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INTRO

Emma was an 18-year-old with a natural, youthful beauty. Her long blonde hair flowed like sunshine, and her tanned skin had a soft glow. Her bright blue eyes sparkled with curiosity and playfulness, instantly catching your attention. 

She had a slim, athletic figure with gentle curves, and her petite size made her movements seem graceful and elegant. Though she carried herself with confidence, there was a subtle shyness and innocence beneath her poise. 

Emma’s outfit highlighted her youthful style. She wore a snug crop top that showed her slim waist and a little of her toned stomach. A high-waisted skirt hugged her curves, creating a stylish and feminine look. Her long, tanned legs were complemented by a pair of chic heels that added height and a touch of sophistication. 

Emma’s charm was a mix of natural beauty and youthful energy. Her warm smile and lively presence drew people in, leaving a memorable impression wherever she went. Despite her confident appearance, her quiet shyness and innocence made her all the more intriguing.

Emma, not only a very beautiful young woman but also had a body to die for. Her incredible full, firm 34C large breasts that defied gravity, narrow waist and flat stomach, full, round heart-shaped ass, that only she thought was too big, long shapely, toned legs.

Emma has been the perfect eighteen-year-old student, now in her last year of high school. ‘A’ grades all the way, the darling of her parents’ eyes, she was beautiful, hardworking, studious and didn’t mix with the mean girls, the bullies of the school, or the cheerleaders who were renowned to being mean and who also a reputation for sleeping around.

She was on her way to spend an evening with her gorgeous boyfriend, Henry. Henry was a 5’10” young man with a slim, athletic build that gave him a naturally fit appearance. His face was clean-cut and youthful, with sharp features that added to his good looks. He had wavy unkept brown hair that framed his face, while his warm hazel eyes had a friendly and approachable glow. 

His skin had a healthy tone, and his smile was bright and engaging, making him stand out in any crowd. Henry carried himself with an easy confidence, moving with a relaxed and natural grace that was hard not to notice. 

He always dressed in casual but well-fitted clothes, like a simple t-shirt and jeans, which showed off his lean physique. Whether in sneakers or boots, his style was effortless and modern. With his easy-going charm and striking features, Henry had a friendly relaxed presence that left a lasting impression on everyone he met.

Emma’s parents thought they made the perfect couple. They had been dating for a year and at eighteen now, Emma still hadn’t let Henry get past first base. He’d had his hands, under her shirt, on her incredible breasts, but still hadn’t managed to get a finger inside of her little virgin pussy. Emma had given the poor boy half a dozen hand jobs to relieve his frustration and was always amazed by the way his slender dick squirted its goo. But now she had decided that she wanted to experience proper sex. She was eighteen and felt it was time. But she wanted her first experience to be with a ‘real’ man not a boy like Henry. She had her sights set on a bad boy at school called Zane. But she wasn’t going to cheat on Henry so had made her mind up that this Sunday evening she was going to do what had to be done and split up with him.

She had arranged to see Henry at his place and as always expected them to play computer games in his bedroom while listening to their favourite music. Henry would of course take every opportunity to get close to Emma, a hug, a kiss and they normally would end up on his bed having a snog, while he tried to get his hands under her clothes.  This evening after an hour of computer games, while Emma worked up her courage she told him they had to talk.

While she explained how amazing he was and that it was her not him, that she didn’t want to be in a tied relationship he sat and looked coldly at her. She hated it. She would have felt better if he had got angry or, had cried but he sat there quietly and stared at her. She’d never seen him like this, it made her a little afraid.

Henry: “So you want to sleep around, like a slut?”

Emma: “Noooo! That’s horrible. But I want to go to parties and hang out with people and maybe flirt with other men. I don’t know what I want, I just don’t feel, at eighteen, I don’t want to be tied into a relationship like a married woman.”

For the next hour they tried to talk it over, more like it went round in circles and slowly Henry became colder and more morose and quieter. Eventually, she told him she was going home and hoped he would understand, and they could be friends. He grunted as she left. She went home feeling cold inside, like she had lost a close relative; like she was grieving and wondered if she had done the right thing. She barely slept that night. Or the next few nights.


Chapter 1

The next few days at school were very strange. Emma had never really fitted into any of the groups at school and having her boyfriend Henry that didn’t matter. Now she realised how few friends she had.

She was hot like the cheerleaders in her school, but she wasn’t that sporty and hated the bitchiness of the group. She loved the gym keeping her body in shape but playing and participating sport and the whole cheerleading and the gang mentality, the thing with one leader, all definitely not for her.

She fitted in with the other swots, but she was generally too hot for that group, they didn’t like her because she was so hot. So, the next few days she felt very alone. But she had her eye on one of her classmates, Zane!

Zane was a mixed race, muscular and very confident boy, six foot tall. who had probably had sex with all the prettiest girls in his year, except for Emma, who he had always thought, although damn hot, was rather stuck-up and a bit rude. In his mind she was a ‘good-two-shoes’ swot. He’d also probably had sex with half the pretty girls in the year above when he was a year younger.

Henry had always been a good looking, very nice and respectful boyfriend with a slim athletic frame as he was good at middle distance running and high jump. Emma had felt a little bad about dumping him, now, though, she felt she needed to experience more of a bad boy. Or in her mind a ‘real man.’ Zane would meet that, he had always been a bit of a ‘bad-boy,’ that’s what attracted most of the girls to him, he would use them and dump them, which insanely made him even more attractive. The next girl always wanted to be the one to win him over; to be the one so beautiful and sexy she could tame him. No one had done so yet.

On Wednesday she chose her shortest skirt, mid-thigh, plaid school skirt, knee length socks, she had a little white bra that only cupped half of her incredible, firm 34C breasts and a tight white blouse that you could just make out the bra underneath. Under the skirt she wore the skimpiest little pale blue bikini panties that barely covered her full round ass. She knew if she got to date Zane, he was no awkward boy who too easily accepted yet another refusal of going all the way and simply a quick hand job. Zane would take her, and this was what she wanted. She wanted a ‘real man’. A man who just took what he wanted, would take her roughly and hard. If she hooked Zane, she would quickly lose her virginity and with a real man.

She found during the day it was quite hard to concentrate with a wide mix of emotions going through her head and her heart: sadness at the end of a very lovely relationship with Henry, a lot of nerves about what she wanted to do this afternoon, anxiety that maybe her target ‘hot boy’ would reject her and also a lot of excitement both about her new life a head but also that she maybe soon would be having sex for the first time.

After School Emma headed to the school gym where she knew Zane would be practicing on the basketball court. 

Emma sat up in the bleachers and made sure she caught Zane’s eye before quickly looking away, and ensured her skirt was riding up her toned, tanned athletic thighs with Zane seeing her sat up there, like the other players, were all hoping any moment he might get a sneak peek at her panties.

“What was this school swot doing at Basketball practice?” All the young men were wondering.

At the end of practice Zane ran over, jumped up onto the bleaches and came and sat with Emma and started chatting to her.

It wasn’t very long after Zane had used his best chat up lines and his long smouldering looks that he had grabbed Emma’s hand, led her down to the gym store cupboard and now had his tongue down her throat and had already undone most of the buttons of her blouse to expose her bra covered sexy breasts and his hand quickly slid underneath to get a full squeeze of her left boob and feel her moan of pleasure into his mouth as he rubbed across her hard nipple. For, Emma, this she felt was what she was longing for. A ‘man’ who would be a little rough and take what he wanted. It was definitely turning her on, have him roughly groping her breasts without even thinking that he had to ask. The deep demanding French kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth, wow! She was so aroused.

With his other hand he pushed down his shorts and lifted out his thick cock. He then took Emma’s petite little hand and wrapped it around so she could feel just how big he was and would feel his growing erection. Zane knew this was always a winner.

Emma was quite shocked at the size of his cock. Her only experience was Henry’s very average 6-inch dick. This was on a whole new scale. She would never know herself the exact dimensions of Zane’s 8 ½ inch long thick cock but at this moment she was so impressed and also suddenly a little afraid, that she literally had bitten off more than she could handle in her small feminine mouth. But there was still so much excitement at this new thrill and this new experience.

Zane applied enough pressure to Emma’s shoulders till she was on her knees eye to with this ‘trouser monster’.  She knew what was expected and she knew this was what she wanted, a ‘real’ man taking what he wanted without asking, rather than being kind and sweet. But she was very nervous now, she had probably sucked Henry’s dick maybe two or three times, it was normally a rushed handjob to placate Henry and save her from having to do anything she felt was below herself. And with Henry it would take a few minutes and then Emma would leave him to clean up his mess.

Emma slid out her little tongue and licked across the head. She did this about 4 times, but Zane was impatient and applied more pressure pushing forward while holding the back of Emma’s head and soon he had the first 3-4 inches filling her mouth. She did her best to pleasure this very good-looking young man, running her tongue over the glands under the head of is big cock. But that wasn’t going to satisfy him. He pushed forward, and was pleased to see Emma’s eyes open saucer wide with a little fear and soon his thick cock was pushed hard against the back of her throat. She gagged and coughed, but Zane held her there.

Emma looked up at him with big pleading eyes, her mouth stretched around his big shaft. Zane found this so hot and aroused him even more. Emma felt his big cock incredibly swell to an even bigger size. What she didn’t understand is while the boy abused her mouth her pussy throbbed with need.

Emma had wanted a boy who would know how to ‘make love’ to her and here she was getting turned on by being on her knees and having the boy shove his cock to the back of her throat.

Never had Emma even considered deep throating Henry’s slender dick and now she had this python pressed right into the back of her throat. She was learning quickly to breathe through her nose and realised there was no way this man was going to be happy until his thick cock was pushed down into her throat. Neither was Emma going to be happy until she could satisfy this bad-boy, she wanted this as much as Zane. Emma concentrated really hard to relax her throat muscles but soon was gagging as Zane push harder. As she gagged that gave Zane the opportunity, he pushed a little harder and the big purple bell end of his cock broke through and he had more than an inch of his cock now into her throat.

“Good girl”. Emma was shocked at herself for feeling pride from his praise as he penetrated the back of her throat. Zane kept his grip on the back of her head and push forward. Now, there wasn’t anything to impede process, a moment later Emma’s nose was pressed into his pubic hair. She put both her hands against his hips to try and hold the boy back, as now she couldn’t breathe at all, and she could feel her drool running down onto her top and her exposed breasts.

Zane released her and she felt his huge cock slide back out again as she coughed and spluttered heavily, regaining her breath, heaving deeply.

Zane picked Emma up and carried her easily over to a stack of gym mats and threw her down like a rag doll. Before Emma could compose herself, he’d push her skirt up around her waist and grabbed the hem of her tiny bikini panties and yanked them all the way down to her ankles and off. He grabbed both her calf muscles and lifted her legs right up nearly alongside her head. Her butt was now lifted, and she knew he was staring down at her freshly shaved but ‘never-been-seen-by-a-boy-before’ pussy.

“Please NO!” Emma screamed out, “I’ve never gone all the way before and I’m not on birth control”.

Zane: “There’s no way that after 2 years of teasing me with your nice tits and round arse while turning your snobby nose up at me, then sucking my cock down your slutty throat. There’s no way you’re not going to take my dick in your tight wet pussy.”

Emma: “Please! I’ll give you a hand job till you cum, I’ll even suck you and swallow”

Zane: “Handjob’s are for little-boy-sissy-geeks too afraid to take what a man should”

Zane pressed his thick cock up against her tight wet pussy and pushed. No give. He took both her ankles in one hand and reached down to flick and rub her clit. Her breath and then her moan told him it had the right effect. The problem was although Emma’s brain said no, her body was betraying her, and she knew this was what she had dreamed of for so long. A ‘man’ taking her roughly whether she wanted it or not. God! Yes, she wanted this and hoped it wasn’t going to hurt too much.

She had made the lame shouts of ‘No’ but had made no attempt to stop him. She didn’t want him to think she was too easy, but she did want to feel his cock inside her. Lose her virginity. This wasn’t how she had imagined it happening. But she always fancied this ‘bad boy’ he was so fucking dreamy and she wanted to lose her virginity to him.

Zane pushed his hips forward a little harder and the head started to open her up. The first inch. A big wide mouthed gasp as Emma felt this monster stretch her virgin pussy open. And worse, it felt amazing!

Zane held his thick head in the entrance of her pussy, letting her get used to it and feeling the wetness of her arousal around his cock. The lubrication meant he could push in a couple more inches. She felt the pain as it stretched her tight little pussy open but God it also felt damn good. And as her pussy got used to the size Zane was able to push in until she could feel the big purple head of his thick cock press against her cervix.  He looked down to see all of Emma’s thick cream around the middle of his cock that was about to push into her now freshly ex-virgin pussy.

He now started to fuck her, slowly at first but always going a little deeper and a little faster. Emma felt it building as Zane pushed into her, she had her first ever orgasm not using her fingers or her little vibrator. No comparison.

Now Zane was fucking her harder and harder. He was pumping into her and getting impossibly deeper and deeper. Her little pussy was stretching out to accommodate more and more of this big thick cock.

As Zane pushed his tongue into her mouth, he felt Emma tense up and start to shake for her second big orgasm and he felt her scream into his mouth. This bitch was the hottest fuck he’d ever had, and he’d had a lot!

Zane was determined to fuck this bitch to many orgasms and to ensure that she would be left wanting more and more thereafter.

He had let go of Emma’s legs which had now wrapped themselves around his toned torso and he had a hand either side of her beautiful face as he slammed his hips down again and again against this stunning blonde, his cock impaled so deep into her.

As Zane’s own orgasm built, Emma was rising to her third. She had lost all control now, all the pain had gone, and she felt like every cell of her being was focused on that hot wet centre of her femininity being owned by this arrogant, cocky muscular young man.

She felt Zane start to tense, and as she came to realisation, her brain screamed no, her heart was completely confused but her pussy was screaming yes. Then she felt his cock explode and could feel the heat as spurt after spurt of hot thick fertile spunk pumped as deep as any ever could. Her body was trembling her thighs shaking in her first ever intense multiple orgasm.

Zane lay there for a moment to recover. God, that felt so damn good. To own this snobby little bitch and fuck her like a slut! Then he rolled off Emma, his still thick but softening cock plopped out of her soppy gaping, slightly swollen and very red pussy. He looked down at her, admiring his work.

Emma looked up, never having felt so exposed and open to another person. She could see the contempt in Zane’s eyes, and she could feel her own shame.

Zane pulled his shorts back on again, then reached down and picked up Emma’s skimpy bikini panties and tucked them into his pocket: “Thanks slut, that was one tight little pussy. I’ll be seeing you around and we’ll be doing this again.”  

He reached for his phone and took a couple of pictures of the beauty laying there her clothing a mess, her beautiful full firm breasts on show and her legs still open and his spunk oozing out of her freshly fucked pussy. Then he left.

Emma lay there naked and confused. She had just got exactly what she wanted, the fucking of her life by a ‘real’ man’, a bad boy’ who just ‘took’ her.

Emma sat up and looked down at the pooling mess between her legs. A thick gooey mix of his and her juices, and a little blood, on the mats. She could feel his spunk had dribbled out and run down between her firm round arse cheeks. Emma pulled her bra back down covering her perfect perky breasts. Buttoning up her blouse. She shakily got to her feet and pulled her skirt back down to cover herself. She would have to walk home with no panties and spunk dribbling out of her now very thoroughly and freshly fucked pussy. True walk of shame.


Chapter 2

The rest of the week turned out to be as eventful as would be expected now Emma was Zane’ s slut.

The very next day, at lunch time, Emma was really thrilled to have Zane’s attention even though he took into the boy’s loos past a couple of surprised boys peeing at the urinals, Emma saw two average size dicks peeing as she was rushed into a cubicle. She was quite disappointed when he didn’t kiss her but so turned on when he just bent her over the smelly boy’s toilet, lifted her skirt up pulled her panties down and fucked her with boys listening to her loud moans and screams. After another 3 intense orgasms for Emma, he shot his load into her as deep as the first time. Pulled out, tucked his thick cock back into his trousers, opened the cubicle door and walked out. She looked over her shoulder to see at least 3 boys all staring at her beautiful round ass and her freshly fucked, once tight, little pussy, oozing out all of Zane’s thick cum. She quickly pulled up her little red panties and fled to the girl’s toilets to clean up.

The next day, at lunch break Zane pulled Emma willingly and eagerly into an empty classroom, pushed her to her knees, pulled out his thick cock and pushed it to the back of her throat and then basically face fucked her until he pulled out and spunked across her face, in her hair and over her top. She was shocked and amazed at herself, as she had managed to orgasm just from this brutal treatment, not even having her pussy touched. Zane tucked his thick cock back into his jeans and walked out. The classroom Zane had picked was the one furthest from any toilets and Emma rushing to the loos had to pass many people, who took a second long hard look at this pretty but very messy blonde.

When Emma got to a toilet, she grabbed some toilet paper and rushed over to the mirrors to see spunk splattered across her forehead, smudging her mascara in one eye, down her right cheek, literally dripping from her chin. There were several big glops in her hair, which there was no way without washing her hair will she get it all out. She looked down at her pretty sky-blue crop top and there was a big wet stain across the front, that she will have to wear for all her classes this afternoon. And of course, the strong pungent smell of semen. If anybody came within a couple of meters of her there would be no doubt what the mess was. From now on she will need to ensure she has a change of clothing with her.

On Friday, she thought she had got away with any interaction with Zane and was walking home from school, when his car pulled up beside her and he told her to jump in.

“First thing you need to change up your fashion!” Zane looked down at her mid-thigh very tight skirt. “This skirt is way too long.”

He grabbed the hem of the skirt and lifted it up. “No more boring little panties, either! From now on you wear thongs, and I mean the tiniest, see through ones, or nothing at all” Zane, paused, staring into her eyes and barked; “Yes Sir!”

She looked at him and then meekly said; “Yes Sir.”

What was wrong with her? Her being turned into this cocky boy’s fuck toy had her so turned on. Just telling her what to do had her little red panties soaking wet.

He lifted her little crop top; “no bras! Take it off”.

Barely audible Emma asked; “Now?”

“Wrong!” He stared at her.

Just as quietly Emma mumbled; “Yes, sir”. She reached behind her undoing the clasp and then slid each shoulder strap from under her top and then handed Zane her bra. She was so scared that someone might see her, but her body betrayed her, she was so turned on. To her terror he lowered the car window and dropped her bra out onto the road next to the car.

“And don’t stop wearing those little crop tops, just because your tits will now be on show. That’s kind of the point,” he grinned.

What had happened to her, a week ago she would’ve hated any boy talking to her this way and she told everybody she hated men that objectified women’s bodies, and now she was revelling in exactly that and was just hoping that she was going to feel Zane’s thick cock stretching out her tight little pussy and giving her powerful orgasms.

He then drove to a place where there was a small row of shops, which now, Friday evening, were all closed, drove round the back, opened his jeans and told her to pull out his cock.

Emma reached into his jeans pulled out his growing thick cock. She loved the feel of it and was only too eager to wrap her lips around the big purple bellend and feel it grow in her mouth.

Zane grabbed her hair, pulled her head up, looked her in the eye; “Your crap at head”. He pushed the car seat right back and lowered the back “But you’re a great fuck, so get up here on my cock”.

Emma pulled her little bikini panties off, Zane held out his hand and she passed them to him. He spread them open and showed her the large wet patch in the crotch of the panties and he smirked.

He took a sniff and then rolled them into a ball and threw them across the car park and they landed in a nearby waste bin.

Emma straddled over Zane and slowly lowered herself down onto his big beautiful thick cock. As she got halfway down, she let out a loud guttural moan. As his cock got deeper into her hot soppy pussy, Zane started pump his hips up fucking her hard to her first orgasm.

Zane: “You love that cock don’t you slut? Tell me how much you love my cock”.

Feeling that huge cock stretching her out, pumping into her pussy, coming down from her first orgasm, she looked down into his cocky eyes; “God, I love your big thick cock”. God! She knew it was true, and he knew it was true. She was addicted to this boy’s thick cock and the rough fucking she was getting. She was growing to love being just used.

Zane lifted her top over her head, so he could see her beautiful firm large breasts bouncing above him. For Emma, though, this added both fear and excitement. Zane was laid down low in the car, completely out of sight. Anyone coming round the back of the shops would see her upper body, her head and her 34C firm breasts bouncing as she got fucked. She was on show, he was out of sight.

Her exposure, her exhibitionism, was sending her quickly to her second intense orgasm and driving her to believe she really was a total slut!

For Zane, feeling that beautiful tight, very recent quite innocent little pussy squeezing around his thick cock was sending him over the edge. He started to cum, pumping his thick, hot fertile seed deep into Emma, this was enough to send Emma into a thigh shaking intense orgasm.

As Emma came down, she opened her eyes and there right in front of her, staring through the rear window of the car were boys from school. She knew them by sight, but not well enough to know their names. “OMG! This is awful, everyone will know now what a total slut I am,” She thought, totally mortified and humiliated.

“You need to get out” Zane told her, as he was bringing his car seat back to its driving position rather than fucking position!

Emma: “There’s boys from school out there”.

Zane: “I don’t give a fuck, you stupid bitch. You do as I tell you and I don’t care who sees you getting fucked. The more the better as far as I ‘m concerned.”

Emma: “Where’s my top?”

Zane: “You get out I’ll give you your top, if I have to drive you somewhere, I’ll make you walk home with your tits on show for the whole world”.

Trembling and horrified, Emma opened the car door, and covering herself with one arm as best as she could, pulling her skirt down to cover her ass at the same time. Zane threw her top out behind her, starting the engine and drove off, the passenger car door slamming shut as he accelerated away.

Emma bent down to pick up her top, turning away from the boys and pulled her top over her head before she turned back to face them.

“Nice tits,” the smallest of the three told her. He lifted up his phone: “kids at school are going to love the video.”

Another one of the boys opened his hand to show Emma’s, scrunched up little panties in his hand. “Emma’s panties are going to make me very popular with the other boys at school,” Her told her.

Emma turned away in shame and headed off for the walk home all the while feeling Zane’s spunk oozing out of her little pussy and dribbling down her thighs. “What a mess I am,” Emma thought.


Chapter 3

An incredible week of transformation from a smart, conservative hard-working student into the No.1-school-stud’s slut!

Saturday morning and Emma was out at the mall shopping for new clothes, as Zane had instructed. She had just picked out a very short black skirt and white vest when her phone buzzed, and the message read; “Slut! The first outfit you choose make sure you wear it for the rest of your shopping”.

Emma went over to the shop assistant behind the counter and asked if she could ring the items up and remove the labels so she could go and change and wear the outfit out now.

Five minutes later she was walking to the next shop wearing the way too short, black mini skirt and the white vest. The vest was very tight and of thin material, so her firm 34C beasts were quite visible through it.

Next on her list was some underwear, she went into a lingerie shop and came out half hour later with 12 very skimpy and sheer thongs to wear. Hoping this would be enough to persuade Zane not to make her go commando too often, especially now she had to wear ridiculously short skirts. Wearing the short black mini skirt she now had on, Emma couldn’t imagine not have any panties on, as the slightest bend in her tight waist would reveal her round ass cheeks and possibly her little bald pussy.

On the way to the next store, she bumped straight into Henry. He was walking together, holding hands, with a girl called Elena, she was a bit shorter than Emma, slightly curvier, and from gym class, Emma knew she had thick thighs and a big arse. Henry didn’t look Emma in the eye, not because he was awkward with her, he seemed quite cocky and arrogant, like he had gotten over her in five minutes flat, but because he couldn’t take his eyes off her very much on show breasts in the tight white vest. Those same breasts that in the year of their relationship he’d got a few brief glimpses and copped a feel maybe half-a-dozen times. Emma remained polite and friendly during their meaningless chit-chat but was angry that Henry got to ogle the breasts when she’d never allowed him much more than a grope.

Emma made her excuses and moved on as quickly as she could picking out a further eight outfits, spending way too much money, especially considering it was on clothes she didn’t really want to wear. On her way back to the bus stop, she popped into a burger joint to buy a cheap burger meal and rest her feet aching in the heels she’d been wearing around the mall for the last four hours!

Sitting, sipping at her very cold cola, she noticed a group of four girls from her school. She knew two of them, from her economics class, quite well enough to say hi. They were taking snide looks up at her and then looking at their phones and giggling. They were obviously watching something on their phones that she was related to her. She really hoped those little bastard boys hadn’t already shared the video of Zane fucking her in his car!

The obvious leader of the group, a very arrogant girl, who always wore too much make up and Emma had always thought a bit chavvy, walked over to speak to Emma. She showed Emma her phone and asked; “Are you fucking Zane in his car with people watching?” all the girls laughed loudly!

Emma just went bright red with shame as she watched the very clear video of her bouncing up and down, her tits bouncing crazily. Then the video zoomed in to show her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open, showing clearly her in orgasm.

Emma, jumped up, grabbed her bags and pretty much ran out of the joint. Hearing the girl shout “slut” as she fled through the door.

Her life had now been turned upside down, she’d gone from being a prim swot to this awful, hated slut! But when she thought of how hot Zane is and how amazing that big fat cock made her feel, her juices started to flood her little bikini panties. Could she give up sex with Zane and go back to her goody-two-shoes school swot life? Probably not.

Thankfully, she only had to wait five minutes for the bus to head home. When she stepped up to get on though, she recognised the driver who was a friend of her dad’s. A quite overweight 50 something, and bald with a big shaggy greying beard.

“Hi Emma, been shopping………” his words tailed off as his eyes took in her firm breasts so clear through her tight, thin vest.

“Hi Doug,” she flustered. “Yes, but I’m having a horrible time and can’t wait to get home”. Emma raced down the aisle hoping she could hide out at the back of the bus.

There sitting on the back bench was Zane with one of his tall basketball mates. Emma stopped dead in her tracks.

“Come on, slut, come and sit down here,” said Zane tapping his knee. Emma knew she had no choice but also knew that this is only going in one direction. Zane was sat up in the corner of the bench seat and his buddy was sat in the opposite corner. This meant when Emma sat down, she would be facing directly towards Zane’s friend with the tiny back mini skirt on, his friend was going to get to see right up the skirt!

Emma sat down and did her best to keep her legs closed, but Zane already had that covered, he forced his knee between her thighs forcing her legs open and Emma saw his friend look straight at her little panty covered pussy. She could also feel her pussy getting hot and wet and hoped it wasn’t already obvious on her panties.

Zane reached around with both hands and cupped Emma’s beautiful full breasts, lifting them up; “Tyler, aren’t these so damn beautiful?” Emma felt like a slutty piece of meat! Just Zane’s plaything.

Zane hooked his fingers under the hem of the vest and lifted it up over her breasts, she felt each one pop out, first the right then the left. She was on show, her boobs on display and her little pussy covered by a thin piece of cotton and definitely getting wet.

Then Zane grabbed the bottom of her mini skirt and pulled that up to her waist: “What are these? I told you thongs or nothing. Off, now!”

Emma’s face turned red as Zane humiliated her in front of Tyler. She looked into his eyes and saw his hunger; at the same time, she could feel Zane’s hardening big cock rising under his jogging bottoms pressing against her arse.

She hooked thumbs under the waist band of her panties and slowly peeled them down. Zane allowed her to close her thighs to slip them all the way down, but as she lifted one leg then the other to hook them off, he forced his knee back between her thighs. Now her pussy was fully exposed along with her firm breasts to Tyler’s hungry stare.

“Lift your arse up, slut.” Emma quickly followed Zane’s command and as she went to sit back down his cock was right there pressed against her hot wet little hole.

Zane: “Sit.”

Emma slowly slid down the thick hard pole, diverting her gaze away from Tyler’s stare, she looked in shame down to the floor. And there, on the bus, in front of another boy, Zane slowly fucked Emma.

It was a slow fuck but made more intense by the bumpy progress of the bus. Every time it hit another pothole, Zane’s cock hit another sensitive spot in her pussy making her moan or having to stifle a little cry of pleasure!

What made it worse, Zane and Tyler continued to chat, sometimes about Emma, her ‘tits’, ‘pussy’, ‘ass’, ‘legs’ ‘cock sucking lips’ and sometimes about other girls they would compare her to. She was getting fucked, publicly by this arrogant stud, but at the same time, it was like she wasn’t even there. She was so humiliated and so turned on being used. It was about 5 minutes in before her first orgasm hit, and Tyler watched her thick cream ooze around Zane’s thick cock.

Zane: “See how much this slut loves it?”

Emma bounced on Zane’s big thick cock, her breasts jiggling obscenely up and down, giving Tyler the most amazing view. He couldn’t believe that his friend had turned this once stuck-up study-nerd into a raving exhibitionist slut.

It took another 20 minutes, two more orgasms for her, Emma gently bouncing on his cock that Zane felt his balls tighten and then he fired another thick fertile load into Emma’s pussy. As he came down and started to relax, he kept gently fucking this slut as his thick cum oozed out around his cock. By this time, Tyler had pulled out his own cock to slowly wank in front of Emma. She was even more shocked; Tyler had an even bigger cock, not that Emma was ever going to use a tape measure to know that this cock was 9 inches long.

“Don’t be rude” Zane told Emma; “You’ve got Tyler all worked up with your shameless display, go suck him off.”

Emma couldn’t believe she was being offered to another boy so easily. It was one thing being Zane’s personal fuck toy but just being offered like a spare coat on a wet day to one of his friends to use. But she knew she couldn’t say no to Zane, and after all it was only a blow job.

Emma moved quickly to the other end of the bench seat, hoping no one would see as she passed the opening between the seating. Kneeling on the filthy floor of the bus, still with her vest pulled up, her breasts gently swaying, her skirt around her waist with her pussy and round arse on show, she did her best to get her lips around the huge pole.

Tyler had been stroking his cock to the open display Zane had put on using this stunning slut, so wasn’t far off and within 5 minutes he was pumping his thick semen into this incredible hot mouth. There was so much Emma couldn’t keep it all in and quite a lot dribbled out down onto her vest and onto her breasts.

Zane gave Emma’s delicious round arse two very hard slaps making her squeal way too loudly, “Come on mate, it’s our stop”. Tyler put his cock away and they both headed to the open doors of the bus and were gone.

On the floor behind the seats at the back of the bus, Emma straightened out her clothes as best she could, her vest was a mess, and the slimy man juice had made her top even more transparent. She then gathered all her shopping and waited the next 5 minutes for her stop near her home.

As she got off the bus Doug, said “So Matt’s daughter has all grown up into a shameless slut. Nice tits and nice arse though!”. Emma now bright red with shame! She wasn’t shameless, things had just gotten a little out of hand.

She now had about a 10-minute walk back to her house. Thankfully this late on a Saturday afternoon it was going to be quiet, and she hoped no one would see her walking along. Her vest was almost totally see through, with dark stains of Tyler’s cum across the front. Her skirt was fine but being so short she was far too aware that she had no panties or even a thong to cover her well fucked pussy and she could feel the slipperiness of Zane’s spunk soaking her upper thighs.

As she got close to her house, she saw old Mr Jenkins out mowing his front lawn. He had always been a complete perve for as long as they had lived next door to the old man. She knew he had ogled her when out sunbathing. As she approached, he stopped and walked over.

“Hi there Emma, a lot of shopping? I hope you’ve bought some nice new clothes for school”. He stared brazenly at her breasts and then gave her a good look up and down, taking in her lovely long shapely legs.

He pointed down to her legs. Innocently he asked; “did you spill something? You’ve made quite a mess.”

“Hi Mr Jenkins, got to rush, I’m desperate for a pee,” Emma threw back as she made a rush for her front door, as quickly as she could in her heels, and could feel his eyes burning into her ass with the skirt riding up as she trotted away as quickly as she could.


Chapter 4

Late Sunday evening Emma got a text from Zane:

“Hey slut, tomorrow wear the shortest skirt you’ve just bought and for tomorrow, zero underwear, not even a thong!”

“OMG!” Emma thought, “I’ll be completely on show all day!”

The next morning having got off the bus and Emma was walking into the school. The shortest skirt she’d bought was a jeans skirt that really wasn’t much more than a belt. Along with her black heels, the only other thing she was wearing was a pastel blue shirt, which she hadn’t buttoned up but rather tied together below her full 34C firm breasts so that it showed much of her tanned flat stomach.

She had a text from Zane to meet her at the school gym at first lunch. She had three classes in the morning and managed to find a seat at the back for the first two classes where she remained reasonably innocuous and wasn’t exposing herself very much. It was in biology in the period before lunch that she lucked out. She’d had to pop to the loo between classes and was one of the last to arrive finding only 2 seats free both in the middle of the front row. It would be impossible to sit and not show too much, as when she sat the skirt rode up leaving half her bare arse on the cold plastic seat. From in front, it would look quite lewd, even with her thighs together.

Worst still it was old Mr Sargeant taking this class, many of the girls complained about his ogling them quite openly and way too much touching when he came round to speak to them individually. Mr Sargeant should have retired two years ago but hadn’t put any savings away so kept working. He smoked, ate take-ways, was unfit, overweight and always had a sort of stale, mothy smell like he kept his clothes in an apartment with no air. Which was true.

When Mr Sargeant, walked into the class and set his books down on the front desk he looked out over the class and his eyes almost popped out of his head when he saw Emma. She had her legs tightly closed, but was she wearing anything below her shirt, a small jeans belt by the looks of it! On the hard, uncomfortable plastic seat he could actually see the roundness of her gorgeous young bottom. He felt movement in his trousers, he hadn’t felt anything down there for maybe 20 years, not since his wife had left. He was not an attractive man and when that nasty mean wife of his had eventually chucked him out for the plumber, he knew there wouldn’t be another woman in his life. But, was this a miracle, a beautiful, young blonde student blatantly exposing herself to him.

For the next 20 minutes old Mr Sargeant could barely contain himself, and fumbled his words, dropped the board marker several times, on the board every other word was spelt wrong. He miss-labelled the diagram, gave the students the wrong page numbers to look at, which caused confusion and hilarity. The class was becoming a bit rowdy and difficult to keep the students focused on the subject. But, neither could the old man, all he wanted to do was stare at the long sexy shapely thighs and round ass cheeks of the beautiful blonde int eh front row.

Emma’s phone vibrated. She sneakily checked the message. From Zane of course: “Are you in Mr Sargeant’s biology class? I hope so! I don’t care where your seated, open your legs and try and make sure the old bastard sees that tight, wet slutty little pussy of yours. Should be enough to give the old bastard the heart attack he deserves.”

Emma stared in disbelief several times. Surely not, she can’t expose herself to one of the most lecherous and ugly old teachers. Maybe Zane won’t know if I don’t do it. As she sat there debating with herself, she could feel her arousal betray her and knew that whatever Zane wanted she would do. She was his fuck-toy, after all.

She looked up at the nasty old man who was blatantly staring at her legs, he didn’t even notice Emma looking directly at him, with a look of total disgust in her eyes. Emma slowly started to part her thighs.

For Mr Sargeant it was like all the Christmases he’d ever wanted (if Christmas was a slutty teenage girl) all happening at once. Her thighs parted; he could see her bald little pussy. Her legs widened, till she had her feet about a meter apart and her pussy was spread open in front of the nasty old lech. And, unbeknown to Emma there was a small wet patch obvious on the plastic chair below her beautiful pink nether lips and the parting of her gorgeous round buttocks.

“Mr Sargeant, Mr Sargeant” a girl about 3 chairs back was shouting to get his attention, it was like he’d gone into a trance. He had!

Girl shouting: “Mr Sargeant, you’ve told us the wrong page numbers again”.

“What, what, yes, yes” he flustered and babbled. And reluctantly went back to his book on the desk to find the right reference from his notes. He looked over his desk several times. She was still display to him. OMG, she wants me; the crazy old fool thought.

For the rest of the totally disorganised and fumbled class, where hardly any work was done, Emma would keep varying her legs from wide open, halfway, closed and then back to open and on display. She found it very amusing, how totally lost in the sight of her pussy this dirty old man was. Lost all sense of what he was supposed to be doing. She actually found it quite interesting to see how completely useless a man became at the sight of an exposed pussy.

The school bell rang out and chaos as all the students rushed the door and wanted to be first in the lunch queue.

Mr Sargeant:  “Miss Stevens, wait, I need to talk with you”. Emma stopped by the door. She waited by the door as all the other students filed out. Then Mr Sargeant waved her over to his desk.

Mr Sargeant: “Miss Stevens, your behaviour, publicly displaying your nudity in my class, will need to be reported. And as you know your grades in my class, recently, have dropped significantly. I won’t be able to pass you unless I see a significant improvement.”

Emma: “Please, Mr Sargeant, please don’t report me and I’ll up my grades. I’ll spend more time on this week’s assignment and make sure I get another ‘A’.”

Mr Sargeant: “I have to report your behaviour, and I can’t see you improving your grades without some direct intervention”

What was the old fool talking about she’d had one B on last week’s assignment and that’s because she couldn’t keep her mind straight thinking about Zane’s big thick cock.

Emma: “Please don’t report me and what intervention do you want to use to help me Mr Sargeant?”

Mr Sargeant: “There must be some punishment for your behaviour today, your behaviour totally disrupted my class. It would mean a meeting with the headmaster.”

“OMG!” Emma thought, “This is totally out of proportion but a meeting with the head would mean a letter about her behaviour to her parents explaining how she’d been flashing in the class. I’d be mortified.”

Mr Sargeant: “We can keep this between ourselves to maintain your high record with the school, and then a few weeks of some personal mentoring by me every Monday evening should sort out your grades.”

“Wha’ what, what punishment Mr Sargeant?” Emma fumbled her words nervously feeling trapped.

“I think a hard spanking now, over my knee and the situation regarding your behaviour is resolved.”

The dirty old bastard, surely, he can’t be serious! Emma looked straight into Mr Sargeant’s eyes. He didn’t waiver, he knew he had the upper hand. Of course, she immediately felt her little pussy betray her and she knew she was going to agree. But it would mean this pervy nasty ugly fat old man having his gropey hands on her bare ass. Hideous, but she knew there was no other option that didn’t leave her embarrassed in front of her parents. She gave a slight, defeated nod.

He took her hand and lead her to the back of the classroom where no one could see them from the door, pulled one of the chairs out from a desk, sat down, and pulled her across his lap, lifted her tiny skirt up and stared at her beautiful heart shaped bottom. In the old perv’s mind her ass was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

Emma, now lay across this old pervert’s lap, her hands down on the floor, her toes of her shoes on the far side, and her naked bottom stuck up on clear view to his lecherous gaze. Mr. Sargeant gave each round cheek a firm squeeze and brought his right hand down very hard across her right buttock; “SMACK!”

Emma screamed out, at the shock and surprise, the sharp pain and humiliation.

“SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK,” alternating from one cheek to the other, then he gave 3 in a row on her left and then 4 on the right. All the time Emma was screaming out!

Mr Sargeant couldn’t believe this, it was the best moment in his very sad, pathetic life, as he watched the buttocks ripple as he slapped down again and again and loved the bright pink colour her bottom was turning.

Emma could feel Mr Sargeant’s short fat hard cock pressed into her abdomen to add humiliation to injury!

He stopped for a moment and gave each cheek another firm squeeze and slid his fingers between her thighs to slide up the lips of her wet pussy and then put his wet fingers to his nose and sniffed her sweet aroma.

Mr Sargeant: “Less screaming slut unless you want an audience”.

Emma clenched her teeth and tried to keep quiet for the next round of spanks.

“SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK!”

Her bottom was reddening nicely. Her breathing erratic and little sniffle cries were escaping as well as tears running down her cheeks.

“SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK!”

Emma’s bottom was quite scarlet now, and there was a little purple bruising in the middle of the full round tender smooth flesh. Mr Sargeant gave her cheeks another firm squeeze, and spanked her thighs forcing her legs apart, plunging two fingers into her sopping pussy, pumping very hard until her round bottom and thighs started shaking with her intense orgasm.

He pulled his wet fingers out, pushed her off his lap, and pushed his short stubby fingers into her mouth; “Clean!” Emma obediently licked her juices off his fingers, sucking his fingers like she was giving him a blowjob.

“Well, you seemed to really enjoy that didn’t you? Slut, next Monday, straight after school, we start the personal mentoring, you’ll probably need another hard spanking on your fat round ass then as well,” he said with a sneer and left the classroom.

Emma composed herself, straightening out her clothes, she knew she was late for Zane, so had to rush and wouldn’t have time to sort her make-up out. As she fled the classroom and headed to the gym, she checked her phone to see several frustrated messages from Zane. She quickly typed back: “omw”.

As Emma ran to meet Zane, and her round buttocks jiggled under her tight mini skirt, she could feel the heat and stinging from Mr Sargeant’s hard spanking. Tears still gently rolled down her cheeks, from the pain and the humiliation, and her pussy ached and her own mixed feelings as she knew how much she had loved the humiliation of the bare assed over the knee spanking in many ways and was struggling to understand these new emotions.


Chapter 5

Emma had just come from Mr Sargeant’s class, where due to her lewd behaviour (under instruction from Zane’s text), she had received her first ever bare assed spanking. Her round heart-shaped bottom still stung from the hard slaps, and she could feel the heat from the redness of her buttocks. And it made her pussy so wet!

When she got to the gym Zane was waiting by the gym store door and called her over, leading her into the store he pointed for her to go over to the very same mats where he had roughly taken her virginity less than a week ago.

Zane: “Why are you so late, slut?”

Emma looked to the floor, still feeling the shame of showing herself off to the old nasty pervert and yet still so aroused by the whole incident.

Emma: “Flashing my pussy to Mr Sargeant got me a hard spanking.”

Zane laughed, a loud arrogant laugh of mockery: “Show me!”

Emma turned around, bending slightly at the waist and lifting her tiny skirt to show her red, bruised but beautiful round bottom.

Zane: “What, he bare-assed spanked you?”

Emma adjusting her skirt back down and turning back to face Zane, nodded slightly in shame. Zane laughed again.

Zane: “You let that dirty old pervert touch you, disgusting. Did you enjoy it?”

Her silence left Zane in no doubt that he was turning this once prim, snobby swot into an absolute and total slut.

Zane: “You’re becoming a total slut, Strip for me!”

Emma untied the shirt and slipped it slowly off her shoulders, revealing her beautiful firm young breasts to Zane’s eager, greedy eyes yet again. Then pushed her tight mini skirt over her hips and down her legs, letting it drop around her ankles before stepping out of the skirt. Zane held his hand out and Emma picked up the two items of clothing, handing them over before turning back to the mats. As she turned Zane gave her left arse cheek a very hard slap, making her squeal out in surprise. Emma had the most perfect heart-shaped ass, probably a little bit bigger than would suit her slim body, so it made her extra sexy and on her small waist just made that slappable ass even sexier.

“And, Boy!” Thought Zane, “it looked even hotter nice and red from a hard spanking.” Making a note to himself that he would have to give the girl his own spanking when there was a good audience.

Zane: “On your knees.”

Emma knelt expecting to suck Zane’s gorgeous big cock again. Something she had grown to desire 24/7. Any thought of his big thick cock had her pussy juiced up, which now seemed to be almost all the time she was awake and sometimes in her dreams.

Zane came round behind her and wrapped a blindfold around her eyes which sent Emma’s anxiety shy rocketing.

“NO!” she screamed out.

Zane: “Slut, be a good girl and keep your hands to your sides. You’re going to suck off a good friend of mine, but he’s very nervous around girls so I promised you wouldn’t get to see him. So be quiet and give this guy the best blowjob of your slutty life.”

Zane: “Alright mate, she’s ready and eager, come and get some slut.”

“God!” Emma thought, “The way he talks about me, it’s so humiliating.” It also kicked into her submissiveness and aroused her even more.

She heard someone come in and close the door. No doubt a boy from her year, who had seen her many times, and now she was naked, blind folded in front of him, and she had no idea who he was. Quite humiliating.

The next thing a cock was pushing against her lips, she took it into her mouth and started running her tongue along the underside of the stranger’s cock. It wasn’t big, not Zane big. It was probably quite average in size, and the stranger pushed forward till it was pressing against her throat. Emma relaxed her throat muscles and found it quite easy to allow this slimmer cock press back into her throat. She had learnt very quickly with Zane how much she liked to suck. She loved the way a cock would twitch and swell with each flick of her little tongue or suck of her beautiful lips. The stranger took a hold of the back of her head and started to fuck her mouth. Like a good little slut, Emma did everything she could with her tongue to pleasure this stranger, licking and slurping along the length of shaft as it pumped in and out of her mouth.

This guy could see her, she was totally naked and exposed, and she knew nothing about him. There was something very naughty about sucking the cock of a complete stranger, while completely naked, and not knowing anything about the guy: who he was, what he looked like, nothing. All she knew about this guy was what she could feel with her mouth and tongue, about his cock. It made the experience for her even more exciting and arousing! She knew her pussy was dripping wet and longed to have Zane’s big cock ploughing her deep.

After about 5-10 minutes of sucking his cock, he pulled out, grabbing her hair he turned her around and pushed her head to the floor, with her ass up, Emma felt the stranger press his cock against her hot wet opening and allowed it to slide it in very easily.

Stranger: “Zane, you’ve stretched this slut out, but still a very nice fuck”

In her deep arousal it took her a moment to make the connection. She was so turned on by the whole situation. She was being fucked by a total stranger, she had no idea who he was, what he looked like, and all the time Zane was watching her get fucked, being used.

Through her addled mind, fogged by the heat and desire permeating from her hot wet little pussy being nicely fucked. It wasn’t the hard, rough, extreme fucking she received each time from Zane. This stranger, he fucked her really nicely, his smaller cock made her pussy feel so good, it wasn’t stretched to beyond its limits. It made her pussy respond in a really, nice sexy way. So different from Zane.

HENRY!!!. It suddenly hit her who the voice belonged to. That couldn’t be right. Her boring, way too nice and sensitive, good boy, ex! Henry was fucking her in front of Zane.

“OMG No!!!.” Her brain screamed! Henry had a good hold on her hips, and she tried to pull forward and away and he kept his really nice rhythm that was making her pussy buzz in a whole new way.

Zane grabbed her by the hair, pulled her head up, took her blindfold away and with his face very close to hers; “keep fucking like a good slut, fuck-toy”. Emma knew she would never refuse Zane, and her body was enjoying this fucking so much she was about to have her first ever orgasm with Henry!

“She’s cumming on my cock, look at her thighs shaking,” Henry noted.

Zane still had her by the hair and was staring into her eyes looking at her humiliation as she orgasmed on her ex’s cock. The boy she’d dumped a week ago, the boy who had never been allowed to touch her pussy, never seen her naked before today. Her boyfriend who she had loved at one time as the respectful young man she had believed he was, had now taken her, she’d been given to him as a ‘freebie’ by her new ‘lover’, used as a fuck-toy by him. She had never felt more humiliated and never felt so turned on. What was wrong with her she was sinking lower with every moment under Zane’s grip on her mind, her heart and especially her lust for a new slutty life.

Henry picked up the pace now, he was getting close. As he started fucking her harder, with Zane staring into her eyes, mocking her, she reached her next orgasm. Then her pussy was empty, and she needed the cock back that was giving her so much pleasure.

Henry was standing, above her, right in front. His very average size cock pointing down at her pretty face. Emma looked up at him, this beautiful young man who she had dismissed as a wimp and a bore. She felt a resurgence of the love she had felt for him during the first few months of their sweet romance. Then she was hit right in the eye by a thick spurt of spunk, then another landed in her hair and across her forehead, then another right into her mouth and on her chin, another across her nose and right cheek. Henry pushed his cock into her mouth and the last few smaller squirts flooded onto her tongue.

Henry: “Swallow, slut!”

Emma tasted the salty spunk and then obediently swallowed. Her mind and heart were such a mix of emotions. She had loved this boy, and now he had used her as a cheap slut.

Henry stepped back, and there was Zane, he’d been slowly wanking his thick cock at the sight of this teen beauty getting a good fucking from her ex and now he unloaded rope after rope of thick, white, gooey spunk across the beauty’s face, hair and breasts.

Zane, turned to Henry and they high fived each other as they put their cocks away and started to leave. Emma still naked on the mats, in a total mess. Zane stopped at the door, he had her skirt and shirt in his hand and threw them at her landing across her soggy spunk covered body.

Emma had nothing to clean herself up and once she’d dressed, leaving the shirt undone, just holding at the bottom so that her breasts were not swinging free and fully exposed. But her breasts were soaked in puddles of spunk, and she didn’t want to get more than she really had to all over her shirt.  She made a dash for the girl’s showers and toilets. Unfortunately, they were very busy with a team of cheerleaders who’d just come in from their lunch time practice.

Emma tried to rush past them to the cubicles, but didn’t make it! One of the main cheerleaders, who was a good foot taller than her, grabbed her arms and turned her to face the whole group.

Lead Cheerleader: “OMG! This slut is covered in spunk!”

Emma looked down in shame.

Lead Cheerleader: “We need to help her clean up, but not before we record this lovely event”. Several of the girls pulled out their phones, as the leader pulled Emma’s hair forcing her head up, the moment was recorded by a dozen phones!

“Clean up time!” girls shouted.

Then several girls pulled Emma’s clothing off and she was led naked to the showers with a few of the girls adding their own hard slaps to her still sore ass. Emma was pushed under a shower, which was then turned-on full blast, but was on cold. The freezing water hit Emma like an electric shock. Soaking her but also freezing her. She could hear all the laughter and looked up to see various girls recording her humiliation on their phones. Emma sunk to her knees trying to cover herself. The girls turned away, now bored and once more her clothes were thrown at her landing on her and getting soaked through by the shower.

Emma had to dress, soaking wet, which meant the shirt clung to her firm breasts and of course from her earlier arousal and the freezing cold water, her nipples were standing out rock hard like clothes pegs, showing clearly through her shirt.

Emma spent her afternoon classes, shivering and slowly drying. Embarrassingly she had an appointment afterschool with her doctor to get birth control. She couldn’t go on taking the morning after pill almost every day.


Epilogue

That evening Emma spent most of it reflecting on her new life. As she had wanted, her sex life had changed. She had wanted to be taken and used by a ‘real man’. She had been and he had used her evening more by having her have sex with her ex and one of his friends.

She knew she was totally in love with her new ‘boyfriend’, Zane and she would do anything to please him, even have sex with one of his friends.

Now she had been fucked by her ex, and given one of Zane’s friends a blow job while Zane watched. Worst still she had been bare assed spanked by the very ugly and pervy Mr. Sargeant.

These had been very new experiences for a girl who up until a week or so ago had been a virgin ‘goody two-shoes’ swot.

To most girls this would have been a nightmare but what worried Emma most was how much it all turned her on. She had realised, especially by the fuck on the bus how much she was a real exhibitionist. She did love how her gorgeous sexy body would turn guys on and this only multiplied when a guy got to watch her being fucked.  She did wonder and quite enjoy the lust she could see in the eyes of a man when he saw her naked and being fucked.

That evening she lay naked on her bed and masturbated at the memories of the last week. She wondered where her new life would take her next. She wondered how far she would allow herself to be used and humiliated. She knew if he hated something she could always say no and stop what was happening. Or that’s what she told herself.

Before she had split up with Henry, she knew what would happen each day what would be in for her for the next week. Now she didn’t know what would happen even in then next hour.


Continued in Book 2 Emma allows herself to be used and humiliated more than ever. 
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