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Reader
Advisory

This is a work of
erotic fiction, and a very rude one at that. Intended exclusively
for an adult audience, it graphically depicts scenes of a highly
sexual nature, and may include some dark moments or themes. It is
not intended as a guide to healthy or even realistic sexual
practices. If you do decide to delve in, I hope you enjoy this
story, and I'll see you at the other end.
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Cuntent Advisory

Cunt Quotient: 11

Fuck Factor: 8

Cock Contingent: 19
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 Chapter 6 - Knickers Off
First

October

Gemma settled herself
onto a seat on the top deck of the bus.

It had been
four months, but she was on her way to see Gus and Lorena at
last.

Four hectic
months. She was now at university, a mere bus ride - albeit a long
bus ride - from the people who had changed her life.

She looked
again at her phone.

She read the
text for the thousandth time.

Wanna make us that tea
then?

It was a joke.
When they’d climbed out of bed, that night of the party back in her
parents’ house, sticky and sweaty and, in her case, awash with a
considerable amount of cum, she’d tried to play the hostess.
Offered them tea.

At a party.
After sex.

Like an idiot.
She’d cringed afterwards at the thought.

Thanks for
banging my brains out. Now, who’d like tea and biscuits?

Graciously,
they hadn’t laughed at her. Instead they’d said yes please, they’d
love some tea.

Of course, the
kitchen had been full of party-goers and the detritus of their
revels. Tea was impossible. So Lorena and Gus had taken a
rain-check. Given her their numbers and their address. Extracted a
firm promise that she would come and see them once she was settled
in at university.

It had been a
difficult end to the party. That stomach-dropping moment when Gary
had caught her trying to sneak Lorena and Gus out of her room. The
arched eyebrows, the comments, the innuendo, had been almost
unbearable, not least because this time it was all true.

There’d been
no denying it, of course. She’d been seen in her school uniform
earlier in the evening, and now here she was, ushering two people
out of her room while wearing a hastily-donned nightie, her hair
loose, Lorena’s red lipstick smeared on her skin. She hadn’t
bothered denying it, and didn’t want to deny it. She had
actually done all those things he haughtily accused her of doing,
and a few more besides, and she felt much better when she realised
she was rather proud of having done them.

She’d sealed
the proof by kissing Lorena and Gus goodnight at the front door, to
a chorus of cheers and lewd comments from the assembled throng,
before turning on her heel and stomping back up the stairs, not
caring who saw she was naked under the hem of her nightie.

So Gary could
no longer shame her, but their relationship became even more
frosty, if that were possible. Gemma came to suspect it wasn’t so
much what she’d done, but the fact that she’d done it with Lorena,
a girl he’d been pursuing for some time and who had steadfastly
given him the brush-off.

She’d
fervently wished he would shut up about it, though.

There’d been
no possibility of cleaning up her bed that night, so she’d had to
stew in the damp of her tryst.

She told
herself the reason why she squirmed herself over the mess of it was
because she was trying to dry the sheets with the warmth of her
body. And the reason why she had gone to bed naked for the first
time in her life was because she didn’t want to soil her nightie in
it. But that wasn’t completely true, because she’d put the nightie
on over her sticky-slicked skin already, so it was soiled anyway,
but she couldn’t entirely account to herself for the untruth.

Nor had she
been able to wash herself clean that night, not with the party
still raging and her brother and his friends prowling the house.
She’d been obliged to put up with the sticky mess that had been
left on her, and in her, and over the course of that night she’d
felt it settle, felt her body slowly absorb it. It had steeped into
her flesh, become part of her, until it was too late to do anything
about it. There was some part of her that was now permanently
Gus.

It was simple
biochemistry. His molecules became hers.

Gemma wasn’t
sure how she felt about that. Nor how she felt about herself,
knowing she had spent much of the night burrowing fingers into the
pit of it and rubbing what she drew forth onto herself with tight,
feverish determination, her body curled into a hot little ball
around it, before falling into a contented, exhausted sleep
in the afterglow.

In the morning
she realised the evidence of what she’d been doing had soaked
through the sheet and the underblanket both. She’d had to hurriedly
wash them and air the mattress.

No blood
though. Surprising, she felt, given the size of Gus and the
soreness she had felt there the next morning. It had throbbed
bad.

No. It had
throbbed good.

Within a day,
though, it was as if he had never been, and Gemma fretted that her
body had already begun to forget the shape of him, the furrow he
had made for himself inside her. She could remember it, still
throbbing in her mind, but she marvelled to the fact that - once
she had showered the next morning - there was no physical sign he
had ever been there, like vanishing footprints on a beach. Even the
bruising pressure of his pelvis against her bottom had faded to a
dull ache, outwardly invisible. Given how deeply he had made his
mark on her mind, and how intense it had felt, it seemed strange
not to see a permanent physical effect.

She wasn’t
sure how she felt about that either.

There was
something else.

In some ways,
it was as if Gemma couldn’t quite believe the body she now saw when
she peeked under her covers. It was different. No, not different,
she realised, it was that she saw it in a different light, had
found out it could do things she had barely imagined were possible,
and had imperatives of its own, not entirely under her control.

It was like
finding out that a best friend had a secret life they hadn’t told
you about. Realising you’d need to recalibrate, find a new
relationship with them, and nothing would quite be the same between
you again. As if it was slightly alien, not entirely hers to
command any more.

Yet one more
thing to come to terms with.

As time had
gone on, the whole episode had become somewhat of a dream. And, the
more time went on, the more set she became in the view that it was
a one-off.

A risky
one-off. She hadn’t been able to bring herself to go to her GP - he
had known her since she was a toddler - so she had waited it out.
Her period had finally come, two days late, which was entirely
unlike her usual regularity, as if her body had been teasing her.
But the sense of relief she felt reminded her she had been most
imprudent.

She concluded
she must have momentarily - inexplicably - taken leave of her
senses that night. The alternative - that she had needs so base and
so powerful as to overcome her reason - was unthinkable.

She couldn’t
deny enjoying that night, would never regret it, but it must be a
one-off. A single, fascinating data point, but unquestionably an
outlier.

So she had
firmly and irrevocably (probably) decided that she wouldn’t contact
Gus and Lorena after all.

But
they had contacted her. And it had suddenly felt like
the sun coming out from behind grey clouds.

Wanna make us that tea
then?

She’d dived
immediately for the bus timetable. Unnecessarily, since she’d read
it countless times over the previous four months, had memorised
every detail. She already knew exactly which bus could take her to
them.

Now she was
riding it.

Oh how she
needed to see them.

She’d agonised
over the space of time since she’d last seen Gus and Lorena. Had
they just been using her? Was it just a party fling, a one-night
stand? Did they do this all the time? Take innocent virgins and
deflower them, before moving on to the next target?

She’d
convinced herself she was a fool, a foolish slut, and in her
darkest moments she’d clutched handfuls of her sheets in
embarrassed frustration, screamed silently into her pillow at her
temerity, her naïveté in thinking they could possibly be genuinely
interested in her.

Confused that
her orgasms in the aftershocks of those thoughts were all the more
fierce.

Wondering what
that said about her. Whether it meant she actually
wanted to get used, that she yearned to be just somebody’s…
fucktoy.

Then the text
had come.

Wanna make us that tea
then?

The prospect
of being a fucktoy had sounded pretty damn good to Gemma right at
that moment.

Over the long
weeks, she’d used her fingers to explore, to track the curves
inside her body that Lorena had traced and Gus had followed, and
she was surprised and delighted at the ease with which she could
now bring herself off. But what she really wanted, yearned for, was
to be properly filled again, claimed for cum, the way her body was
made for, to be kissed there by another woman, to have that woman
open herself for Gemma’s lips and tongue in return, and today she
was going to see Gus and Lorena.

It could
happen.

She’d
considered buying a dildo, to tide herself over. She had even found
a website, her eyes boggling and her imagination racing at the
alarmingly-bulging shapes, the riot of colours, the suggestiveness
of the descriptions of all the things, the wide variety of things
that people put in their bodies. It was like a different world.

She would
choose a black one if she could.

In the end,
she had dismissed the idea of owning her own dildo while she was
still living at home. Gary would have uncovered it, the sneak, and
she didn’t want to face that sort of conversation. Not with a big
black dildo in his hands, or - the very thought of it! - wobbling
on the dining table between them. He’d have loved to embarrass her
if he could.

It would have
been payback for what had happened when he tried to get her in
trouble with Mum and Dad, after the party.

Gary had tried
to deflect onto her their parents’ ire at coming home to find the
home in disarray, cigarette burns on the furniture and broken glass
trodden into the carpet, by telling them what Gemma had been up to,
the little slut, with the sheets flapping on the washing line as
evidence.

They’d
surprised and delighted her by telling Gary that Gemma was eighteen
and an adult now, what she chose to do in her room was no business
of theirs, that it was a bit rich him getting all outraged about
it, given what they’d just found down the side of the sofa, and
that as long as Gemma was happy they were happy, at least
she cleaned up after herself, and if Gary was to use that
word again about Gemma there would be trouble.

She’d hugged
them for that.

But maybe she
was a little slut. After all, she knew where she was going
on this bus today, and what she secretly hoped would happen when
she got there.

She was
already imagining in detail how the day might go, if it followed
the more feverish of her racing thoughts, and it left her wet and
squirming as she rode that bus to whatever fate Gus and Lorena
might have planned for her.

Gemma
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