure, so that his cock started to stretch me and open me up. Then I stopped, just short of penetration.
			

			
				“What do you want?” I asked.
			

			
				“I want you to fuck me, Mistress.”
			

			
				“How do you ask nicely?”
			

			
				“Please, fuck me, Mistress.” He groaned with desperation.
			

			
				I hesitated, his cock pressed against my opening. And then I pushed back. He let out a loud moan of relief as I impaled myself on his cock. I could feel how thick it was as it stretched me open, filling me as I sank all the way down to the base. I could feel him throbbing inside me, my cunt gripping him tightly.
			

			
				And then I started fucking him, riding him. I screwed myself on his cock, chasing my pleasure. He reached up to try to touch my tits through my dress, but I grabbed his wrists, pinning them down to the blanket.
			

			
				“Did I say you could touch them?” I panted as I fucked him.
			

			
				“Sorry, Mistress,” he said.
			

			
				I held him down, my face inches from his face as I fucked myself on him.
			

			
				“Open your mouth,” I ordered.
			

			
				He did as he was told and… I spat in his mouth. I don’t know what had come over me, but I wanted to own him, to control him.
			

			
				“Thank you,” he gasped.
			

			
				I kissed him sloppily, pushing my tongue in his mouth but making his lips wet with my saliva. Then I sat up and rode him even harder. I let go of one of his wrists and put my hand around his throat, pinning him to the ground.
			

			
				“Come inside me,” I ordered.
			

			
				He couldn’t speak, but I could see the lust in his eyes. I slammed down onto him, moaning with every thrust, my cunt gripping his cock. I felt him twitch, and then I was flooded with warmth and wetness. He throbbed again and again, unloading everything he had deep into my pussy.
			

			
				And that pushed me over the edge, too. I came hard, finally letting him go and collapsing on top of him, panting like I’d run a marathon. My vision went black, and my eyes rolled up in my head as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. I could feel my cunt contracting on his dick, massaging it and drawing every last drop of cum from him.
			

			
				When I finally got my breath back, I rolled off of him and put my arm over him, holding him close. I don’t know what had come over me. I’d never dreamed of fucking someone so aggressively before, but something in his submissiveness had triggered it in me.
			

			
				“Thank you,” I whispered, as cum ran down my thighs.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was fully dark by the time we got back to the camp. The fire was starting to burn low, and I could hear the soft moans of couples fucking in the cabins. I said goodnight to Brian and headed to my own cabin. I was very tired after all the excitement and looking forward to sleeping.
			

			
				But I wasn’t about to get to sleep just yet. When I pushed open the door, I saw Debbie was on her bed being fucked hard from behind by Matt. What I wasn’t expecting to see was Marco in front of her, with his cock in her mouth. The slap of skin on skin filled the room as Matt slammed into her, mixed with the wet sound of her sloppy blowjob on Marco.
			

			
				I grabbed a book from my bag and sat on the porch, listening to the sounds of Debbie’s climaxes from inside. After about half an hour, the noise died down, and the two guys left, giving me a cheery goodbye as they headed off into the dark.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, I woke up ridiculously early, my mind buzzing with everything I’d seen and done so far. The first rays of sunlight streamed through the window, casting a golden glow over Debbie’s naked form, sprawled diagonally across her bed as she snored softly.
			

			
				I couldn’t get back to sleep, so I decided to go for a walk and get some fresh air. I pulled on a little pair of shorts and a t-shirt, not bothering with a bra. Outside, the air was fresh and the ground damp with dew. No one else seemed to be up, and it was so quiet I could hear the birds singing in the trees.
			

			
				Down by the lake, everything felt serene. The water shimmered, untouched. I lingered there for a while, letting the quiet soak into me. I thought about what had happened here with Brian. It had been fun. I did enjoy bossing him about, but I missed what I’d experienced with Brad. I felt like I preferred someone to take control of me.
			

			
				After a while, I headed back. As I approached the camp again, I noticed Brad at the outdoor kitchen area, chatting with another guy as they prepped for breakfast. It was still really early, and no one else was up.
			

			
				“Good morning, Ali,” said Brad, waving as I approached. “What are you doing up so early?”
			

			
				“I couldn’t sleep.”
			

			
				“We’re just sorting things for breakfast. Yasmin likes me to make sure everything is ready nice and early, and you know what she’s like if she doesn’t get her way.” Brad rolled his eyes, but I detected a touch of warmth in the way he spoke about Yasmin.
			

			
				I glanced at the other guy, wondering who he was. He was hot, I realised. A well-built black guy, dressed in the same camp uniform as Brad, white t-shirt with yellow lettering and yellow shorts.
			

			
				“I thought there was only you and Yasmin working here,” I said to Brad.
			

			
				“Oh, sorry, this is Kurt,” said Brad, introducing us. “Kurt, this is Ali.”
			

			
				We shook hands, kind of formally. His hand was huge, completely engulfing mine.
			

			
				“Nice to meet you, Ali,” he said. His voice was deep, and I felt my stomach flip and a heat between my legs just from the sound of it. “I was down in the city getting supplies yesterday, but I’m back now.”
			

			
				And I was glad he was. I realised my face was getting red just at the thoughts I was having about him. I was suddenly very conscious that I wasn’t wearing a bra. My breasts were far too big to get away with that, and they stretched the t-shirt tight, my nipples clearly visible. Just thinking about that made them stiffen further.
			

			
				“If you can’t sleep in the future, feel free to come and find me,” said Brad with a smirk. “I enjoyed our time together before.”
			

			
				Kurt raised an eyebrow. “You two know each other well, huh?”
			

			
				Brad shot him a grin. “Let’s just say we’ve gotten acquainted.”
			

			
				Kurt laughed. “You get acquainted with all the prettiest girls, Brad.”
			

			
				He thinks I’m pretty.
			

			
				Kurt’s gaze dropped to my breasts. Staring at them, and making sure I knew it. Then he looked up at my eyes. I held his gaze, testing, teasing. I could feel the tension thickening between us and a rush of arousal in my pussy. Oh, god I need this guy to fuck me. The thought made me even wetter.
			

			
				“So, Ali,” Brad said, his voice casual, “you ever had a threesome?”
			

			
				The question hit me like a train. My stomach flipped again, and blood rushed to my face. And my cunt. I blinked, caught between surprise and intense arousal.
			

			
				“No,” I said, a little breathlessly. “Not yet.”
			

			
				They both smiled.
			

			
				Brad stepped in first, brushing his fingers lightly down my arm, then leaning in to kiss me, soft at first, then deeper. His mouth was warm, familiar. My lips parted for him, and I melted into it. My heart was racing so fast I wondered if I’d have a heart attack.
			

			
				When we broke apart, I turned instinctively to Kurt. He was already close. His kiss was different, even stronger and rougher. I felt my knees wobble as his hand slid to the small of my back, pulling me in. His other hand went to my stomach, brushing against the bottom of my breasts. Brad’s hands ran down my side. The feeling of them both touching me like that was driving me crazy.
			

			
				Then Kurt pulled back from our kiss, and Brad leaned in to him. Their lips met, tongues entwining in a rough kiss. That made my arousal spike even further. We took it in turns to kiss each other, wet and messy as their hands roamed my body. Soon, they were both groping one of my breasts each. I slid my own hand down Kurt’s back to his ass, squeezing it and feeling how firm it was.
			

			
				I became aware of both their erections, pressed up against my body through our clothing. As Kurt took my mouth again, I moved my hand to his crotch. Fuck, he’s got a big one too. It was every bit as big as Brad’s, if not bigger. I traced the outline through his shorts, and he kissed me harder.
			

			
				 Brad’s hands found the hem of my t-shirt and slowly lifted it up. I raised my arms without thinking, heart thudding, as he peeled it off me. The fresh morning air hit my skin and made my nipples harden even more.
			

			
				“Fuck,” Kurt murmured, staring at my bare chest with lust in his eyes. “You’ve got some perfect tits, girl.”
			

			
				My breasts were too big for my petite frame, something I’d always been a little self-conscious about, but right now, under their hungry gazes, I felt like a fucking goddess. My nipples were already aching, the dark, sensitive peaks begging to be touched.
			

			
				Brad cupped one of them with both hands, fingers spreading wide as he leaned in, kissing and sucking at the swell before closing his mouth around the nipple. I gasped, electricity shooting straight down between my legs. At the same time, Kurt moved to the other side, his big hand squeezing my breast before his lips found the other nipple.
			

			
				Their tongues worked in sync, flicking, sucking and teasing. I moaned, arching my back and leaning back against the picnic table behind me, overwhelmed by the sensation of both their mouths on me at once. My hands tangled in their hair as they worshipped me, sucking and licking my nipples as if they couldn’t get enough of them.
			

			
				Brad’s hand slid down, sneaking under the waistband of my shorts. He didn’t go straight for my clit, he just let his fingers rest there, grazing the edge of it. Teasing. Threatening. I was soaked already, practically dripping. My knickers must have been a mess.
			

			
				Kurt straightened a little, his mouth slick from my nipple, and looked me dead in the eyes. “You want this, baby?”
			

			
				“God, yes,” I breathed. “I want both of you.”
			

			
				Brad pushed my shorts and knickers down, and I stepped out of them clumsily, suddenly bare before them. I was completely naked in the camp, where anyone might walk by. But it was all quiet for now; everyone else was still asleep.
			

			
				Kurt’s hand slid around my hip and cupped my ass, squeezing hard as his other hand found my slit, his thick fingers stroking through the wetness and making me gasp. He made a low, appreciative noise in his throat.
			

			
				“Jesus, you’re so wet.”
			

			
				Brad lifted me easily, his strong arms gripping my waist as he set me down on the edge of the picnic table. The wood was cool under my skin, a little rough.
			

			
				My legs parted instinctively, spreading for them, offering myself up.
			

			
				“Look at that,” Kurt murmured, stepping between my knees.
			

			
				His eyes were locked on my pussy, my bush neatly trimmed with black hair framing my slit. I felt exposed, brazen, and wildly turned on. I knew my cunt must be pink and swollen, glistening with arousal.
			

			
				Brad cupped a breast again, thumb teasing my nipple, while his other hand slid through my hair, tipping my head back and holding me in place like he owned me.
			

			
				Kurt dropped to his knees in front of me. I bit my lip, heart hammering.
			

			
				And then his mouth was on me.
			

			
				His hot, broad tongue flattened against my folds, sliding upward in a slow, firm stroke that made me cry out. He groaned into me, like he’d never tasted anything so good. His hands spread my thighs wider, fingers digging into my flesh as he buried his face between my legs. He ate me like I’d never been eaten before, his long tongue buried deep inside me before running up over my clit.
			

			
				Brad’s mouth closed around my nipple again, sucking hard as he pinched the other one between his fingers. I moaned loudly, the mix of pleasure from both directions sending electricity bursting through my body.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I gasped. “Don’t stop.”
			

			
				They didn’t. Brad sucked harder on my nipple, the suction so pleasurable I was in heaven. Kurt alternated between licking me flat and fast, and slow, teasing sucks on my clit that made my thighs shake. My orgasm was building quickly, a hot, throbbing pressure I could feel in every nerve ending.
			

			
				Then Brad stood up, his cock already out. Hard, thick, and absolutely gorgeous. I didn’t even think, I just opened my mouth and took him in. His hand tightened in my hair, and he held me in place as he slid it right into my throat. Somehow, I didn’t even gag.
			

			
				He groaned as I wrapped my lips around him, taking him deep. The taste of him, the weight of him on my tongue, pushed me over the edge. My moan was muffled around his cock as my body arched, tits thrust up into the air as the climax ripped through me. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.
			

			
				Kurt didn’t stop. He lapped at me through the orgasm, coaxing it out, prolonging it, sucking gently at my clit until I was trembling and whimpering, my mouth still full of Brad’s cock as I rode every second of it. When it finally subsided, I was left breathless, dazed, my whole body humming.
			

			
				Kurt stood up, his mouth glistening with my wetness, and looked down at me with that same hungry look in his eyes. His cock was straining against his shorts, the outline thick and heavy. I could barely breathe from how badly I needed it inside me.
			

			
				“Please,” I whispered. “Please, Kurt, I need you to fuck me.”
			

			
				“Good girl,” he said with a smirk.
			

			
				He shoved his shorts down and stepped in between my legs. His cock was thick and black, curving slightly to the side. He wrapped those big hands around my thighs and dragging me forward until my ass was right on the edge of the table. His cock pressed against my gaping cunt, the blunt head nestled between my folds, already stretching my opening.
			

			
				And then, in one hard thrust, he buried himself inside me.
			

			
				I cried out, eyes rolling back in my head. He filled me completely, stretching me as my walls gripped him.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, gripping my hips and starting to move. His thrusts were hard and fast, like he needed me. He wasn’t holding back, and I didn’t want him to. I wanted it rough. I wanted to be used by both of them.
			

			
				Brad stepped back in front of me, hand stroking his cock. “Open up, baby,” he said.
			

			
				I did, eagerly, taking him back into my mouth. He groaned, threading his fingers into my hair as I sucked him deep.
			

			
				I was pinned between them, Kurt pounding into me, each thrust sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my core, while Brad fucked my mouth. Slowly at first, then faster. His hips rocked back and forth and I put my arm around him, my hand on his ass. I could feel the muscles in his backside tensing as he fucked my mouth, his cock running over my tongue and hitting the back of my throat over and over.
			

			
				Kurt’s hands slid up to my chest, grabbing handfuls of my breasts, squeezing roughly as he fucked me. My nipples were still wet and sensitive from earlier, and I whimpered around Brad’s cock as Kurt pinched and twisted them.
			

			
				Then, between thrusts, Brad leaned over and he and Kurt kissed. Right above me. Their mouths crashed together in a wet, hungry kiss, tongues sliding together. That image, those two powerful men kissing while they fucked me sent me crashing over the edge.
			

			
				I moaned around Brad’s cock, waves of pleasure flooding my body and making me light-headed. I could feel my cunt contracting around Kurt’s cock as he slammed into me.
			

			
				They fucked me through the orgasm, and just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, they both pulled out, leaving me empty, throbbing and leaking arousal.
			

			
				Brad gripped my chin, tilting my face up to his. “Kneel on the bench.”
			

			
				His voice was low, firm. That commanding edge I’d tasted before was back, and I obeyed instantly, crawling forward onto the picnic bench on all fours. Behind me, I felt Brad’s hands on my hips, holding me in place. Then the thick, familiar pressure of his cock, nudging between my folds.
			

			
				And then, he was inside me again.
			

			
				He didn’t ease in. He slammed into me, bottoming out with a growl that made my whole body jerk. I gasped, bracing myself on the table as he started thrusting, rough and relentless. Each movement sent jolts of pleasure crashing through me, exactly what I needed.
			

			
				“You feel so fucking good,” Brad grunted, pounding into me.
			

			
				I tried to answer, but all that came out were breathless moans and choked cries. My breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples still aching and sensitive, the table creaking beneath us.
			

			
				I glanced back over my shoulder through the tangle of my hair, and what I saw made my breath catch in my throat.
			

			
				Kurt was behind Brad now. Close. His hands were on Brad’s hips. And then… Brad’s eyes widened, and I realised that Kurt had pushed his cock into Brad’s ass. Brad groaned, his voice full of pleasure.
			

			
				They started to move together. Each time Brad thrust into me, he was being driven forward by Kurt behind him, Kurt impaling him with every slow, deep push. Brad’s rhythm grew harder, more desperate, as the dual sensation tore through him.
			

			
				And I felt all of it. Every thrust from Brad came heavier now, full of raw, shaking power. It was like the throbbing of Brad’s cock inside me was amplified by Kurt’s thrusts. I could hear the sound of Kurt’s body slapping against Brad’s ass, feel Brad’s fingers digging into my waist as he used me to anchor himself. It was filthy. Wild. Completely fucking unreal. I can’t believe I’m doing this.
			

			
				“Fuck, Ali… gonna come…” Brad growled through clenched teeth, his rhythm turning erratic.
			

			
				“Me too,” I gasped.
			

			
				The thought of these two men, strong, dominant, fucking each other while they fucked me sent me crashing over the edge again. This time, it felt like I blacked out for a few seconds as the waves of pleasure consumed me. My body shook violently as I completely lost control, letting out a scream that probably woke half the camp. My back arched, my fingers clawed at the table as the orgasm tore through me, my cunt pulsing around Brad’s cock in wave after wave of delicious release.
			

			
				Brad let out a deep, choked groan and buried himself hard inside me, his cock twitching as he came. I felt it, every pulse, every spurt flooding into me as he leaned forward, panting against my back.
			

			
				And then, behind him, Kurt thrust in deep one final time and held there, body tensed, letting out a long, deep growl as he came. I could hear it in his voice as he emptied himself into Brad, trembling with the force of it. Three bodies locked together, coming at once. It was so raw, so fucking intimate, I could hardly process it.
			

			
				We stayed there, frozen in that tangle of sweat and skin, breathless and shaking. Brad slumped forward, still buried in me, while Kurt leaned against him from behind, his big hands splayed over Brad’s hips.
			

			
				Brad was the first to move, slipping out of me with a groan, his hands gentle now as they slid over my body. I let out a shaky breath, collapsing onto the table as cum poured down my inner thighs.
			

			
				We all laughed then, the tension giving way to happiness.
			

			
				Brad helped me sit between them on the bench, placing soft kisses on my neck. “You okay?” he murmured
			

			
				I smiled, still catching my breath. “More than okay.”
			

			
				Kurt’s hand stroked my thigh, huge and surprisingly gentle. “You were incredible,” he said softly. “So fucking beautiful. I can’t believe that was your first threesome.”
			

			
				I let out a little laugh, breathless. “I can’t believe I just did that.”
			

			
				But the camp was starting to stir behind us. I reluctantly got dressed, cum still leaking out of me into my knickers.
			

			
				“I think I need a shower before breakfast,” I giggled.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				The first lesson that morning was Consent and Communication, and for the first time since arriving at camp, I felt like I was actually in a Sex Ed class. This was more what I had been expecting from Sex Education Camp.
			

			
				We were seated on cushions in a shaded open-air pavilion, surrounded by the soft rustle of trees and the occasional birdcall. Everyone looked fresh from showers, still glowing from whatever delicious trouble they’d gotten into the night before. My body, on the other hand, still felt wrecked and wonderful. Every time I shifted in my seat, I could feel the aftermath of what Brad and Kurt had done to me. I was wearing a cute little denim dress that was quite short, and I was finding it hard to find a way to sit without flashing my knickers.
			

			
				Yasmin stood at the front, dressed in her standard camp uniform, her huge breasts bouncing with every movement of her hands.
			

			
				“Consent is ongoing, enthusiastic, and can be withdrawn at any time,” she said, pointing to the flipchart next to her. “Even in long-term relationships. Even if you’re naked. Even mid-thrust.”
			

			
				My attention kept slipping, not because the material wasn’t important, but because I was thinking about other things. Namely, Brad’s cock in my throat, Kurt’s tongue buried deep inside me, and how my body had begged for both at once.
			

			
				Yasmin went on, talking about boundaries, safe words, and the subtle signs of non-verbal communication. Brad was sitting to one side, and when our eyes met, he smirked just a little, like he knew exactly what memory I was stuck on.
			

			
				We had a short break after that, and I had to get some water to cool down.
			

			
				When we regrouped, Yasmin started a new topic: Ethical Non-Monogamy. She took us through all the different relationship structures. And then, something that set my heart racing again.
			

			
				“...some prefer open relationships. And yes, this can include threesomes, foursomes, and sex parties. But the core of it is respect and transparency.”
			

			
				The memories of my threesome came crashing back, making me aroused all over again. But it was when she said Sex Parties, that my stomach flipped, and I felt an intense rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				Yasmin seemed perfectly composed as she talked about sex parties. I, on the other hand, was starting to sweat again. I wondered what it would be like to attend an orgy, something I’d never really thought about before. But now it sounded… exciting. I’m not brave enough to actually go to one, though.
			

			
				Finally, Yasmin opened up the conversation to the group. People began sharing stories. One girl talked about how she’d joined a married couple for a threesome. Another guy casually mentioned that he was part of a wide polyamorous group that all shared a Google Calendar for their sex dates. Everyone laughed at that.
			

			
				My skin was tingling again. The discussion turned to how to bring up fantasies with your partner, how to say, “I want to watch you fuck someone else. I want to share. I want to be watched.”
			

			
				And then it was lunchtime.
			

			
				“One other thing,” said Yasmin, raising her voice above the noise of everyone getting up and beginning to chat. “Tonight we’ll give you all a chance to experience a sex party, if you want.”
			

			
				I felt my heart race once again. I turned to Debbie as we walked toward the dining area. “Wait, there’s not really going to be a sex party, is there?”
			

			
				Debbie smirked. “Oh, it’s my favourite part of camp,” she said. “Just you wait until tonight.”
			

			
				“What’s it like?” I said, both excited and panicking.
			

			
				“Just you wait and see,” she giggled. “Come on, I’m starving.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Over lunch, we gathered under the canopy on the picnic tables. The vibe now was friendly, open, buzzing with the kind of energy that comes from a group of people on a journey together. Debbie picked up a laminated copy of the camp’s itinerary. 
			

			
				“Okay, let’s see what we’ve got this afternoon…”
			

			
				I leaned over her shoulder to peek at it, and my heart skipped a beat.
			

			
				“Anal Sex Workshop!” I read aloud, trying to sound amused, but the words came out a little breathy. Suddenly, my stomach felt fluttery again.
			

			
				“Ooh, I love a bit of anal,” Debbie said cheerfully, popping a forkful of couscous into her mouth. “Hope it’s a hands-on session.”
			

			
				“You’ve done it before, then?” I asked, not in the least bit surprised.
			

			
				She gave me a look. “Babe, I fucking love it up the ass. When it is done right? It’s mind-blowing.”
			

			
				“I’ve never tried it,” I admitted, quieter this time. I felt a warm flush creeping up my neck. I’d enjoyed being touched, even licked there. But I was worried it would hurt to have a whole cock inside my ass.
			

			
				“Me neither,” Megan chimed in beside me. Her voice was calm, but her cheeks were pink. She placed a gentle hand on my thigh, squeezing just once in a gesture of solidarity. “But… I’m curious.”
			

			
				Across the table, Matt and Marco exchanged a look, and then Marco leaned forward, resting his forearms casually on the edge of the table.
			

			
				“Don’t worry, girls,” he said. “If you want to pair with us, we’ll take it slowly. Promise.”
			

			
				My heart fluttered again. I actually fancied them both, I realised. Back home, guys like that, who spent all their time at the gym, were out of my league. And Marco, in particular, had kind eyes. There was something calm and reassuring in his expression, and I trusted him.
			

			
				“I mean…” Matt added. “They never make anyone do anything they don’t want to do. It’s all optional. But if you’re curious and want to try a little… we’d be happy to help.”
			

			
				I took a sip of my drink, trying to cool off. I was seriously considering it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We regrouped in the shaded pavilion for the Anal Sex Workshop. A few low benches and cushions had been arranged in a loose semi-circle around a padded platform, and a table off to the side was neatly laid out with bottles of lube and a tray of toys in various sizes and colours.
			

			
				Yasmin stood at the front, radiant as ever, dressed in her camp uniform. She had a clipboard in hand, but the vibe was casual, like we were about to watch a cooking demo. 
			

			
				“Welcome, everyone,” she said calmly. “Today we’re going to cover anal sex; technique, communication, safety, and pleasure.”
			

			
				“Now, lube is your best friend,” she continued, lifting a bottle and holding it up. “Always use plenty. And don’t be afraid to reapply during. You really can’t overdo it.”
			

			
				Brad stepped forward, shirtless now, barefoot and looking like he belonged on the cover of a very smutty romance novel. Yasmin grinned at him.
			

			
				“My lovely assistant,” she said, “will be helping me demonstrate a few positions.”
			

			
				I felt my heart race again. Were they really going to have anal sex in front of us? Brad’s eyes found mine for just a second, and he gave me a wink.
			

			
				“After the demonstration,” Yasmin continued, “those who want to will be able to try it for themselves. If you think that you do, I’d like to suggest that you put in one of the butt plugs provided.” She pointed at the tray of toys. “We’ve got plenty of beginner ones that will help stretch things open and let you relax while you watch the demo.”
			

			
				“Ooh, butt plugs,” said Debbie, jumping up and getting to the table before everyone else. A few other people queued up behind her as she selected one and a tube of lubricant.
			

			
				“Shall we?” said Megan.
			

			
				I took a deep breath to help me feel brave. “Well, let’s start with the butt plug and see how we go?”
			

			
				“Good idea.”
			

			
				We queued up with the others. When I got to the front, they all seemed huge. “Are there any smaller ones?” I asked Yasmin.
			

			
				“Don’t worry,” she replied. “These are the small ones. You’ll be surprised how easy they are to get in.”
			

			
				Megan and I returned to our cushions, clutching the unfamiliar toys. Debbie didn’t waste any time, pulling down her shorts and pants and pressing her plug into her ass. Then she shimmied them back up over her hips as if it was nothing.
			

			
				Megan and I exchanged glances and squeezed out a bit of lube each. I sat up on my knees, lifting my dress and slipping my hand into the back of my knickers, hoping no one was watching. I rubbed the lube around my rear entrance, gasping at the coldness and unfamiliar sensation. Then I picked up the butt plug. My fingers trembled a little as I pressed the slick plug against the tight ring of muscle. It resisted, tight, unfamiliar, but then, slowly, it gave.
			

			
				I gasped softly as the widest part slid in with a wet little pop. My body clenched around it instinctively, then softened as I exhaled. I could feel it stretching me open, and it sent a rush of pleasure through me.
			

			
				“How does it feel?” asked Megan, shaking her hips back and forth to adjust to hers.
			

			
				“Good. I think.” The plug sat deep, warm, stretching me gently. My pussy was instantly soaked with arousal.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Yasmin clapped her hands to get attention. “Everyone ready?” she said. “Then let’s begin.” She glanced over at Brad. “Ready, big boy?”
			

			
				Brad smirked and nodded.
			

			
				Yasmin lay back on the padded platform and peeled off her shorts and panties. “For beginners,” she said, lifting her legs in the air, “this is one of the easiest positions. The receiver is on their back, legs up in the air, either held by their partner or resting on their shoulders. You’re relaxed, supported, and your partner can go slowly, watching your face and body for any discomfort.”
			

			
				She turned back to face Brad. “Why don’t you warm me up with your mouth, though?”
			

			
				Brad knelt between her thighs, bending over and lapping at her pussy. Yasmin moaned with pleasure, grabbing his hair and rocking her hips as he licked noisily at her pussy. Then, as everyone watched in silent fascination, he moved lower.
			

			
				“Oooh,” exclaimed Yasmin with delight, as his tongue circled her rear entrance. She started breathing heavily, her huge chest rising and falling in her t-shirt.
			

			
				I couldn’t believe just how filthy this demonstration was, but it was making my knickers soaking wet again.
			

			
				“Your partner can… then prepare you with… a couple of fingers,” breathed Yasmin, almost panting as she struggled to get the words out.
			

			
				Brad sat up, squeezing some lube onto his fingers and putting his hand between her cheeks. He push a finger in her ass and she moaned with pleasure. I clenched my thighs, my pussy aching with desire. I could hardly wait for the practical part of the lesson now. Brad pushed a second finger in, and started to fuck her with them.
			

			
				“Oh god,” murmured Yasmin, “That’s it. Go for three.”
			

			
				Brad added a third finger and thrust quicker. Suddenly, Yasmin seemed about to come. She put her hand between her legs and frantically started rubbing her clit back and forth.
			

			
				“Oh, yes…” she cried, and her body shook as she climaxed right in front of us.
			

			
				As she came down from her high, Brad carefully pulled his fingers out.
			

			
				“Now… fuck me,” she gasped.
			

			
				Brad dropped his shorts to this thighs, his big, erect cock springing up. He squeezed some lube onto it and then rubbed it all over. Everyone was completely silent as he guided himself to her ass, holding his cock as he pressed up against it.
			

			
				“Now, take it slowly at first,” Yasmin told the class. “Your partner should check in with you constantly to ensure it’s okay. It should never hurt if done right.”
			

			
				Brad pressed forward, his cock breaching her defences and penetrating her. Yasmin lifted her legs back further towards her shoulders, her hands hooked behind her knees.
			

			
				“Is that okay?” asked Brad.
			

			
				“God, yes,” she purred in return. “Go deeper.”
			

			
				Brad started to thrust gently, working himself deeper. As he picked up speed, he started to grunt, and Yasmin moaned with every thrust.
			

			
				“This is so fucking hot,” said Debbie to me, her eyes never leaving the scene in front of us. She slipped her fingers into her knickers and started rubbing her clit shamelessly as she watched.
			

			
				Marco was sitting close behind me, and he moved forward, his arms wrapping around me. I nuzzled back into him, reassured by his strong presence.
			

			
				“What do you think, babe?” he whispered in my ear.
			

			
				“I want to try it,” I replied, my mind made up now. “With you.”
			

			
				On the stage, Brad looked like he was getting close. He quickly pulled out, clenching his thighs and trying not to come.
			

			
				“Okay,” said Yasmin, sitting up. “Now we’ll demonstrate another good beginner position. Brad, you lie there, and I’ll get on top.”
			

			
				She straddled him, her slit rubbing against his erection as she moved on top.
			

			
				“In this position, I can control exactly how much penetration there is,” she told the class.
			

			
				Then she reached down between her legs, grasping his cock and guiding it to her rear entrance. Slowly, she pushed back onto it, taking it into her ass again with a satisfied moan. Then she rocked her hips, fucking herself on him, her big tits bouncing up and down in her top.
			

			
				It didn’t take long until Brad put his hand on her stomach to stop her. “Wait,” he gasped. “Or I’ll come.”
			

			
				Yasmin laughed. “Okay, we'd better demonstrate the last position then.”
			

			
				She climbed off him and knelt, sticking her bare ass up in the air. Brad moved behind her and spread her wide ass with the palms of his hands.
			

			
				“This one requires more trust,” she told us. “I can’t give feedback as easily. But Brad and I have done this before, and he knows how much I can take.”
			

			
				She looked back at him over her shoulder. “Give it to me hard, babe.”
			

			
				Brad slid his cock into her ass in one go. Then he set about fucking her, his hands on her hips as he pounded into her. He didn’t hold back, his body slapping against her ass and sending shockwaves through it. Yasmin was loving it, her eyes rolled back in her head, and she moaned loudly with every thrust.
			

			
				“Oh yeah, baby, fuck my ass,” she groaned. “Fuck me harder.”
			

			
				Brad picked up the pace, giving it all he had.
			

			
				“Jesus,” whispered Debbie, impressed, her fingers working hard inside her knickers.
			

			
				I was flushed with desire and breathing heavily. Marco ran his hand down my side and over the swell of my breast. As he brushed over my nipple, I felt a rush of pleasure. I squirmed where I sat, feeling the butt plug filling me and sending pleasurable sensations through my body.
			

			
				Brad’s fingers dug into Yasmin’s hips as he fucked her. “Oh god… yes… I’m coming…” she squealed.
			

			
				Suddenly, her whole body started shaking. She squirted, clear liquid spraying down her thighs as she came hard, letting out one long, continuous moan.
			

			
				Brad, who had been desperately trying to hold off his climax, could finally let go. He pumped into her one last time, and with a loud groan of release, he came in her ass. His chest heaved as he unloaded everything he had into her.
			

			
				They both collapsed in a sweaty heap, and the class erupted into spontaneous applause.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				We didn’t need to be told. As soon as Brad and Yasmin had finished, everyone started coupling up and getting it on. Marco was already behind me, his big hands on my hips, steady and warm. I turned to him and our lips crashed together in a desperate, hungry kiss.
			

			
				His mouth was hot, his stubble scraping against my chin in the most delicious way. I moaned into the kiss as his tongue slid against mine, his hands already sliding in the top of my dress, groping at my large breasts over my bra. I straddled him, sitting on his lap and clinging to his shoulders. 
			

			
				I ground my hips forward, the plug still nestled deep inside me, making everything more intense, every shift, every movement, every breath a ripple of electric arousal. I could feel his erection between my legs and I shifted slightly so I could rub my clit against it.
			

			
				“I need you,” I whispered against his mouth, breathless. “Right now.”
			

			
				Marco rolled me over onto a nearby mat. I didn’t even notice who else was around us anymore; there were bodies everywhere, movement, gasps, moans, but all I could feel was him.
			

			
				He knelt between my legs, hiking my dress up and pulling my knickers to the side. I felt the cool air on my soaking pussy and opened my legs wider, exposing myself to him. He tugged down his shorts, freeing his thick, hard cock. 
			

			
				“Fuck, Ali,” he murmured, staring right between my legs and stroking his cock with one hand. “You’re so beautiful.”
			

			
				His hand slid between my thighs, fingers parting my slick folds. Then he bent over me. We knew we were supposed to be trying anal, but we both needed this first. He entered my cunt with one long, slow thrust, filling me inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt. My mouth fell open in a silent scream, my hands clawing at his back. The stretch, the feeling of his cock rubbing against the plug through my thin walls was too delicious.
			

			
				He started moving, fucking me with steady, deep strokes that made my whole body rock with every thrust. I locked my legs around his waist and let go completely, moaning loudly. People were fucking all around us, but all I could concentrate on was his cock as he fucked me hard with it. 
			

			
				Then he reached between us, his fingers finding my clit, circling fast and rough, and I came. The orgasm hit me hard, my whole body clenching around him, my back arching, thighs trembling. I cried out, riding the waves as he fucked me through it, groaning as I squeezed around him. I shivered under him, the orgasm still pulsing through my limbs, my pussy throbbing with aftershocks, the pressure of the plug behind it all making everything more intense.
			

			
				He slowed his thrusts, not pulling out yet, just letting us both catch our breath. Then he lifted his head, brushing sweaty hair back from my face. He kissed me again, slower now, and more tender. When he pulled back this time, he looked down at me with a smirk.
			

			
				“Want to try it in the ass?”
			

			
				My stomach flipped, but this time with excitement. I nodded. “Yeah. I want to.”
			

			
				Marco eased himself out of me, slowly, carefully. I could feel the plug still sitting inside me, snug and firm. My breathing quickened as his hands slid over my ass, spreading me open gently.
			

			
				“Just relax,” he said.
			

			
				With slow, steady pressure, he eased the plug free. I gasped at the shift in sensation, the sudden emptiness again, how open I felt. Exposed. Vulnerable. Ready. He rubbed more lube around the tight ring of muscle, coating me, taking his time. I could hear him squirting extra into his hand, slicking up his cock.
			

			
				I glanced around at the others. Megan was riding Matt, impaling herself in the ass with his cock. She seemed to be enjoying it, her head thrown back and mouth open in ecstasy. On my other side, Debbie was on her hands and knees, completely naked. Jay had mounted her from behind, his massive cock stretching her tight ass open as he fucked her.
			

			
				All around, couples were fucking, most of them in the ass. Yasmin walked around between the couples, giving encouragement and tips.
			

			
				Marco was ready. He lined himself up, one hand on my thigh, lifting my leg back, the other guiding himself. “Tell me if it’s too much.”
			

			
				I nodded. Then I felt the head of his cock pressing against my ass, gentle and testing. I exhaled, letting my body relax, and he pressed forward. The stretch was intense, almost too much at first. My breath caught, and I grabbed onto the mat beneath me.
			

			
				“Don’t forget to breathe, Ali,” Marco said softly. “You’re doing so well.”
			

			
				I obeyed, exhaling long and slow, and felt myself begin to open around him. Inch by inch, he slid in, giving me time, pausing when I needed it. When he was fully inside, we both moaned at the sensations.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so tight.”
			

			
				“Your cock feels so big in my ass,” I giggled, feeling almost high, every nerve on fire. It was overwhelming but not painful.
			

			
				He began to move, just a little. Tiny thrusts at first, easing in and out, and the sensation… fuck. It was incredible. Like every stroke brushed nerves I didn’t even know I had.
			

			
				“Is that okay?” he asked.
			

			
				“Better than okay,” I gasped. “Don’t stop.”
			

			
				His hands tightened on my thighs as he found a rhythm, slow and controlled, but growing in force as my body took him deeper. My moans grew louder with every movement. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. Marco picked up his pace, and the pressure inside me started to build. I slipped my hand between my legs, my fingers finding my swollen clit.
			

			
				“I’m gonna come…” I moaned. “Oh my god…”
			

			
				And just like that, it hit me. A different kind of climax, deeper and rawer. I cried out, my whole body shaking as Marco groaned above me, hands gripping my thighs hard as he thrust through my orgasm, riding the waves. 
			

			
				I could tell he was close to his own release.
			

			
				“Come in me,” I panted. “Come in my ass.”
			

			
				One more deep thrust, and he slammed into me, staying buried deep. His entire body tensed as he threw his head back with a groan of relief. I felt him swell inside me, then pulse, hot and thick, filling me as his orgasm tore through him.
			

			
				“Fuuuuuck,” he growled, hips jerking with each wave that he unloaded inside me.
			

			
				Eventually, we both came down, breathing heavily. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out, and I gasped at the sensation, his softening cock slipping free, leaving me feeling deliciously open and used. Warmth poured out of me onto the mat, and it sent another wave of arousal through me, even in my exhaustion.
			

			
				Marco reached for a towel, gently wiping me clean before leaning in to kiss me.
			

			
				“You okay?” he murmured, wrapping an arm around my waist again.
			

			
				“More than okay,” I said, leaning back against him. “Thank you for being my first.”
			

			
				Around us, the others were reaching climaxes too. With cries and groans, the last of the couples finished, leaving the air full of the scent of sex and sweat.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				 
			

			
				We had the rest of the afternoon off to relax, to read, and get ready for the party in the evening. Megan came over to our cabin, and the three of us had fun getting ready, putting on the best clothes we had brought with us. Debbie helped me with my makeup, black eyeliner to accentuate my Asian eyes, and dark red lipstick, which matched my tight, red cocktail dress. 
			

			
				“Oh my God, Ali,” Megan said, her eyes wide. “You look like a fucking femme fatale.”
			

			
				Debbie grinned. “She’s going to have people begging to worship her.”
			

			
				I laughed, my cheeks blushing. The compliments made me feel bold and unusually confident.
			

			
				Debbie wore a slinky black mini-dress with a plunging neckline that made her breasts look as big as mine. Megan had shrugged off her geeky look, swapping glasses for contacts. She wore a short skirt that stopped above the top of her black stockings, and a fishnet top that showed her black bra underneath.
			

			
				The open-air pavilion had been transformed into something out of a dream… if your dreams were full of sex, music, and hedonism. The space was calm and inviting, divided by soft, sheer curtains that fluttered in the evening breeze. Fairy lights draped from every beam, casting a warm golden glow over the crowd already beginning to gather.
			

			
				There were soft cushions and sofas scattered around, arranged in cozy little nooks perfect for talking… or more. Some groups were already lounging, drinks in hand, legs tangled, the air thick with flirtation and promise. And a few couples had even started making out, hot and heavy.
			

			
				A makeshift bar had been set up along one side. Kurt was behind it, shirtless and smiling, shaking something in a metal shaker. He winked at us as we passed. The music throbbed as Brad stood behind a set of decks, headphones slung around his neck, one hand on the controls, the other raising a drink to his lips.
			

			
				Debbie leaned in close to me. “I can’t decide if I want to drink, dance… or find someone to fuck me senseless.”
			

			
				Megan laughed, already scanning the crowd. “Let’s do all three.”
			

			
				We made our way toward the bar, and Kurt mixed us cocktails each. Just as I was taking a sip, I heard a voice behind me.
			

			
				“Hey, you three look incredible tonight.”
			

			
				We turned to see Jay. He was smartly dressed and had a professional-looking film camera in one hand. 
			

			
				“I’m filming tonight,” he said, lifting his camera. “I’ve decided to make a documentary. Kind of a behind-the-scenes look at what a real sex-positive event looks like. All ethically shot. I’ll blur faces or edit you out entirely if you say no, totally your call.”
			

			
				I exchanged a glance with Megan and Debbie. They looked excited by the idea.
			

			
				Debbie reached out her hand and grabbed Jay’s bulge in his trousers. “Does that mean you aren’t going to be joining in? I was looking forward to finally getting a go on your big dick.”
			

			
				“Oh no,” he laughed, “I’ll be joining in too, don’t you worry.”
			

			
				“Well, you can film me, whatever I get up to,” Debbie purred. “The filthier, the better.”
			

			
				“I’m in too,” said Megan.
			

			
				They looked at me. I hesitated. This was so far removed from what I would have agreed to a few days ago. But for some reason, after all the other experiences, the idea was making me aroused. The idea of being watched… documented… I was suddenly wet again.
			

			
				“You’ll blur my face?” I confirmed.
			

			
				“Of course.”
			

			
				“Then I’m in. As long as I get a copy of the finished film.”
			

			
				“Done,” said Jay with a smirk. “Okay, can I get some pre-party interviews? I’ll film you one at a time, in silhouette, over there.”
			

			
				“Sure. I’ll go first,” said Debbie, already dragging him away.
			

			
				Just then, Marco and Matt made their way through the crowd towards us, both dressed in smart trousers and shirts.
			

			
				“Hey, gorgeous girls,” Marco said, as they both took turns kissing Megan and me on the cheek.
			

			
				We chatted for a while, drinks in hand, the music humming in the background. Eventually, Debbie returned from across the space, her lipstick slightly smudged, her eyes shining.
			

			
				“You’re up,” she said to me, with a teasing little grin. “Jay’s ready for your interview.”
			

			
				“You look like you were doing more than being interviewed,” I teased.
			

			
				I found Jay near the back of the pavilion, where he’d set up a softly lit corner. He had Debbie’s lipstick smeared on his face. The camera was on a tripod, the little red light already glowing. He looked up and smiled as I approached.
			

			
				“Ali,” he said warmly. “Ready to talk a little on camera?”
			

			
				I nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”
			

			
				He asked me a few questions about why I was there and what I expected. I tried to answer as honestly as I could, but thinking about what would happen was making me more and more aroused. When we were finished, I got up and gave him a long, sloppy kiss, with lots of tongue, adding to the lipstick from Debbie.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at the bar, I told Megan it was her turn for an interview. She downed her drink and disappeared. Nearby, a couple were making out heavily on a pile of cushions. His hand was in her knickers, and hers was in his pants. They moaned and squirmed, kissing passionately as they touched each other. Matt followed my gaze.
			

			
				“Shall we have a sit-down, too?” Matt suggested, indicating a free sofa, just big enough for three.
			

			
				I knew what he was hinting at, and I agreed enthusiastically. The music throbbed around us, and the rest of the party faded to a soft blur as I sank down between them.
			

			
				Marco settled in on my right, his thigh pressed close to mine, his hand resting lightly on my leg. Matt mirrored him on my left, his fingers brushing my bare shoulder, stroking lightly over my skin.
			

			
				“You smell amazing,” Matt murmured, leaning in to press his lips to my neck.
			

			
				Marco took the moment to tilt my chin toward him and kiss me, slow at first, then deeper, his tongue parting my lips. His hand slid higher on my thigh, fingers tracing circles on my bare skin.
			

			
				When we broke apart, Matt’s mouth was on mine before I could catch my breath, his kiss hungry and insistent, making me melt against him. Both of them were touching me now, hands gliding over my thighs, waist, and shoulders. Marco’s fingers found the straps of my dress and bra, slipping them over my shoulder, just enough to expose the upper swell of one breast.
			

			
				I gasped as Matt dipped his head and pressed a kiss just above my nipple, teasing the edge of the fabric with his lips. Marco’s hand slipped beneath my dress, fingers sliding down to cup the other breast, thumb grazing over my nipple.
			

			
				They kissed me in turns, then together, mouths meeting mine and each other’s with no hesitation. Tongues entwined, fingers explored, and I could feel myself growing even wetter, my pulse thudding in time with the bass of the music.
			

			
				Matt’s hand slipped between my thighs, his fingers stroking the inside, while Marco’s mouth captured my nipple at last, sucking it hard until I moaned into Matt’s kiss.
			

			
				Megan and Jay appeared. Jay was filming, watching through the camera lens as he knelt in front of me. Very slowly, I spread my legs open wider, letting him see Matt’s hand on my panties. His fingers brushed my clit through the fabric and I moaned louder, the feeling of being filmed magnifying the sensations.
			

			
				Megan slid down beside Marco, her eyes gleaming. She unzipped his trousers and pulled his thick cock out, bending over to take it in her mouth. At the same time, Matt tugged down my knickers, and I lifted my hips to let him slip them off. Marco groaned with pleasure at the sloppy blowjob he was receiving, and Matt slid two fingers deep into my cunt.
			

			
				The feeling of him stretching my tight opening sent waves of pleasure through me. I opened my legs even wider, shamelessly exposing myself to the camera. Matt’s touch grew firmer, more focused, finding the rhythm I craved. My hips rocked into his hand as he fingered me, and I turned my head, meeting Marco’s gaze as Megan took him deeper into her mouth. His hand was still on my breast, and as he watched my face, he gave it a slow, possessive squeeze, teasing my nipple and sending another pulse of heat through my core.
			

			
				I felt on such a high, the cool evening air and the failing light, with the warm glow of the fairy lights all around. The low beat of the music pulsed through me, and the warm hands of the others were all over me. Around us, there were soft moans and rustling from the other couples and groups as things got more and more wild. And all of it was being captured by Jay’s camera. It was a hedonistic feeling like I’d never had before.
			

			
				Suddenly, I was coming, a long, drawn-out orgasm that washed over my whole body. My inner muscles squeezed Matt’s fingers as the waves washed over me. Megan climbed up and kissed me, her mouth hot and wet from Marco’s cock and forced her tongue in my mouth as I came apart.
			

			
				We moved around, a tangle of arms and legs on the sofa. I sat on Marco’s lap, desperate to feel his cock inside me. I sank onto him, feeling his girth stretch me open. My lips must have been stretched taut around his shaft as Jay zoomed in on the explicit sight.
			

			
				Next to me, Matt pushed Megan back onto the sofa, pulling her knickers to the side and shoving his cock hard into her hairy pussy. She threw her head back, crying out with pleasure as he filled her. Then we all set about fucking. Moaning and gasping into the night air as we fucked hard.
			

			
				Jay moved closer to me. He was still filming, but his massive cock was sticking out the front of his trousers, thick and heavy. I took it willingly into my mouth, letting him push it deeper than I had managed before, right into my throat. I looked up at the camera, right into the lens, my eyes wide and watering as he fucked my mouth.
			

			
				That made me come again, my moans muffled by the cock in my mouth, my pussy milking Marco’s cock. They fucked me through it, prolonging my climax as the waves washed over me. Megan came too, making even more noise than I had.
			

			
				When I finally came down from the high, I climbed off Marco and knelt on the arm of the sofa, sticking my bare ass out, exposing my swollen pussy to Jay. It’s time I feel that monster cock.
			

			
				“Fuck me, Jay,” I begged, sounding needy. 
			

			
				He handed the camera to Marco. “Hey, film this,” he said. He guided his cock between my folds. He held it there for a second, teasing me with the tip and waiting for Marco to get into position. 
			

			
				And then… he slid the biggest cock I’d ever seen, deep into my cunt.
			

			
				I cried out, the delicious stretch overwhelming me for a moment. Deeper and deeper he thrust, until I could feel nothing but the intense fullness. And then he started fucking me. Hard, deep thrusts, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he took me from behind. Every time he slammed into me, I let out a loud moan, my eyes rolled back in my head.
			

			
				It didn’t take long before I came again, almost blacking out from the intensity, my cunt clenching around his thick shaft.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I took a break, my pussy swollen and dripping with arousal. Jay moved to Megan, taking her like he had me, fucking her hard from behind. I looked around at the others… most people were fucking now. Brad was still at the decks, a girl on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock. Debbie was riding Brian on a mat on the floor, pinning him down by the throat as she rode him. Her tits overflowed her dress, bouncing like crazy as she aggressively screwed him.
			

			
				I wandered around like I was in a hedonistic dream, watching everyone fucking, taking it all in. I passed a naked couple, and the girl put her hand on my arm.
			

			
				“You’re beautiful,” she purred. “May I kiss you?”
			

			
				I nodded, and she pulled me in for a deep kiss. I kissed her back, and she guided me down to a bean bag on the floor. She planted little kisses down my neck, working her way to my breasts. 
			

			
				“Do you want my boyfriend to fuck you?” she whispered, looking up at me with big, innocent eyes.
			

			
				Her partner had laid on my other side, his cock stiff and throbbing.
			

			
				“No, I’m going to fuck him,” I grinned.
			

			
				I straddled him, guiding his dick between my legs. My pussy was so wet and open that he entered me easily. I moaned as I started to ride him, aware that I didn’t even know his name. The girl sucked on my nipple, groping my big breasts as I rocked back and forth on him.
			

			
				And then Kurt knelt next to me, turning my head with his hand and kissing me. He was naked, his big, black cock standing straight up.
			

			
				“Ali,” he murmured.
			

			
				His hand ran down my back, his fingers sliding between my cheeks and massaging my tight rear entrance as I continued to slide up and down the other guy’s dick.
			

			
				“Do you want to try two cocks at the same time?” he asked, a filthy look in his eyes.
			

			
				My heart raced even faster. “Yes, please.”
			

			
				I slowed my rocking, letting him position himself behind me. He spat on his hand, wiping it all over his cock and my asshole. Then he pressed the head of his cock against my tight opening. I took a deep breath, remembering to relax.
			

			
				He stretched me deliciously, the sensation sending pulses of pleasure through me. And then I opened for him, and he was inside. I could felt myself gripping him tightly as he thrust further in, his cock pressing against the other one in my pussy, creating a wonderful friction. I’d never felt anything like it, and the pressure of an orgasm was already building.
			

			
				I looked over my shoulder at Kurt, and saw Jay looking through the camera lens, pointing it right at where I was being penetrated by two dicks. Kurt started to thrust in and out of my ass, and I rocked my hips back against him, taking him deeper and feeling the other guy in my pussy. He thrust up against me, both of them taking my tight holes at the same time.
			

			
				I came so intensely that I definitely blacked out that time, collapsing on the guy beneath me while they continued to fuck me. It was an orgasm that started deep inside me and left me shaking and moaning with ecstasy.
			

			
				I felt Kurt’s fingers dig painfully into my hips, and then he was coming in me, warm cum flooding my ass as his cock throbbed and pulsed. The other guy came too, filling my pussy with his release and groaning with relief.
			

			
				I rolled over, cum dripping from me as I lay panting on the bean bag. The girl knelt between my legs, licking the cum from my pussy and ass as Jay filmed it all.
			

			
				That wasn’t even the end. The party went on late into the night. I took breaks, had drinks, chatted… and fucked other people. It was the craziest night of my life.
			

			
				And the Sex Education Camp was only just beginning…
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				https://books.lucyxane.com/ptm0nrvp3h
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.
			

			
				 
			

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

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Carrie's Gap Year - Thailand
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/980pog1ii3
			

			
				 
			

			
				For her gap year in the 90s, Carrie is travelling the world in search of adventure and freedom. Quick to make friends, she’s drawn into a whirlwind of wild nights, group sex, and unforgettable experiences.
			

			
				 
			

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