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“Ohhhhh gooooodddd yeah FUCK MY ASSSS...” 

I screamed at the top of my lungs, as my boyfriend Cameron hammered his big cock in and out of my asshole, his balls slapping me in the pussy with each rhythmic, pistoning motion. I was bent over the bed as he stood behind me, one hand squeezing hard on my hip (which hurt so fucking good) and the other holding my head down against the bed. My arms were at my sides, and I rubbed my clit with one hand. 

In the last few weeks, I had learned that I liked it rough. Joining a sex club run by your physics professor and his wife worked wonders for removing one’s repression.

Across the bed from Cam and me, Chastity Wright was naked except for her glasses and her rainbow-striped knee high socks, brown pigtails swinging back and forth as she fucked herself on the dildo suction-cupped to the post behind her. She was a couple years younger than Cam and me, nineteen years old, and she had that “sweet and innocent looking but secret freak” thing going on. 

She knew exactly what she was doing with those rainbow-striped knee-highs. 

I liked looking at her small, perky breasts and lithe body, such a contrast to my voluptuous curves and huge tits flopping back and forth as Cam fucked me. Her glance went back and forth between me and Cam as she bounced herself on the sex toy behind her. 

SMACK. Cam spanked my ass and I screamed in pain, and pleasure. I didn’t need to worry about being quiet—we were at Chastity’s parents’ house in the country, and they were out of town. I could scream to my heart’s content. Not only had I learned I liked rough sex, I had learned that I loved anal. Trust me, whoever’s reading this, man or woman, having a dick in your ass feels amazing. 

“Ahhhhhhh FUUUUCK YEEEEAHHH...” I climaxed, shoving two fingers deep into my throbbing pussy. My legs couldn’t support me anymore and I flopped onto the bed, slipping Cam’s cock out of my ass. Cam jerked himself the rest of the way, spurting ropes of warm cum across my back.  

When he was done I pulled Chastity closer to me, rolling her over so I could lick her cunt. It didn’t take long to finish her off, her warm folds quivering as she came against my face. She put her hands on the back of my head, grinding her pussy against my face. 

And then we all collapsed onto the bed, Cameron between us. From behind him I caressed his cock while he kissed Chastity and fondled her ass. We’d had sex with Chastity every night for the past few days, ever since we’d recruited her to join Dr. Warner and his wife Chantal’s “Extra Credit Society.” We definitely enjoyed Chastity’s, um... “company,” but I felt bad for Cam—I had recently found out that he liked men just as much as I did. I wasn’t worried though; he would get stuffed with a few dicks soon. The Extra Credit Society was scheduled to meet again in a few days. 

Life had certainly become interesting in the past few weeks. Chantal and Dr. Warner invited me and my best friend Helen Park to join the Extra Credit Society after his TA thought she had caught us cheating on a test. The Society turned out to be a sex club, run by the two of them, joined by select college students of their choosing. I didn’t know it at the time, but my boyfriend Cameron—and just about everyone on his basketball team—was in the club as well. 

At the last meeting, Chantal had told me and Helen that we each needed to find a recruit to join the society. Chastity was mine and Cameron’s recruit. I still hadn’t met Helen’s, but she had told me that I “wouldn’t believe who it was.” I asked a couple more times, but she wouldn’t tell me so I did my best to just forget about it. Better that than to drive myself crazy thinking about it. 

But god dang it, I was seriously curious. And I would get to find out soon. 

Until then, Cam was getting hard again.
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The next morning I was studying at one of the coffee shops on campus, when I felt my phone buzz. 

Tonite’s the night ;) Helen wrote. 

I know :), I wrote back. Super excited. 

Cant wait 2 meet ur recruit, Helen texted. 

R U gonna tell me who u got????? I wrote her back. 

There was a long pause. 

Dr. Barton, Helen texted finally.

Stunned, I almost dropped my phone. She texted a smiley face after that. 

Well, shit, I was finally able to respond. 
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Helen stepped out of her towel, and into the showers at the university gym. She was still overheated from an intense workout, so she enjoyed the feeling of the cold tiles beneath her feet, the cool moisture in the air on her nude skin. 

Before long she was shivering, though, so she was glad to stand beneath the cascading hot water. Leaning her head back, she savored the feeling of it running down between her breasts, the little waterfall created by her back and the curve of her shapely bubble butt. 

Opening her shampoo and beginning to lather it into her long black hair, Helen heaved a deep sigh. She still hadn’t found a recruit for the Extra Credit Society, and she was almost out of time. She was trying hard not to stress too much about it. 

It had taken Chelsea and Cameron about ten seconds. She had to admit she was jealous. 

Closing her eyes, she ducked her whole head under the water to wash the soap out of her hair. 

When she opened them again, she was no longer alone in the showers. 

Their university was an old one, and the locker rooms hadn’t been renovated in years. Consequently the showers were communal, with no dividing walls between them. Helen didn’t really care—she wasn’t all that modest around other women, and anyways at the later hour she was there, the place was always near deserted. 

But that wasn’t the case on that evening. 

Doctor Kate Barton stepped into the showers, removing her towel and turning on the water for a showerhead four spaces down from Helen’s. Helen had never met the English professor—new head of the department, in fact, at an age of just forty-one—but she’d had a friend for whom Barton was her advisor.  

Helen studied her out of the corner of her eye. Dr. Barton was a young forty-one, shapely and fit, with just a hint of grey in her blond hair. Green eyes framed a pretty face with strong features, and just the barest hint of a well-trimmed tuft of hair framed her sex. Her butt was just a little too big for her frame, but her large, round breasts complimented her figure nicely. 

Look at me, Helen thought with a laugh. Gawking like a frat boy. Unlike her best friend Chelsea, Helen had always been open to sexual switch-hitting, though she had never actually gone through with it until that first night at the Extra Credit Society. And she had certainly never been one to ogle women like she was some horny teenager. 

And yet, here she was. Oh well, she thought. Not breaking any laws. Might as well enjoy some eye candy after my workout—

Wait a second. 

Did Dr. Barton just check me out?

It was a quick, fleeting thing, just an appreciative glance up and down, when she thought Helen wasn’t looking. Then she turned her gaze suddenly when Helen looked over. Did I imagine it? I must have imagined it—

She just did it again!

There was no mistaking that second look, longer and more appreciate than the first. Wow, Helen thought. I’m getting checked out by the head of a department! She wished she could text Chelsea right that second to brag. 

Maybe...

No way. There was no chance. 

But what if there was?

There was only one way to find out.

In public, though?

Helen never had, but she’d always wanted to. There was something deliciously dirty about doing it in public, especially with somebody she wasn’t supposed to be with. 

As nonchalantly as she could, Helen turned off the water on her own showerhead, and walked over to the one right next to Dr. Barton’s. “Water’s getting cold in that one,” she said with a small smile. Dr. Barton returned the smile, somewhat nervously. 

The lie was ridiculous—the gym showers pretty much had endless hot water, and in any case, if it was cold from one it’d be cold from all of them. For another thing, if that was actually the problem, why wouldn’t she just move further away instead of closer? But the ridiculous lie didn’t matter. The lie should be ridiculous. Helen wanted to make her intentions known, without stating them outright. 

She got back to showering, lifting her hands over her head to lather conditioner into her hair, giving Doctor Barton a full-on view of her breasts. Dr. Barton was a lot taller than her—almost every adult in the world was a lot taller than her, really—so Helen’s face was level with her round, heavy tits. 

Helen carefully fought the urge to bury her face right between them. Be patient. She turned her back to her prey and, spreading her feet to just past shoulder-width, slid her soapy hands down her left leg, pretending to wash herself. She made sure to tilt her hips upwards, towards the beautiful naked woman standing behind her. That should give her a good view. 

Looking back over her shoulder, Helen saw that her gesture had been appreciated, and then some. The chair of the university English department was now just openly gawking at pussy and ass. 

“What are you waiting for?” Helen said with a smile. 

That was all she needed. 

Helen felt one soft hand slide up her back to grab her shoulder. The other, soapy, slid up and down her crack. “Mmm...” Helen said. “Keep going south.”

That hand went a little deeper, finding Helen’s
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