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A St. Titania’s Trio

By Peter M. McMillan

All characters are 18+ years of age.

Skirts Up, Spirits High: Penelope’s Tale at St. Titania’s




Chapter One: A Grand Entrance at St. Titania’s

The sun hung low over the rolling green hills of the English countryside, casting a golden glow across the ivy-clad walls of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies. It was the first day of term, and the air buzzed with the chatter of students spilling out of sleek black cars, their voices a symphony of giggles and gasps. Among them stood Penelope Primrose, an eighteen-year-old vision of nervous beauty, clutching her leather satchel to her chest as if it might shield her from the world. Her chestnut curls bounced with every hesitant step, framing a face that could have launched a thousand ships—if only she weren’t so painfully shy. Beneath her crisp white blouse, a monumental brassiere strained to contain her H-cup treasures, the satin fabric of her undergarment digging into her shoulders under the weight of her prodigious endowments. Her pleated skirt, a scandalously short flippy number in navy blue, swished against her thighs, doing little to conceal the outrageous bulge that marked her as one of St. Titania’s most generously equipped students.

Penelope was no ordinary girl, nor even an ordinary woman. She was a shemale, a fact that set her apart in ways she hadn’t yet learned to embrace. Beneath that tiny skirt, her satin panties stretched taut over a ten-inch marvel of nature, flanked by a pair of hefty orbs that swung like pendulums with every step. She’d spent the summer fretting over her first day at this prestigious institution, a place where the daughters of the elite—and their equally stunning counterparts with unexpected extras—were groomed for a life of charm and poise. In this world, where women’s liberation had never taken root, the fairer sex and their well-endowed sisters were expected to dazzle, delight, and defer. And Penelope, with her quivering lip and downcast eyes, felt woefully unprepared.

“Oi, Penny, don’t just stand there gawking!” came a voice, bright and brassy, cutting through her reverie. It belonged to Charlotte “Lottie” Withers, a fellow fresher with a cascade of blonde hair and a bosom so vast it seemed to defy gravity. Lottie’s tight sweater clung to her G-cup splendors, the wool stretched thin over a bra that looked more like an engineering marvel than lingerie. She sauntered over, hips swaying, her own flippy skirt riding up as she bent to retrieve a dropped hairpin. The motion revealed a glimpse of her lace-trimmed knickers, pulled tight over a prodigious package that rivaled Penelope’s own—a thick, meaty length and a pair of balls so substantial they strained the fabric to its limits. “You’ll catch flies with that mouth open, love. Come on, let’s get inside before the matrons start patting bums to herd us in.”

Penelope blushed crimson, snapping her lips shut. She followed Lottie toward the grand oak doors, her eyes darting to the other students. Everywhere she looked, there were visions of feminine perfection: girls in tight blouses that showcased their stupendous sweater puppies, shemales in skirts that flared to reveal the jaw-dropping outlines of their massive male endowments. One girl, a brunette with a chest like twin zeppelins, bent over to tie her shoe, her short skirt flipping up to expose a pair of silk panties clinging to a pert backside. Nearby, a statuesque shemale with raven hair adjusted her stockings, her skirt hiking up to display a set of bollocks so enormous they seemed to demand their own postcode.

Inside, the foyer of St. Titania’s was a riot of polished wood and chandeliers, the air thick with perfume and the rustle of fabric. Penelope’s gaze landed on Miss Agatha Plum, the headmistress, a striking matron in her forties with a figure that could stop traffic. Her tailored dress hugged a pair of voluptuous orbs that spilled over the top, her brassiere a fortress of lace and steel. As a shemale herself, Miss Plum’s skirt flared over hips that concealed a bulge so pronounced it drew gasps from the new girls. She clapped her hands, her voice ringing out. “Welcome, ladies, to St. Titania’s! Here, you’ll learn grace, decorum, and how to manage those delightful assets of yours—both upstairs and down below.”

A ripple of laughter spread through the crowd, and Penelope felt her cheeks burn hotter. She shifted her weight, acutely aware of the way her own colossal equipment pressed against her knickers, the satin growing damp with nervous sweat. Lottie nudged her, grinning. “She’s a riot, isn’t she? Bet her husband’s a lucky sod—though I’d wager he’s not half as hung as she is.”

Before Penelope could respond, a young teacher approached—Miss Beatrice Fox, a vision in her mid-twenties with auburn hair and a bosom that strained her blouse to bursting. Her pencil skirt clung to her thighs, the fabric taut over a telltale swell that marked her as another of the college’s well-endowed shemales. “Miss Primrose, is it?” she asked, her voice a sultry purr. “Let’s get you settled. Follow me.” She turned, bending slightly to pick up a clipboard, and her skirt rode up just enough to reveal the outline of her gargantuan gonads, nestled in a pair of silk drawers that looked ready to surrender.

Penelope swallowed hard, trailing after her. The dormitory was a maze of plush carpets and four-poster beds, each room shared by two girls—or a girl and a shemale, as was often the case. Her roommate, a bubbly blonde named Daphne, greeted her with a squeal. “Oh, you’re a stunner!” Daphne cried, her own prodigious pillows bouncing as she clapped her hands. She wore a tight sweater and a skirt so short it barely covered her knickers, which Penelope couldn’t help but notice were stretched over a backside that begged for a pat. “I’ve got a boyfriend back home, but lord, he’s got nothing on what you’re packing—I can tell just from that bulge!”

Penelope stammered, mortified, but Daphne just laughed and flopped onto her bed, her skirt flipping up to reveal a glimpse of her lacy underthings. “Don’t be shy, love. We’re all friends here. Besides, I’ve seen Miss Plum’s husband at the last open day—poor chap’s got a pecker like a pencil compared to what’s swinging under your skirt.”

The day wore on with introductions and tours, each moment a blur of tight clothing and outrageous anatomy. By evening, Penelope stood before her mirror, peeling off her blouse to reveal the monstrous brassiere that cradled her bountiful blessings. She sighed, running a hand over the satin that encased her ten-inch pride and the hefty spheres below. She’d never so much as kissed anyone, let alone explored the desires that stirred whenever Lottie or Miss Fox bent over in her line of sight. This world, where women and their spectacularly endowed counterparts flaunted their assets with abandon, was overwhelming—and yet, as she caught her reflection, she felt a flicker of something new. Curiosity, perhaps. Or maybe the first stirrings of confidence.

As she slipped into a nightgown that did little to hide her extravagant curves or the prodigious package beneath, Penelope heard Lottie’s voice from the hall. “Penny, come on! The girls are sneaking into the common room—someone’s got a bottle of gin, and I hear Miss Fox might join us. Bet she’s a sight when she lets that skirt ride up!” With a deep breath, Penelope stepped out, her heart pounding as much from nerves as from the promise of what lay ahead at St. Titania’s.




Chapter Two: The Locker Room Larks

The gymnasium at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies still echoed with the shrill whistle of Miss Fox’s commands as the mandatory “ladies’ exercise” class drew to a close. Penelope Primrose lingered near the back, her chest heaving beneath a tight sweater that clung to her H-cup splendors like a second skin. The navy gym skirt, a flippy little number barely grazing her thighs, swished with every step, doing nothing to disguise the outrageous bulge beneath. Her satin panties strained under the weight of her ten-inch marvel and the hefty orbs that swung pendulously between her legs, a constant reminder of her unique status among the students. At eighteen, she’d never felt more exposed—or more out of place—than she did now, surrounded by a gaggle of giggling girls and shemales filing toward the locker room.

The air inside was thick with steam and the scent of lavender soap, a haze rising from the showers as the students shed their kits. Penelope hesitated by her locker, clutching her towel like a lifeline. Around her, the room was a carnival of flesh and fabric: tight sweaters peeled away to reveal brassieres that could have doubled as parachutes, skirts dropping to the floor with a rustle. Daphne, her bubbly blonde roommate, was the first to catch her eye. With a squeal, Daphne yanked off her sweater, her stupendous pillows bouncing free as the monstrous bra beneath gave way. She bent to retrieve a fallen hairclip, her short skirt flipping up to expose a pair of silk knickers stretched tight over a backside so pert it begged for a pat. “Lord, these things are a menace,” she laughed, cupping her voluminous orbs before skipping toward the showers.

Penelope’s gaze darted elsewhere, landing on Rose Carmichael, a shemale with raven hair and a chest like twin barrage balloons. Rose stood by the benches, adjusting her stockings with a languid grace. Her gym skirt, already scandalously short, rode up as she bent forward, revealing the satin drawers that clung to her gargantuan gonads—two plump, heavy spheres that seemed to defy the laws of physics. The fabric stretched taut, outlining every curve of her prodigious package, and a murmur of envy rippled through the room. “My Harry hasn’t got a prayer next to this lot,” a girl nearby sighed, peeling off her own kit to reveal a bosom that jiggled like jelly on a plate.

“Come on, Penny, don’t be a wallflower!” Lottie’s voice cut through the din, bright and brassy as ever. Before Penelope could protest, her friend grabbed her arm and tugged her toward the showers. The water hit them like a warm embrace, soaking Penelope’s kit in seconds. The sweater plastered itself to her skin, outlining her H-cup treasures in stark relief, while the skirt clung to her thighs, the saturated satin of her panties revealing the thick, ten-inch length and the massive orbs beneath. A cheer went up from the others—girls and shemales alike—some clapping, others whistling. “Blimey, Penny, you’re putting every lad in the county to shame!” Daphne called, her own silhouette a vision of curves under the spray.

Penelope’s cheeks burned hotter than the steam, her hands fumbling to cover herself. But there was no hiding it—not the way her colossal equipment pressed against the fabric, nor the way her bountiful blessings strained the sweater’s seams. Lottie, ever the instigator, bent to rinse her hair, her own skirt flipping up to showcase the hefty spheres nestled in her lace knickers. “My Tom’s got a tiddler compared to you, love,” she said with a wink, straightening up to pat Penelope’s bum. “You’re wasted on being shy.”

The shower ended too soon—or perhaps not soon enough—and Penelope retreated to the lockers, her towel wrapped tight around her dripping form. She peeled off the sodden kit, her monumental brassiere finally free to breathe, the satin cups cradling her voluptuous orbs like a lover’s hands. Her panties followed, sliding down to reveal the full glory of her ten-inch pride, semi-erect from the heat and attention, and the hefty gonads that hung low and heavy beneath. She was reaching for her blouse when Rose sidled up, her own towel slung low over her hips.

“Quite the show you put on, Primrose,” Rose purred, her voice a velvet caress. She let her towel slip just enough, her skirt from earlier now discarded, and yanked up the hem of her silk drawers to reveal her own prodigious package. Her cock, thick and veiny, jutted out at least nine inches, crowned by a pair of balls so massive they seemed to demand their own spotlight. “My husband’s a sweet chap, but he’s got nothing on this—or you, for that matter.” She stepped closer, her G-cup splendors brushing Penelope’s arm, the heat of her body palpable. “Ever think of helping a girl out? We could have some fun, you and me—leave the boys in the dust.”

Penelope’s breath caught, her eyes wide as saucers. She could feel the stirrings of something deep and unfamiliar, a pulse that raced from her chest to the tip of her colossal length. Rose’s proximity, the way her satin-clad endowments pressed against her, was intoxicating—and terrifying. “I—I don’t… I’ve never…” she stammered, clutching her blouse to her chest like a shield. Rose chuckled, a low, throaty sound, and bent to pick up her stockings, her skirt flipping up again to give Penelope another eyeful of those gargantuan gonads.

“No rush, love,” Rose said, straightening with a grin. “But you’ve got a gift there—two, if you count those beauties up top. Don’t let ‘em go to waste.” She sauntered off, leaving Penelope trembling by the lockers, her mind a whirl of panic and possibility.

Back in their dorm, Penelope stood before the mirror, her nightgown doing little to conceal the extravagant curves of her body or the prodigious bulge beneath. Daphne flopped onto her bed, her own nightie riding up to reveal the lace that hugged her hips. “Rose fancies you, doesn’t she?” she teased, propping herself on an elbow. “Can’t blame her. My chap back home’s got a willy like a worm next to what you’re swinging. You’re a catch, Penny—don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

Penelope sank onto her own bed, her heart pounding. She’d never kissed anyone, never touched anyone, and yet here she was, surrounded by beauties who flaunted their assets with abandon—some with extras that put her own to the test. Rose’s words echoed in her mind, stirring a curiosity she couldn’t quite name. As the dormitory lights dimmed and Daphne’s soft snores filled the air, Penelope lay awake, her hands tracing the satin that encased her ten-inch marvel and the hefty orbs below. St. Titania’s was a world of excess and expectation, and for the first time, she wondered if she might just belong.




Chapter Three: The Etiquette Lesson Escapade

The morning sun streamed through the tall windows of St. Titania’s etiquette classroom, casting golden stripes across the polished oak desks. Penelope Primrose sat near the back, her chest rising and falling beneath a tight blouse that strained heroically over her H-cup treasures. The fabric clung to her like a lover, the monumental brassiere beneath digging into her shoulders under the weight of her voluptuous orbs. Her navy skirt, a short, flippy affair, barely grazed her thighs, doing little to conceal the outrageous bulge that marked her as one of the college’s most extravagantly endowed shemales. Beneath the satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs, a bead of nervous sweat trickled, a testament to her unease in this world of brazen beauty. Around her, the room buzzed with the rustle of skirts and the soft giggles of students adjusting their attire, their stupendous endowments jiggling with every move.

Miss Beatrice Fox stood at the front, a vision of authority and allure in her mid-twenties. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, the fabric taut over a telltale swell that hinted at her own prodigious package. The blouse she wore was a marvel of tailoring, its buttons straining to contain her bountiful blessings, the lace of her brassiere peeking through the gaps. “Today, ladies,” she announced, her voice a sultry purr, “we’ll master the art of comportment—how to carry those delightful assets with grace.” She turned to retrieve a book from the desk, bending just enough for her skirt to ride up, revealing the silk drawers stretched tight over her colossal gonads. The sight drew a ripple of titters from the class, and Lottie, seated beside Penelope, leaned over with a smirk. “Her boyfriend must be hopelessly outgunned with that lot swinging about,” she whispered, her own G-cup splendors quivering under her sweater as she shifted.

Penelope’s cheeks flushed, her eyes darting to the floor. She’d barely slept after the locker room encounter with Rose, her mind a whirl of satin-clad images and husky promises. The classroom was no respite—everywhere she looked, there were girls in tight blouses that showcased their voluminous pillows, shemales in skirts that flared to reveal the jaw-dropping outlines of their massive male endowments. A brunette near the front adjusted her stockings, her skirt flipping up to expose a pair of lace knickers clinging to a pert backside, while a shemale with chestnut curls bent to tie her shoe, her hefty orbs straining the fabric of her silk drawers.

“Miss Primrose!” Miss Fox’s voice snapped Penelope from her reverie. “Come forward, please. Let’s see your curtsy.” The room turned as one, thirty pairs of eyes fixed on her. Penelope rose, her heart pounding, and shuffled to the front. Her skirt swished with every step, the satin beneath rubbing against her ten-inch pride, which twitched traitorously at the attention. “Now, bend at the knees, dear,” Miss Fox instructed, her lips curling into a knowing smile. “Keep your back straight—let’s show off that poise.”

Penelope obeyed, dipping into a curtsy, but her inexperience betrayed her. She wobbled, her balance faltering, and the skirt flipped up higher than intended. The room gasped as her satin panties came into view, stretched taut over her colossal length and the massive orbs below, the fabric glistening with a sheen of dampness. A chorus of laughter and applause erupted, Lottie’s voice ringing out above the rest. “Lord, Penny, you’ve got more to show than a stallion at stud!” Penelope straightened, mortified, her hands flying to smooth her skirt down, but Miss Fox stepped forward, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

“Well done, Miss Primrose,” she said, her tone warm. She reached out, giving Penelope’s bum a playful pat that sent a jolt through her. “A natural, if a bit unpolished. You’ll get the hang of it.” The class cheered again, and Penelope stumbled back to her seat, her face a furnace. Lottie nudged her, grinning. “See? You’re a star already. Bet no lad’s ever made a room clap like that.”

The lesson wore on, Miss Fox demonstrating a graceful turn that sent her skirt flaring, her silk-clad gonads stealing the show once more. Penelope tried to focus, but her mind kept drifting—to Rose’s flirtation, to the feel of Miss Fox’s hand, to the way her own body seemed to demand attention despite her shyness. When the bell rang, the students spilled into the corridor, a sea of tight sweaters and flippy skirts. Daphne caught up with Penelope, her blonde curls bouncing as she fell into step. “You were brilliant up there,” she said, her voice bright. “That curtsy—lord, my boyfriend’s got a pathetic little thing compared to what you flashed. He’d faint if he saw it.”

Penelope stammered, clutching her satchel, but Daphne pressed on, lifting her own skirt to reveal the lace knickers hugging her hips. “I mean, look at us—stuck with lads who can’t measure up. You should come to a girls’ night with me and Lottie. We could teach ‘em a lesson—show ‘em what they’re missing.” She winked, her stupendous pillows jiggling as she laughed, and sauntered off toward the dining hall.

Penelope lingered in the corridor, her breath shallow. A girls’ night? The idea sent a shiver down her spine, her satin panties growing tighter as her ten-inch marvel stirred at the thought. She’d never so much as kissed anyone, yet here she was, surrounded by beauties who flaunted their assets with abandon—and invited her to join them. She adjusted her blouse, the fabric straining over her H-cup treasures, and glanced at her reflection in a nearby window. The girl staring back was a vision of nervous beauty, her chestnut curls framing a face flushed with something new—pride, perhaps, or the first flickers of confidence.

As she made her way to lunch, Lottie caught her arm, her skirt flipping up as she bent to retrieve a dropped hairpin, exposing the hefty orbs nestled in her lace knickers. “You’re coming to the common room tonight, right?” she asked, straightening with a grin. “Miss Fox might pop by again—bet she’d love another peek at what you’re packing.” Penelope swallowed hard, her heart racing. She nodded, a tentative smile tugging at her lips. St. Titania’s was a world of excess and expectation, and for the first time, she felt a thrill at the thought of stepping into it—not just as an observer, but as a participant.

Back in her dorm that afternoon, Penelope stood before her mirror, peeling off her blouse to reveal the monstrous brassiere that cradled her bountiful blessings. She sighed, running a hand over the satin that encased her colossal length and the hefty spheres below. The memory of the class’s applause, of Daphne’s invitation, lingered like a spark. She slipped into a fresh skirt, the fabric teasing her outrageous bulge, and resolved to join the girls that night.




Chapter Four: The Class Trip to the Countryside Fair

The coach rattled along the winding country lanes, its plush seats creaking under the weight of St. Titania’s finest as it carried them toward the annual countryside fair. Penelope Primrose sat near the window, her chestnut curls bouncing with every bump, her sundress a vision of summery delight. The bodice clung to her H-cup treasures, the satin brassiere beneath straining to contain their voluptuous bounty, while the flared skirt danced around her thighs, teasing the outrageous bulge that marked her as one of the college’s most generously endowed shemales. Beneath the satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs, a nervous flutter stirred—half dread, half anticipation. Around her, the air hummed with excitement, girls and shemales adjusting their tight tops and flippy skirts, their extravagant curves and prodigious packages shifting with the motion of the ride.

Miss Beatrice Fox stood at the front, her blouse unbuttoned just enough to showcase her stupendous orbs, the pencil skirt clinging to her hips and outlining her own massive endowments. Beside her, Miss Agatha Plum, the headmistress, exuded matronly allure in a tailored dress that hugged her bountiful blessings and flared over a bulge that drew stifled gasps. “A day of refinement and fun, ladies,” Miss Fox called, her voice cutting through the chatter. “Mind your manners—and your skirts!” Lottie, sprawled beside Penelope, snickered as her own skirt flipped up, revealing the hefty orbs nestled in her lace knickers. “Fat chance of that,” she muttered, winking at Penelope.

The fairground sprawled across a sun-dappled meadow, a riot of color and noise—tents flapping, vendors hawking wares, and the scent of candyfloss thick in the air. The students spilled out, a parade of tight clothing and outrageous anatomy that turned heads. Miss Fox led the way, bending to buy a stick of candyfloss, her skirt riding up to expose the silk drawers stretched tight over her colossal gonads. A nearby farmer dropped his pitchfork, gaping, while a gaggle of village girls whispered behind their hands. Lottie darted to a ring toss stall, her G-cup splendors jiggling under her sweater as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping up to showcase the massive balls straining her satin panties. “Take a gander, lads!” she called, tossing a ring and missing spectacularly, her laughter ringing out.

Penelope lingered near the edge, clutching her satchel, her sundress swaying in the breeze. Everywhere she looked, there were visions of excess: a shemale with raven hair bending to pet a lamb, her skirt flaring to reveal gargantuan gonads in silk drawers; a blonde girl in a tight blouse reaching for a prize, her voluminous pillows nearly bursting the seams. The vendors couldn’t peel their eyes away, their jaws slack at the sight of such extravagant assets on display. “Come on, Penny, don’t be a stick-in-the-mud!” Lottie’s voice jolted her, and before she could protest, her friend dragged her to a “test your strength” game—a towering contraption with a bell at the top and a mallet waiting below.

“Go on, give it a whack!” Daphne chimed in, her blonde curls bouncing as she clapped. Her own sundress clung to her stupendous pillows, the skirt teasing her pert backside as she bent to cheer. Penelope hesitated, her heart thudding, but the crowd—students and fairgoers alike—began to chant her name. She stepped forward, gripping the mallet, and swung with all her might. The skirt flared high, the sundress riding up to expose her satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch pride and hefty orbs, the fabric glistening in the sunlight. The striker hit the bell with a resounding clang, and the crowd erupted in cheers, hats flying into the air. “Lord, Penny, you’ve got more down there than my chap’s got in his whole kit!” Daphne cried, patting Penelope’s bum with a grin. “His tiny twig’d snap just looking at that!”

Penelope’s cheeks burned, her hands smoothing her skirt down, but the applause lingered, a warm hum in her chest. She glanced around, catching the wide-eyed stares of villagers and the knowing smirks of her classmates. Then Rose Carmichael sauntered over, her dress a clingy number that accentuated her G-cup barrage balloons, the hem teasing her own prodigious package. “Quite the show, Primrose,” she purred, bending to pick up a dropped coin. Her skirt flared, revealing the satin-clad gargantuan gonads that swung beneath, drawing a fresh round of gasps. “Fancy a breather?” she added, her eyes glinting with mischief.

Before Penelope could answer, Rose grabbed her hand and tugged her behind a nearby tent, the canvas shielding them from prying eyes. The air was thick with the scent of hay and sugar, and Rose wasted no time. She yanked up her skirt, exposing her semi-erect length—thick and veiny at nine inches—and the massive balls that hung heavy beneath, straining her satin drawers. “Come on, love, join the fun,” she urged, stepping closer. Her bulge brushed Penelope’s through their skirts, a jolt of heat sparking where satin met satin. Penelope’s breath hitched, her own ten-inch marvel twitching traitorously, her hefty orbs tightening in their confines. Rose’s hands grazed her hips, tugging at the sundress. “No one’s watching—let’s see what you’ve got.”

Penelope’s mind spun, her body thrumming with a mix of fear and fascination. She could feel the heat of Rose’s skin, the press of her outrageous endowments, and for a moment, she nearly gave in—nearly lifted her skirt to match Rose’s brazen display. But her nerves surged, and she pulled back, stammering, “I—I can’t!” She bolted from the tent, her skirt swishing, her heart pounding like a drum. Rose’s laughter followed her, low and teasing, as she stumbled back into the crowd.

The coach ride back was a blur, Penelope staring out the window as Lottie and Daphne chattered about the day. Back in her dorm, she stood before her mirror, peeling off the sundress to reveal the monumental brassiere cradling her bountiful blessings and the satin panties clinging to her colossal length and hefty orbs. She ran a hand over the fabric, her mind replaying Rose’s touch, the crowd’s cheers, the feel of her own power in that swing. She’d fled, yes, but the memory of it—of being seen, desired—stirred something deep. Her reflection stared back, a girl on the cusp of something new, her shyness fraying at the edges.

As she slipped into her nightgown, the fabric doing little to hide her extravagant curves or the prodigious bulge beneath, Daphne flopped onto her bed nearby. “You were a riot today, Penny,” she said, her nightie riding up to reveal lace knickers stretched over her hips. “Next time, don’t let Rose scare you off—she’s all talk. Well, talk and a hell of a package.” She giggled, rolling over, and Penelope smiled—a small, tentative thing. St. Titania’s was a world of excess, and for the first time, she felt a flicker of belonging in it.




Chapter Five: The Garden Groping

The sun dipped below the horizon, painting the college gardens in hues of amber and violet as Penelope Primrose wandered the winding paths. Dinner had been a blur of chatter and clinking cutlery, but the restlessness from the fair trip clung to her like a second skin. Her sundress hugged her H-cup treasures, the satin brassiere beneath straining to cradle their voluptuous weight, while the flared skirt swished around her thighs, teasing the prodigious bulge beneath. Her satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs, the fabric damp with the day’s heat and her own simmering thoughts. Crickets chirped in the warm dusk air, and the hedges loomed like silent sentinels, their shadows stretching long across the manicured lawn.

She paused by a rosebush, her fingers brushing the petals, when a rustle broke the stillness. Lottie Withers emerged from the bushes, her G-cup splendors spilling from a tight top that barely contained their jiggling bounty. Her short skirt was already flipped up, caught on a twig, revealing the lace knickers stretched tight over her massive balls and thick length—a meaty eight inches that bobbed with her steps. “Penny, you little minx!” Lottie giggled, her blonde hair tousled and wild. “Skulking about out here? Good thing I found you—I need a proper shag after that fair business, and you’re just the ticket.” Before Penelope could protest, Lottie grabbed her arm and tugged her behind a towering hedge, the scent of earth and roses thick around them.

Penelope’s heart thudded, her breath catching as Lottie’s hands roamed her curves. “Lottie, what—?” she started, but Lottie silenced her with a grin, yanking the sundress up and over Penelope’s head in one swift motion. The fabric fell to the grass, leaving her H-cup orbs to bounce free, the satin brassiere tumbling after as Lottie unhooked it with practiced ease. “Lord, look at these beauties,” Lottie murmured, cupping the heavy mounds, her thumbs brushing the stiffening nipples. She dropped to her knees, tugging Penelope’s panties down, and the ten-inch marvel sprang up, thick and veiny, crowned by a pair of hefty orbs that swung low and full. “And this—better than any lad I’ve had,” Lottie said, licking her lips.

Penelope shivered, naked in the twilight, her cock twitching under Lottie’s hungry gaze. Lottie shed her own top, her G-cup splendors spilling out, then kicked off her skirt and knickers, freeing her own prodigious length—rock-hard and glistening with a bead of precum. She pushed Penelope down onto the soft grass, the cool blades tickling her back, and straddled her hips. “Relax, love,” Lottie purred, gripping her own prick and guiding it to Penelope’s tight, virgin arse. She pressed in slow, the thick head stretching her open, and Penelope gasped, her hands clutching the earth as Lottie sank deeper, inch by inch, until her massive balls slapped against Penelope’s skin. “There we go,” Lottie moaned, starting a rhythm, her thrusts deep and deliberate.

The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure twisting together as Lottie fucked her, her cock sliding in and out with slick, wet sounds. Penelope’s own length throbbed, leaking against her belly, and Lottie reached down, wrapping her fingers around it. She stroked in time with her thrusts, her hand slick with Penelope’s precum, coaxing it to full, aching hardness. “You’re bloody tight,” Lottie panted, her G-cup orbs bouncing with each plunge, her balls smacking Penelope’s arse. “Let’s switch—want to feel that monster inside me.”

She pulled out, leaving Penelope gasping, and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide. Her cunt glistened, pink and wet, framed by the outrageous bulge of her still-hard cock and hefty orbs. Penelope hesitated, her body trembling with need, then climbed atop her, guided by Lottie’s eager hands. She lined up her ten-inch prick and thrust in, the tight heat enveloping her, and Lottie groaned, her head tipping back. “Yes, that’s it—fuck me, Penny!” she cried, her hands gripping Penelope’s hips as she began to move, her massive balls slapping against Lottie’s arse with each deep plunge.

Sweat slicked their bodies, the air filled with the sounds of flesh on flesh and ragged breaths. Penelope’s H-cup treasures bounced wildly, her cock driving into Lottie’s dripping cunt, the pressure building in her hefty orbs. Lottie’s hand flew to her own prick, stroking it frantically, her massive balls tightening. “Oh, fuck—gonna cum!” she gasped, and her cock erupted, thick ropes of cum splattering across Penelope’s thighs and belly, hot and sticky. The sight tipped Penelope over the edge—her balls clenched, and she thrust deep, unloading a gushing flood inside Lottie’s cunt, her cum spilling out around her shaft as she shuddered through the climax.

They collapsed in a tangle, breathless and slick, the grass cool against their overheated skin. Lottie laughed, a low, throaty sound, and propped herself on an elbow. “Better than any lad, Penny—Tom’s got nothing on you,” she said, patting Penelope’s bum with a grin. “You’re a natural.” She gathered her clothes, slipping back into her knickers and top, her massive balls still bulging as she winked and slipped away into the shadows.

Penelope lay there a moment longer, her body raw and alive, the night air kissing her naked skin. Slowly, she rose, retrieving her sundress and panties. The satin clung to her cum-streaked thighs as she dressed, her ten-inch marvel softening but still heavy, her H-cup orbs tender from the jostling. Back in the dorm, she stood before her mirror, the nightgown she slipped into doing little to hide her extravagant curves or the prodigious bulge beneath. Daphne slept on, oblivious, her nightie rucked up to reveal lace knickers stretched over her hips.

Penelope sank onto her bed, her mind replaying the garden—Lottie’s touch, the stretch of her arse, the wet heat of her cunt, the explosive release. Her first time, raw and unrestrained, had cracked something open inside her. She’d been shy, yes, but now she felt a pulse of power, a taste of what her body could do in this world of excess. Her hand drifted to her satin-clad length, still sensitive, and a small smile curved her lips. St. Titania’s was a place of flaunting and fucking, and for the first time, she wondered how much more she could claim.




Chapter Six: The Gossip in the Gazebo

The midday sun bathed the college gardens in a golden glow, its warmth seeping through the lattice roof of the gazebo where Penelope Primrose sat perched on a cushioned bench. Her sundress clung to her H-cup treasures, the satin brassiere beneath straining to cradle their voluptuous weight, while the flared skirt danced around her thighs, teasing the prodigious bulge that nestled in her satin panties. The ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs beneath felt tender still, a lingering echo of Lottie’s touch from the night before, and Penelope’s fingers fidgeted with a notebook in her lap, sketching roses to calm the restless buzz in her chest. Bees hummed around the blooming flowers, their drone mingling with the rustle of leaves in the breeze, and for a moment, she felt almost at peace—until the crunch of gravel announced company.

Rose Carmichael sauntered into view, her G-cup barrage balloons bouncing beneath a tight top that stretched thin over their jiggling bounty. Her short skirt rode up as she approached, caught on a hip, revealing the satin drawers stretched taut over her gargantuan gonads—two plump spheres that swung with every step, framing a thick length that bulged obscenely. “Well, if it isn’t our little star,” Rose purred, plopping onto the bench beside Penelope, her skirt flipping higher to give a fleeting glimpse of her outrageous endowments. Before Penelope could muster a reply, Daphne flounced in, her blonde curls bouncing, her blouse straining over her stupendous pillows. She sat with a flourish, her skirt flipping up to expose the lace knickers clinging to her pert backside, and grinned at Penelope. “Fancy meeting you here, love—hiding from the world?”

Penelope’s cheeks flushed, her pencil pausing mid-stroke. “Just… drawing,” she mumbled, but Rose leaned closer, her hand brushing Penelope’s arm, the heat of her skin palpable through the sundress. “Drawing, eh? After last night, I’d wager you’ve got more on your mind than flowers,” she teased, her voice low and conspiratorial. She bent to adjust her stocking, her skirt flaring again, the satin drawers showcasing her massive balls in all their glory, and Penelope’s eyes darted away, her heart thudding. Daphne giggled, nudging her. “Oh, come off it, Rose—don’t scare her. Though I did hear some moans from the gardens last night. Sounded like someone was having a jolly good time.”

The air thickened with implication, and Penelope’s blush deepened, her fingers tightening on the notebook. She couldn’t deny it—not with the memory of Lottie’s slick heat, the slap of flesh, the gushing release still vivid in her mind. Rose smirked, patting Penelope’s bum with a playful swat that sent a jolt through her. “Don’t be coy, Primrose. I’d bet my best knickers you’ve got hidden talents—ones that’d make my Harry’s pitiful equipment shrivel in shame.” She shifted, her top straining as her G-cup splendors jiggled, and sighed. “Poor sod’s got nothing on what’s swinging under that skirt of yours.”

Daphne leaned in, her voluptuous orbs pressing against her blouse as she propped her chin on her hand. “She’s right, you know. My chap back home’s got a pathetic twig—barely a nudge compared to the bulges I’ve seen round here.” Her eyes flicked to Penelope’s lap, where the sundress hinted at the ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs beneath, and she grinned. “So, Penny, spill it—have you sampled the goods yet? Some lucky girl—or shemale—get a taste of that monster?” Her skirt flipped up again as she crossed her legs, the lace knickers catching the light, and Penelope swallowed hard, her tongue thick with nerves.

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” she stammered, but the lie felt flimsy, and Rose’s laughter rang out, bright and bawdy. “Oh, you’re a terrible fibber! I can see it in your eyes—you’ve had a go, haven’t you? Good for you, love. Those assets deserve a proper airing.” She stretched, her skirt riding higher, the satin drawers outlining every curve of her prodigious package, and Penelope felt a flicker of something—pride, perhaps, or the ghost of last night’s thrill—stirring beneath her shyness.

The gazebo creaked as Lottie burst in, her arrival a whirlwind of blonde hair and jiggling G-cup splendors under a tight sweater. She bent to pluck a daisy from the grass, her skirt flipping up to reveal the hefty orbs nestled in her lace knickers, the same ones that had slapped against Penelope’s skin hours ago. “What’s this, a hen party without me?” she chirped, straightening with a wink at Penelope. “Caught you gossiping, have they, Penny? Don’t worry—our little secret’s safe.” She plopped down beside Daphne, her skirt riding up again, and the group erupted in giggles, the air thick with camaraderie and knowing glances.

“Secret, eh?” Rose prodded, her eyes glinting. “Sounds like a story worth hearing.” Lottie waved a hand, her massive balls shifting in their lace confines. “Oh, nothing much—just Penny being the star of the night, that’s all. Speaking of which, how about a girls’ day out to town? We could hit the shops, get some proper frocks—show off what we’ve got.” She nudged Penelope, her touch lingering. “You’re coming, aren’t you, love? Can’t hide that glow forever.”

Penelope’s heart raced, her mind a whirl of nerves and newfound belonging. The way they looked at her—Rose with mischief, Daphne with envy, Lottie with pride—felt different now, less like scrutiny and more like acceptance. “I… suppose I could,” she said, her voice soft but steadier than before. The girls cheered, Daphne clapping her hands, her stupendous pillows bouncing, while Rose leaned in, whispering, “Wear something tight, eh? Give the town a proper eyeful.”

As they chattered on, planning their outing, Penelope glanced at her reflection in the gazebo’s glass pane. The girl staring back stood taller, her H-cup treasures proud beneath the sundress, the flare of her skirt hinting at the colossal endowments below. Last night had shifted something—she’d tasted power, felt desire, and now the whispers of her peers cemented it. She closed her notebook, the sketch of roses unfinished, and smiled—a small, tentative thing, but real. St. Titania’s was a world of flaunting and excess, and for the first time, she felt less like an outsider and more like a player in its game.

Back in her dorm that afternoon, she peeled off the sundress, the satin brassiere and panties falling away to reveal her extravagant curves and prodigious bulge. She ran a hand over her ten-inch marvel, still sensitive, and sighed. The shyness lingered, but it was fraying, thread by thread, replaced by a spark she couldn’t name. Tomorrow, she’d step into town with them—not just as Penelope, but as someone they saw, someone they wanted. And that, she thought, was a start.




Chapter Seven: The Teashop Tryst

The teashop on the edge of town was a quaint little haven, its walls lined with floral wallpaper and its air thick with the scent of scones and Earl Grey. Penelope Primrose sat at a corner table, the chatter of her classmates blending with the clink of china as the girls’ shopping trip took a leisurely pause. Her tight blouse clung to her H-cup treasures, the satin brassiere beneath straining to contain their voluptuous bounty, while her short skirt grazed her thighs, teasing the prodigious bulge nestled in her satin panties. The ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs beneath pulsed faintly, a lingering heat from the day’s excitement—the dresses tried, the glances shared—stirring beneath her skin. Around her, the group sprawled across mismatched chairs, their extravagant curves and outrageous endowments drawing stares from the prim matrons sipping tea nearby.

Lottie lounged opposite, her G-cup splendors jiggling under a sweater as she recounted the fair, her skirt flipping up to reveal the hefty orbs straining her lace knickers. Rose, beside her, adjusted her top, her G-cup barrage balloons threatening to spill out, her skirt riding high to hint at the gargantuan gonads beneath her satin drawers. But it was Daphne who held Penelope’s attention, perched beside her with a wicked gleam in her eye. Her blonde curls bounced as she leaned forward to pour tea, her blouse stretching tight over her stupendous pillows, the buttons gaping to reveal a glimpse of lace. Her skirt flipped up with the motion, exposing the lace knickers stretched taut over her pert backside, and she caught Penelope’s gaze, smirking. “You’ve got a proper glow today, Penny,” she teased, her voice low. “Care to prove it?”

Penelope’s cheeks flushed, her fingers tightening around her teacup. “Prove what?” she mumbled, but Daphne’s hand brushed her thigh under the table, a fleeting spark that sent a jolt straight to her massive package. “Oh, you know,” Daphne purred, setting the teapot down with a clink. “That glow’s not from the sun, is it?” Before Penelope could stammer a reply, Daphne slid off her chair, disappearing beneath the long tablecloth with a rustle, her giggle muffled by the fabric. The others chattered on, oblivious, as Penelope felt a tug at her skirt—Daphne’s fingers lifting it high, the cool air kissing her skin.

Her heart thudded, her breath catching as Daphne peeled her satin panties aside, the ten-inch marvel springing free, thick and veiny, already half-hard from the thrill. Her hefty orbs dangled low, heavy with anticipation, and Daphne’s warm breath ghosted over them, sending a shiver up Penelope’s spine. “Lord, you’re a sight,” Daphne whispered, her voice a sultry hum beneath the table. Then her mouth closed over Penelope’s cock, hot and wet, her lips stretching wide to take the girth. Penelope gripped the table’s edge, stifling a gasp as Daphne sucked, her tongue swirling around the head, coaxing it to full, aching hardness. The slick sounds were lost under the clatter of teacups, but Penelope’s world narrowed to the heat of Daphne’s mouth, the pull of her lips as she bobbed deeper, taking half the length with a muffled moan.

Daphne’s fingers teased Penelope’s massive balls, rolling them gently, her nails grazing the sensitive skin as she worked. Penelope’s thighs trembled, her H-cup treasures heaving beneath her blouse, the satin brassiere digging in as her chest rose and fell. Under the table, Daphne’s other hand slipped into her own knickers, the rustle of lace faint as she frigged herself, her fingers slick with her own juices. Her moans vibrated around Penelope’s cock, urging it to leak—thick beads of precum that Daphne lapped up eagerly, her tongue relentless. Penelope’s head tipped back, her lips parting in a silent cry as the pressure built, her balls tightening, the teashop fading to a distant hum.

Lottie’s voice cut through—“Penny, you alright? You look flushed!”—and Penelope forced a nod, her voice a strained squeak. “F-fine, just… warm.” Rose smirked, bending to retrieve a dropped spoon, her skirt flaring to flash her satin-clad gonads, but no one noticed Daphne’s absence, the tablecloth shielding her mischief. Beneath it, Daphne sucked harder, her throat constricting around Penelope’s prick, her fingers plunging faster into her dripping cunt. Penelope’s climax hit like a wave, her balls clenching as she unloaded a torrent of thick cum into Daphne’s mouth, the hot flood spilling down her throat. Daphne swallowed greedily, her own release following—a muffled whimper as her juices soaked her knickers, her body shuddering under the table.

She emerged moments later, sliding back into her seat with a casual flick of her curls, licking her lips as she reached for her tea. “Delicious,” she murmured, winking at Penelope, who sat trembling, her skirt hastily smoothed down, her satin panties damp and clinging to her softening ten-inch marvel. The others prattled on, oblivious, but Penelope felt the weight of Daphne’s gaze, a shared secret sparking between them. Her hands shook as she lifted her cup, the afterglow pulsing through her, raw and electric.

The teashop emptied as the girls gathered their bags, the matrons casting disapproving glances at their tight clothing and outrageous bulges. Back on the coach, Penelope sat silently, her blouse still taut over her H-cup treasures, her skirt hiding the evidence of her climax—though a faint dampness lingered on her thighs. Daphne leaned close, her voluptuous orbs brushing Penelope’s arm. “You’re a quiet one, but you’ve got fire, Penny,” she whispered, her breath warm against her ear. “Next time, I’ll make you scream.”

Penelope’s cheeks burned, but a smile tugged at her lips—small, tentative, but real. Back in her dorm that night, she peeled off her blouse and skirt, the satin brassiere and panties falling away to reveal her extravagant curves and prodigious package. She stood before the mirror, her ten-inch marvel soft but heavy, her hefty orbs tender from Daphne’s touch. The shyness that had once defined her was fraying, thread by thread, replaced by a boldness she could taste. She’d been seen, taken, and now she’d given—under a teashop table, no less—and the thrill of it cemented her place in St. Titania’s world of excess. As she slipped into her nightgown, the fabric teasing her sensitive skin, she wondered what else she might dare to claim.




Chapter Eight: The Garden Giggles

The college gardens shimmered under the noon sun, their roses glistening with dew as Penelope Primrose strolled along the gravel paths, her sketchbook tucked under her arm. Her tight sweater hugged her H-cup treasures, the satin brassiere beneath straining to cradle their voluptuous weight, while her short skirt swished around her thighs, teasing the prodigious bulge nestled in her satin panties. The ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs beneath shifted with each step, a quiet reminder of her teashop tryst with Daphne—the heat of it still lingered, a secret that made her cheeks flush even now. Birds chirped overhead, their song mingling with the rustle of leaves, and for a moment, she felt a rare calm—until the crunch of footsteps shattered it.

Daphne bounced into view, her blonde curls dancing, her blouse stretched tight over her stupendous pillows. Her skirt flipped up as she skipped forward, revealing the lace knickers stretched taut over her pert backside, and she grinned at Penelope like a cat with cream. “There you are, Penny!” she called, her voice bright with mischief. Beside her walked Clara Henshaw, a new shemale fresher with G-cup splendors that jiggled beneath a clingy top. Her skirt hugged her hips, outlining the outrageous bulge of her massive balls and thick length, and as she bent to sniff a rose, the fabric rode up, flashing the silk drawers that barely contained her gargantuan gonads. “Heard you’ve been the talk of the maids,” Clara said, straightening with a smirk, her chestnut hair catching the light.

Penelope’s pencil slipped in her grip, her heart thudding. “The maids?” she echoed, her voice a squeak, but Daphne laughed, closing the distance to pat her bum with a playful swat. “Oh, yes—one of ‘em caught wind of your teashop talents from a lass at the shop. Couldn’t keep it quiet, could you?” Her voluptuous orbs bounced as she clapped her hands, delight sparking in her eyes. “And who could blame you? That glow’s positively indecent.”

Clara stepped closer, her skirt teasing higher, the silk drawers outlining every curve of her prodigious package. “My boyfriend’d be green with envy if he knew,” she sighed, her tone theatrical. “Poor chap’s got a tiny nub—nothing like what you’re packing, Penny. How d’you keep so quiet about it?” She adjusted her top, her G-cup splendors shifting, and leaned in, her gaze flicking to Penelope’s lap where the skirt hinted at her ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs. “I’d be shouting it from the rooftops.”

Penelope’s cheeks burned, her fingers clutching the sketchbook as if it might shield her. “It’s not—I mean, I didn’t—” she stammered, but Daphne cut in, her skirt flipping up again as she twirled, flashing her lace-clad backside. “Don’t be shy, love! You’re a legend now. Gave me the best treat under that table—better than any lad’s managed.” She winked, and Clara giggled, bending to pluck a daisy, her massive balls swaying in their silk confines. “Wish I’d been there to see it,” Clara said, straightening. “My Harry’s useless downstairs—might have to borrow you myself.”

The air thickened with their laughter, a warm, bawdy hum that wrapped around Penelope like a blanket. She couldn’t deny it—the teashop, the garden with Lottie, the way her body had taken and given—it had changed her. Her shyness still flickered, but it was softer now, overshadowed by a pride she hadn’t known she could feel. “It just… happened,” she admitted, her voice steadier, and Daphne clapped again, her stupendous pillows jiggling. “That’s the spirit! Own it, Penny—you’ve got more down there than half the county combined.”

A shadow fell across the path as Lottie joined them, her G-cup splendors bouncing beneath a tight sweater, her blonde hair wild from the breeze. She bent to pick up a pebble, her skirt flipping up to reveal the hefty orbs nestled in her lace knickers—the same ones that had slapped against Penelope’s skin in the dark. “What’s all this giggling about?” she asked, straightening with a grin, the pebble twirling in her fingers. “Caught Penny blushing again, have you?” Her eyes met Penelope’s, a knowing spark passing between them, and Daphne smirked. “Oh, just chatting about her rise to fame. Maids can’t stop nattering about the teashop.”

Lottie’s laughter rang out, bright and brassy. “Can’t say I’m surprised—she’s a star, our Penny.” She tossed the pebble aside, her skirt riding up again as she stretched, her massive balls shifting in their lace confines. “Tell you what—let’s throw a garden party tonight. Showcase Penny’s rise proper-like. Skirts up, tops tight, the works.” She nudged Penelope, her touch lingering on her arm. “You’re in, aren’t you, love? Can’t hide that glow forever.”

Penelope’s heart raced, her mind whirling with nerves and a strange, thrilling warmth. The way they looked at her—Daphne with glee, Clara with envy, Lottie with pride—felt like a spotlight she’d once shied from but now craved. “A party?” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I… yes, alright.” The girls cheered, Daphne twirling again, her skirt flaring, while Clara adjusted her top, her gargantuan gonads bulging as she clapped. “Brilliant!” Lottie cried. “We’ll make it a night to remember—give the maids something new to gossip about.”

As they chattered on, plotting the evening, Penelope opened her sketchbook, her pencil tracing the outline of a rose. But her eyes drifted to her reflection in a nearby puddle—the tight sweater hugging her H-cup treasures, the skirt teasing her massive package—and she smiled, a real, unshaken thing. The garden had seen her first taste, the teashop her second, and now the whispers were spreading, weaving her into St. Titania’s tapestry of excess. She wasn’t just the shy girl anymore—she was Penelope, the one they talked about, the one they wanted.

Back in her dorm that afternoon, she peeled off her sweater and skirt, the satin brassiere and panties falling away to reveal her extravagant curves and prodigious bulge. She stood before the mirror, her ten-inch marvel soft but heavy, her hefty orbs a quiet testament to her awakening. The shyness that had once cloaked her was fraying, replaced by a boldness she could feel in her bones. Tonight, she’d step into the garden again—not to hide, but to shine. And as she picked out a tight dress for the party, the fabric promising to flaunt every inch of her, she knew she was ready.




Chapter Nine: The Garden Party Grind

The college gardens glowed under a canopy of fairy lights, their delicate twinkle weaving through the hedges as the garden party swung into full revelry. Penelope Primrose stood near a table laden with punch, her tight dress a marvel of scarlet fabric that hugged her H-cup treasures, the satin brassiere beneath straining to contain their voluptuous bounty. The flared skirt danced around her thighs, teasing the prodigious bulge nestled in her satin panties—her ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs pulsing with the night’s electric energy. The air hummed with laughter and the clink of glasses, students twirling in tight outfits that flaunted their extravagant curves and outrageous endowments, a sea of jiggling flesh and flipping skirts beneath the moonlit sky.

Lottie Withers spun into view, her G-cup splendors bouncing wildly in a low-cut top that barely held them, her short skirt swishing with every step. She bent to pour punch, the skirt flipping up to reveal the massive balls straining her lace knickers, two plump spheres that swung low, framing a thick length that bulged beneath. “Penny, you gorgeous thing!” she cried, straightening with a glass in hand, her blonde hair wild and her eyes glinting. “Dance with me—let’s give ‘em a show!” Before Penelope could protest, Lottie grabbed her arm, pulling her into the throng of swaying bodies, the crowd parting with cheers and whistles.

Their dance was a collision of heat and rhythm, Lottie’s hands roaming Penelope’s curves, brushing the H-cup treasures that heaved beneath her dress. The fabric stretched tight as their bodies pressed close, Lottie’s outrageous bulge grinding against Penelope’s, the satin and lace a flimsy barrier between their throbbing endowments. “You’re the star tonight, love,” Lottie purred, her breath hot against Penelope’s ear, and the crowd hooted, some girls lifting their skirts to flash their voluptuous orbs, others adjusting tops to flaunt their massive packages. Penelope’s heart raced, her shyness a faint echo drowned by the thrill—until Lottie’s grip tightened, tugging her toward a shadowed hedge.

“Come on,” Lottie whispered, her voice thick with intent, and Penelope stumbled after her, the fairy lights fading as the hedge swallowed them in darkness. Lottie spun her around, yanking the tight dress up and over Penelope’s head in one swift motion, the fabric pooling on the grass. Her H-cup orbs spilled free, the satin brassiere tumbling after as Lottie unhooked it, her hands cupping the heavy mounds with a groan. “Fucking hell, these are perfect,” she muttered, then dropped to her knees, peeling Penelope’s panties down. The ten-inch marvel sprang up, thick and veiny, rock-hard and leaking, crowned by hefty orbs that dangled full and tight. Penelope gasped, naked in the night air, her cock twitching under Lottie’s hungry stare.

Lottie shed her own top, her G-cup splendors bouncing free, then kicked off her skirt and knickers, her thick length—eight inches of rigid heat—springing up, glistening with precum. She turned, bending over with her hands braced against the hedge, her arse high and her dripping cunt exposed, framed by her massive balls. “Fuck me, Penny,” she begged, her voice raw, and Penelope stepped forward, gripping her hips. She lined up her ten-inch prick and thrust in, the tight, wet heat swallowing her whole, and Lottie moaned loud enough to wake the stars, her body rocking back to meet each plunge.

The rhythm was hard and fast, Penelope’s massive balls slapping against Lottie’s arse with every thrust, the slick sounds of flesh on flesh mingling with the distant hum of the party. Lottie’s cunt clenched around her, hot and greedy, and Penelope’s H-cup treasures bounced wildly, her breath ragged as the pressure built. Lottie’s hand flew to her own cock, stroking it frantically, her hefty orbs tightening. “Oh, fuck—yes!” she gasped, and her climax hit, thick ropes of cum spurting onto the grass, her body shuddering as she milked Penelope’s prick with every pulse.

The sight—Lottie’s release, her moans—tipped Penelope over the edge. Her balls clenched, and she thrust deep, unloading a torrent of thick cum into Lottie’s cunt, the hot flood spilling out around her shaft as she groaned, her hips jerking with each spurt. Lottie’s knees buckled, her cunt dripping with Penelope’s load, and they sank to the grass, panting and slick with sweat. “Better than any lad, Penny,” Lottie rasped, a grin splitting her face as she patted Penelope’s bum. “You’re a bloody marvel.”

They disentangled, giggling as they dressed—Penelope’s tight dress stained with grass, her satin panties damp and clinging to her softening ten-inch marvel, Lottie’s top askew and her lace knickers bulging anew. They stumbled back to the party, disheveled but glowing, the crowd parting with knowing smirks and cheers. Rose caught Penelope’s eye, bending to adjust her skirt and flashing her gargantuan gonads, while Daphne twirled, her voluptuous orbs bouncing, shouting, “There’s our star!” Glasses raised, skirts flipped, and Penelope stood taller, her chest heaving beneath the dress, her bulge proud and unhidden.

Back in her dorm later, she peeled off the scarlet fabric, the satin brassiere and panties falling away to reveal her extravagant curves and prodigious package. She stood before the mirror, her H-cup treasures tender from the jostling, her ten-inch marvel soft but heavy, her hefty orbs a testament to the night’s triumph. The shyness that had once cloaked her was gone, burned away in the heat of Lottie’s cunt, the roar of the crowd. She’d fucked and been cheered for it—claimed her place as more than a bystander in St. Titania’s world of excess.

Daphne stirred in her bed, her nightie rucked up to reveal lace knickers stretched over her hips. “Heard you out there, Penny,” she mumbled, half-asleep, a smile curling her lips. “Bloody brilliant.” Penelope slipped into her nightgown, the fabric teasing her sensitive skin, and sank onto her bed, a rush of power thrumming through her. The garden party had crowned her—not just seen, but desired, a star in their bawdy constellation. And as she drifted off, her hand resting on her satin-clad bulge, she knew she’d only begun to shine.




Chapter Ten: The Talent Show Triumph

The grand hall of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies glittered under chandeliers, its polished floors reflecting the glow of anticipation as the end-of-term talent show commenced. Penelope Primrose stood backstage, her heart a drumbeat in her chest, her tight emerald dress clinging to her H-cup treasures like a second skin. The satin brassiere beneath strained to cradle their voluptuous bounty, while the flared skirt swished around her thighs, teasing the prodigious bulge nestled in her satin panties—her ten-inch marvel and hefty orbs a quiet testament to her transformation. The air buzzed with whispers and giggles, students and staff packed into velvet seats, their extravagant curves and outrageous endowments on full display in tight tops and flippy skirts.

Miss Agatha Plum took the stage, her tailored dress hugging her bountiful blessings, the fabric flaring over a bulge that drew gasps from the freshers. “Tonight, we celebrate our ladies’ talents!” she declared, her voice ringing out. “From poise to prowess, let’s see what you’ve learned.” She bent to adjust her notes, her skirt riding up to reveal silk drawers stretched taut over her colossal gonads, prompting a ripple of titters. Penelope peeked from the wings, spotting Lottie in the front row, her G-cup splendors jiggling under a sweater as she clapped, her skirt flipping up to flash her massive balls in lace knickers. Rose and Daphne sat beside her, Rose’s G-cup barrage balloons bouncing as she whispered, Daphne’s voluptuous orbs straining her blouse as she winked at Penelope.

The acts unfolded—a girl twirling batons, her tight top showcasing her voluminous pillows; a shemale reciting poetry, her skirt riding up to reveal gargantuan gonads in satin drawers—but Penelope’s nerves held her focus. She’d signed up on a whim, spurred by Lottie’s nudge after the garden party, her shyness now a faint shadow against the boldness she’d claimed. Her talent wasn’t song or dance but a display of confidence: a deportment walk, a nod to her first clumsy curtsy, now perfected to flaunt every inch of her. She adjusted her dress, the fabric teasing her massive package, and took a deep breath as Miss Fox called her name.

The spotlight hit her like a lover’s touch, warm and demanding, as she stepped onto the stage. Her heels clicked, her H-cup treasures swaying with each measured step, the emerald dress catching the light. She paused, turning gracefully, and let her skirt flare just enough to hint at the ten-inch marvel beneath, her satin panties clinging to her hefty orbs. The crowd gasped, then cheered, glasses raised as Lottie whooped, “That’s our Penny!” Penelope smiled, her nerves melting into pride, and executed a perfect curtsy—no wobble, no accidental flash, just poise that radiated power. She bent slightly, letting her dress hug her curves, and the hall erupted, students stomping, some lifting skirts to flash their own outrageous bulges in solidarity.

Backstage, Daphne pounced, her skirt flipping up to reveal her pert backside in lace knickers. “You were bloody marvelous!” she cried, patting Penelope’s bum. “My chap’d faint seeing that strut—his little twig’s got nothing on you.” Rose joined them, her skirt riding high to show her gargantuan gonads, and smirked. “Harry’s useless compared to that performance. You’ve got the whole place gagging for more.” Lottie swept in last, her massive balls shifting in their lace confines as she hugged Penelope tight. “Told you you’re a star, love. Garden, teashop, now this—you’re unstoppable.”

Miss Fox approached, her blouse unbuttoned to flaunt her bountiful blessings, her pencil skirt outlining her colossal package. “Miss Primrose, you’ve come far,” she said, her voice a sultry purr. “That walk was a masterclass in owning your assets.” She bent to pick up a dropped program, her silk drawers flashing, and Penelope felt a flush of gratitude—not just for the praise, but for the world that had pushed her to shine. The show ended with applause that shook the rafters, and as the students spilled into the gardens for a final toast, Penelope lingered, her reflection in a window catching her eye. The girl staring back was no longer shy—she was Penelope, bold and radiant, her H-cup treasures and massive package a crown she wore with ease.

The night wound down under the fairy lights, skirts flipping and laughter ringing as the term closed. Penelope sipped punch, her dress still tight, her bulge unhidden, and felt the weight of eyes—admiring, envious, desiring. She’d arrived at St. Titania’s trembling, but now she stood tall, her journey from curtsy to climax a tapestry of growth. Lottie raised a glass, her hefty orbs bulging as she toasted, “To Penny—the brightest bloody star!” and the crowd roared, their extravagant anatomies a chorus of celebration.




Epilogue

Six months later, Penelope stood on the steps of St. Titania’s, her trunk packed for the summer. Her tight blouse hugged her H-cup treasures, her skirt teasing her ten-inch marvel, but the nervous girl who’d arrived was gone. She’d return next term, Miss Fox had hinted, as a mentor—her poise and prowess a model for new freshers. Lottie waved from a car, her G-cup splendors bouncing, promising letters filled with gossip. Daphne and Rose lingered, their skirts flipping in the breeze, their laughter a reminder of shared secrets. As Penelope boarded her train, her satin panties clinging to her massive package, she smiled. St. Titania’s had shaped her—not just her body, but her soul—into a woman who flaunted, fucked, and thrived, unapologetically herself in a world that demanded nothing less.

Cock and Cleavage Capers




Chapter One: The Grand Arrival at St. Titania’s

The gravel crunched under the wheels of the rickety old taxi as it rolled up to the ivy-clad gates of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies. Inside, two figures jostled against each other, their outrageous curves barely contained by the creaking leather seats. Pippa, eighteen, and her best mate Lola, nineteen, were a sight to behold, their towering twin peaks straining against their tight, cherry-red sweaters. Pippa’s knockers were a marvel of nature, easily J-cups, her colossal chest wobbling with every bump in the road. Lola’s bountiful bosom was no less impressive, her sweater stretched so tight you could see the faint outline of her enormous brassiere beneath, a heroic contraption of satin and steel designed to corral her stupendous assets.

“Oi, Pip, you reckon they’ll let us in lookin’ like this?” Lola giggled, adjusting her flippy little skirt. It barely skimmed her thighs, and when she shifted, it rode up to flash a glimpse of her satin knickers, stretched taut over the monstrous bulge of her ten-inch cock and melon-sized bollocks. She gave her skirt a playful tug, knowing full well it wouldn’t stay down for long. Pippa smirked, her own skirt—a scandalously short number in plaid—doing fuck-all to hide her own massive package. Her balls, heavy and round as cricket balls, peeked out whenever she so much as twitched.

“Course they will, you daft cow,” Pippa shot back, her voice dripping with cheek. “This place is crawling with birds and sheilas like us, all tits and tackle. They’d be mad to turn away a pair of stunners with pricks this bloody gorgeous.” She gave her own bulge a proud pat, the outline of her thick, semi-erect shaft pressing lewdly against her skirt. The driver, a ruddy-faced bloke with a cig dangling from his lips, nearly swerved off the road as he caught a glimpse in the rearview mirror.

The gates swung open, and the taxi trundled up the drive, past manicured lawns where busty lasses in tight blouses bent over to pick up books or adjust their stockings, their arses in the air and skirts flipping up to reveal lacy garters and knickers stretched to bursting. St. Titania’s was a paradise of feminine excess, a world where women’s lib was a dirty word and every bird—whether she had a cunt or a cock—was expected to flaunt her goods. Pippa and Lola fit right in, their towering tit-mountains and pendulous undercarriages marking them as prime specimens.

They spilled out of the taxi, Pippa’s skirt catching on the door and riding up to expose her hefty bollocks, dangling like ripe fruit beneath her satin panties. She didn’t bother fixing it, just gave her arse a wiggle and let the driver cop an eyeful. Lola, meanwhile, bent over to grab her suitcase, her skirt flipping up to reveal her own massive sack, the weight of it tugging her knickers down an inch. “Fuck me, these bags are heavy,” she groaned, though the gleam in her eye said she loved the excuse to show off.

The porter, a gangly lad with a mop of ginger hair, nearly dropped his clipboard as he scurried over. “W-welcome to St. Titania’s, misses,” he stammered, eyes darting between their prodigious chesticles and the obscene bulges tenting their skirts. “I’ll, er, take your bags.” He reached for Lola’s suitcase, but she swatted his hand away with a grin.

“Hands off, mate. I’ve got it. Don’t want you straining yourself—or popping a stiffy you can’t hide.” She hoisted the bag herself, her sweater pulling tight across her gargantuan globes as she moved. Pippa followed suit, her own rack jiggling like jelly as she sashayed toward the main hall, her skirt swishing to flash her bollocks at every step.

Inside, the hall was a riot of femininity. Students milled about, all of them drop-dead gorgeous with sweater-stretching baps that defied gravity. Some were proper girls, their tight skirts hugging pert arses and their blouses unbuttoned just enough to show off lacy bras cradling their tremendous ta-tas. Others were sheilas like Pippa and Lola, their skirts doing a piss-poor job of concealing their meaty endowments. One lass, a raven-haired beauty with knockers the size of beach balls, bent over to tie her shoe, her skirt riding up to reveal a plump pair of bollocks swinging free beneath a scrap of pink lace.

“Bloody hell, Pip,” Lola whispered, nudging her mate. “Look at the size of her sack! Bet her boyfriend’s a right disappointment after that.” Pippa sniggered, her own cock twitching at the thought. She’d shagged her fair share of blokes back home, and most of them couldn’t hold a candle to her own girthy monster. It was why she and Lola got on so well—two peas in a pod, both blessed with titanic titties and cocks that could make a stallion blush.

A teacher swept toward them, her heels clicking on the polished floor. Miss Harrow was a vision, a statuesque matron with a bosom so vast it threatened to burst her tweed jacket. Her skirt was pencil-tight, hugging her hips, and when she turned to point at the registrar’s desk, it pulled up just enough to hint at the garters beneath. “You must be our new girls,” she said, her voice a sultry purr. “Philippa and Dolores, yes? We’ve been expecting you.”

“Pippa and Lola, if it’s all the same, miss,” Pippa replied, flashing a grin. She leaned forward to shake Miss Harrow’s hand, her sweater gapping to reveal the cavernous cleavage of her titanic treasures, barely contained by a black satin bra that creaked under the strain. Miss Harrow’s eyes flicked downward, lingering on the obscene bulge where Pippa’s cock pressed against her skirt.

“Charmed,” Miss Harrow said, her lips twitching. “You’ll fit in splendidly here. Now, let’s get you settled. Follow me.” She turned, her arse swaying as she led them down the corridor, and Lola couldn’t resist giving it a cheeky pat. Miss Harrow didn’t flinch, just tossed a knowing smirk over her shoulder.

They passed a gaggle of students, one of whom—a blonde sheila with a rack like a pair of zeppelins—whined to her mate, “I swear, Trevor’s knob’s barely six inches. I saw these two walk in, and their bulges alone make him look like a bloody eunuch.” Her friend, a curvy brunette with melons spilling out of her blouse, nodded sympathetically, her eyes glued to Lola’s skirt as it flipped up again, flashing her colossal bollocks.

“Poor sod,” Lola muttered to Pippa, adjusting her bra strap where it dug into her shoulder. “Reckon we oughta show ‘em what a real shag’s like?” Pippa laughed, her own prick stiffening at the thought, tenting her skirt even more. The day was young, and St. Titania’s was already proving to be a playground of pure, unadulterated filth. She couldn’t wait to see what—or who—they’d get their hands on next.




Chapter Two: The Dorm Room Debacle

Pippa and Lola traipsed down the corridor of St. Titania’s, their heels clicking and their outrageous curves swaying with every step. Pippa’s plaid skirt flipped up as she walked, flashing her satin knickers stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks the size of ripe peaches. Her sweater clung to her J-cup juggernauts, the outline of her massive brassiere—a heroic feat of engineering in black lace—visible through the wool. Lola, beside her, was a vision in a flippy little skirt that danced around her thighs, barely concealing her own monstrous package. Her cherry-red sweater strained over her colossal chest cannons, the satin straps of her bra digging into her shoulders from the sheer weight of her assets.

They reached their dorm room, a cozy nook with three narrow beds, and shoved the door open to find their third roommate already unpacking. Ginny was a stunner, her raven hair cascading over a tight blouse that popped a button as she bent over her suitcase, her skirt riding up to reveal a pair of satin knickers clinging for dear life to her eleven-inch cock and a sack so plump it could’ve doubled as a pillow. Her knockers were like ripe watermelons, wobbling as she straightened up, blushing furiously. “Oh, h-hello,” she stammered, tugging her skirt down, though it did fuck-all to hide her hefty bollocks peeking out the sides.

“Blimey, look at you!” Pippa crowed, dropping her bag and giving Ginny’s arse a cheeky pat. “You’re packing more than most blokes I’ve shagged!” Lola giggled, bending over to toss her suitcase onto her bed, her skirt flipping up to flash her own colossal balls, dangling like pendulums beneath her stretched knickers. Ginny’s eyes widened, darting between their obscene bulges and the titanic tit-mountains spilling out of their sweaters.

“I-I’m Ginny,” she managed, adjusting her blouse, which only made her stupendous globes jiggle more. “Didn’t expect roommates like… well, like you two.” Pippa smirked, yanking her sweater off to reveal her bra in all its glory—black satin with cups so deep they could’ve held a pint each, barely containing her wobbling wonders. “We’re Pippa and Lola, love. And don’t worry, we’re all birds of a feather here—tits and tackle to spare.”

The trio hit it off like a house on fire, bonding over the shared struggle of finding bras that didn’t snap and skirts that didn’t betray their massive undercarriages at every turn. Pippa, ever the instigator, clapped her hands. “Right, let’s have some fun. How about a game—who can stuff the most shit into their bra?” She grabbed a sock from Ginny’s suitcase and shoved it down her cleavage, her rack bouncing as she laughed. Lola followed suit, snatching a pillow and wedging it between her gargantuan globes, the satin creaking under the strain. Ginny hesitated, then giggled and stuffed a pair of her own knickers—pink lace stretched thin—into her bra, her chest heaving as the fabric groaned.

It turned into a riotous tit-wobbling contest, the three of them prancing around the room, bending over to grab more junk—books, a hairbrush, Lola’s spare garter belt—flashing their arses and bollocks with every move. Pippa’s skirt flipped up as she twirled, her cock stiffening and tenting her knickers, while Lola’s balls swung free when she bent to scoop up a slipper. Ginny, caught up in the madness, yanked her skirt up to join in, her eleven-inch prick springing semi-erect from her panties, her sack bouncing against her thighs.

The door swung open mid-laugh, and in stumbled Nigel, Ginny’s boyfriend—a scrawny lad with a mop of brown hair and trousers that did nothing to hide his lackluster stiffy. His jaw dropped, eyes bugging out at the sight of Pippa and Lola’s bulges, their skirts hiked up and cocks half-hard under satin. “W-what the bloody hell’s this?” he squeaked, clutching a bouquet of wilting daisies.

Ginny groaned, tugging her blouse shut over her bursting bazookas. “Oh, Nigel, don’t be a prat. These are my mates, Pippa and Lola.” She sighed, eyeing his crotch with a grimace. “Wish you had half the kit they’re packing. Five inches doesn’t cut it when I’ve got this.” She gave her own prick a pat, the thick shaft twitching under her skirt.

Pippa grinned, sauntering over and bending low to “pick up” a sock, her bollocks dangling obscenely as her skirt rode up. “Poor lad’s outmatched, ain’t he? Look at these beauties.” She straightened, cupping her massive chest melons and giving her bulge a wiggle, her cock now fully hard and straining her knickers to bursting. Lola joined in, peeling off her sweater to reveal her bra—a red satin number with cups like soup bowls—and yanking her skirt up to flash her ten-inch monster and balls so heavy they tugged her panties down her thighs.

Nigel’s face went beet red, his pathetic little stiffy shrinking in his trousers. “I-I’ll just… go,” he mumbled, but Lola blocked the door, her titanic treasures bouncing as she leaned in close. “Not so fast, mate. Let’s give you a proper lesson in shagging.” She grabbed Ginny’s hand, pulling her over, and the three sheilas surrounded him, skirts up and cocks out, their bollocks swinging like pendulums. Pippa stroked her prick, grinning as it throbbed to full mast, while Ginny’s shaft slapped against her thigh, leaking a bead of pre-cum onto the floor.

Nigel bolted, flowers scattering as he fled down the hall, his yelp echoing off the walls. The girls collapsed onto Ginny’s bed, a giggling, horny heap, their massive brassieres creaking and skirts tangled around their waists. “Fucking hell, that was brilliant,” Lola panted, her hand drifting to her cock, giving it a lazy tug. “Reckon he’ll wank himself silly thinking about us tonight.”

Pippa smirked, adjusting her bra where a sock still poked out. “Too right. But now I’m proper randy. What say we hunt down one of them busty teachers? Bet Miss Harrow’s got a prick worth a ride.” Ginny blushed but nodded, her own shaft stiffening again at the thought, her knickers soaked from the excitement.

The room was a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bras stuffed with random crap, and three colossal cocks twitching for more action. St. Titania’s was proving to be a den of pure filth, and Pippa and Lola were just getting started. They’d shag their way through this place, one wobbling bosom and swinging sack at a time, and fuck if it wasn’t going to be a riot.




Chapter Three: The Teacher’s Lounge Takedown

The corridors of St. Titania’s were dim as Pippa and Lola crept along, their heels muffled on the plush carpet, Ginny trailing behind like a nervous puppy. Pippa’s flippy skirt swished with every step, riding up to flash her satin knickers, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so heavy they tugged the fabric low. Her sweater clung to her J-cup juggernauts, the black lace of her massive brassiere peeking through, barely containing her wobbling wonders. Lola’s outfit was no less obscene—her cherry-red sweater strained over her colossal chest cannons, and her tight skirt hugged her thighs, the outline of her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls pressing lewdly against the fabric. Ginny, still flushed from their dorm room antics, fidgeted with her blouse, her watermelons threatening to burst free and her eleven-inch cock twitching under her skirt.

“Teacher’s lounge is this way,” Pippa whispered, her voice thick with mischief. “Bet Miss Harrow’s in there, knackered from all them prissy lessons. Time to give her a proper welcome.” Lola grinned, giving Ginny’s arse a cheeky pat, making her skirt flip up and her plump sack peek out. “Come on, Gin, don’t be a wet blanket. Let’s shag her senseless.”

They slipped through the heavy oak door into the lounge, a cozy den of leather sofas and flickering lamps. There she was—Miss Harrow, sprawled on a couch, her tweed jacket unbuttoned to reveal a satin bra that groaned under the weight of her monumental chest pillows. Her pencil skirt was hiked up, garters peeking out, and her eight-inch cock lay half-hard against her thigh, freed from her knickers. A glass of gin dangled in her hand, her lips parted in a lazy smirk as she spotted them.

“Well, well,” she purred, her voice husky. “My new troublemakers. What’s this, then?” Pippa didn’t waste a second—she flipped her skirt up, her throbbing prick springing free from her satin prison, balls swinging like pendulums as she strutted over. “This, miss, is what you’ve been missing.” She shoved Miss Harrow back onto the sofa, climbing atop her and grinding her colossal bollocks against her chest.

Lola yanked her sweater off with a growl, her titanic tit-mounds bouncing out of her red satin bra, nipples stiff as she straddled Miss Harrow’s face. “Open wide, love,” she snarled, shoving her massive cock past Miss Harrow’s lips, her balls slapping against her chin with every thrust. The matron gagged, then moaned, her own prick stiffening to full mast, jutting up under her skirt. Ginny hovered, biting her lip, her eleven-inch beast dripping pre-cum as she stroked it through her knickers.

“Fuck, Gin, get in here!” Pippa barked, spotting Miss Harrow’s glistening cunt beneath her cock—a rare sheila with both holes ripe for the taking. She rammed her ten-inch shaft into that tight, wet slit, groaning as it clenched around her, her balls smacking against Miss Harrow’s thighs. Ginny whimpered, then gave in, yanking her skirt up and sliding her monster prick into Miss Harrow’s arse, the tight ring stretching wide as she thrust deep. Her watermelons bounced free of her blouse, bra snapping under the strain, as she pounded away.

The room erupted in wet, filthy chaos. Pippa’s cock pistoned into Miss Harrow’s cunt, slick with her juices, her bollocks slapping a lewd rhythm against her skin. Lola fucked Miss Harrow’s mouth, her shaft plunging down her throat, gagging her with every pump, her massive chest cannons swaying as she gripped the sofa. Ginny’s eleven-inch prick reamed Miss Harrow’s arse, her plump sack bouncing against Pippa’s, their grunts mingling with the matron’s muffled moans. Miss Harrow’s own cock throbbed, untouched but leaking, smearing pre-cum across her satin-clad belly.

“Bloody hell, she’s tight,” Pippa gasped, her tits wobbling as she slammed harder, feeling Miss Harrow’s cunt pulse around her. “Gonna fill her up!” Lola smirked, her balls tightening as she fucked Miss Harrow’s face. “Me too—gonna paint her throat white.” Ginny just whimpered, her thrusts erratic, her cock so deep in Miss Harrow’s arse it was a miracle she didn’t split her.

It hit them all at once—Pippa roared, her prick erupting, pumping thick ropes of cum into Miss Harrow’s cunt, flooding her until it dribbled down her thighs. Lola yanked her cock free, spunk blasting across Miss Harrow’s face, splattering her lips and cheeks as she gasped for air. Ginny came with a cry, her eleven-inch beast unloading deep in Miss Harrow’s arse, her balls pulsing as she filled her to the brim. Miss Harrow shuddered, her own cock spurting without a touch, cum arcing up to soak her heaving bosom, staining her bra and jacket in sticky white streaks.

They collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap, skirts and knickers tangled around ankles, cocks still twitching and dripping. Pippa sprawled across Miss Harrow’s lap, her bollocks resting on her thigh, while Lola flopped beside her, tits spilling over her bra. Ginny sank to the floor, her prick softening but still obscene, cum leaking from Miss Harrow’s arse onto the carpet.

“Fuck me, that was ace,” Pippa panted, grinning as she wiped sweat from her brow. “Reckon we’ve got her hooked now.” Lola chuckled, smearing cum across Miss Harrow’s lips with a finger. “Too right. Bet she’ll beg for more.” Miss Harrow, dazed but smirking, licked her lips clean. “You little shits,” she rasped. “Next time, I’m tying you down.”

Ginny blushed, but her cock twitched at the thought. Pippa smirked, already plotting. “Oh, we’ll hold you to that, miss. Maybe we’ll bring a camera—blackmail’s a right laugh.” They staggered to their feet, adjusting their bras and skirts, leaving Miss Harrow a sticky, sated mess. St. Titania’s was a fucking goldmine, and they were just warming up.




Chapter Four: The Uniform Fitting Fiasco

Pippa and Lola strutted down the hall toward the seamstress’s workshop, their outrageous bodies barely contained by their scandalous outfits. Pippa’s flippy plaid skirt danced around her thighs, flipping up with every step to flash her satin knickers, stretched obscenely over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so heavy they tugged the fabric low. Her sweater clung to her J-cup juggernauts, the black lace of her massive brassiere—a marvel of satin and steel—peeking through the wool as her chest wobbled. Lola’s tight skirt hugged her hips, the cherry-red fabric doing fuck-all to hide her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls, while her sweater strained over her colossal chest cannons, the red satin straps of her bra digging into her shoulders. Ginny trailed behind, her blouse already popping a button under the pressure of her watermelons, her skirt tenting slightly where her eleven-inch cock twitched beneath.

“New uniforms, my arse,” Pippa muttered, giving her skirt a tug that only made it ride higher, exposing more of her plump sack. “These barely cover our bits as it is.” Lola smirked, bending slightly to “adjust” her shoe, her skirt pulling tight across her bulge, the outline of her massive prick pressing lewdly against the fabric. “Reckon they just want a closer look, Pip. Can’t blame ‘em.”

They shoved open the workshop door, a cluttered room of sewing machines and fabric bolts, and there stood Miss Threadwell—a busty sheila with knockers like beach balls, spilling out of a floral blouse, and a tight skirt that hinted at a nine-inch surprise beneath. Her auburn hair was pinned up, but a few strands fell loose as she turned, tape measure in hand, her eyes widening at the trio. “Oh, blimey,” she breathed, clutching her chest, which only made her titanic tit-mounds jiggle. “You’re the new girls, then? Let’s… let’s get you measured.”

Pippa grinned, peeling off her sweater with a flourish, leaving her in just her massive brassiere and knickers. The black satin cups groaned under the weight of her wobbling wonders, and her cock stiffened, tenting the knickers as she sauntered forward. “Measure away, love,” she purred, thrusting her hips so her bulge brushed Threadwell’s trembling hand. The seamstress fumbled her tape, her cheeks flushing as she wrapped it around Pippa’s chest, her fingers grazing the lace where it dug into her skin.

“F-forty-two inches round the bust,” Threadwell stammered, her voice shaky as she tried to focus, but Pippa leaned closer, her bollocks swaying beneath the satin. “Gotta measure down there too, yeah? Don’t skimp on the goods.” Threadwell dropped to her knees, tape trembling as she stretched it along Pippa’s thigh, brushing the edge of her prick, which twitched and leaked a bead of pre-cum into the fabric.

Lola stepped up next, bending over a table to “help” with a bolt of cloth, her skirt riding up to flash her colossal bollocks, dangling like ripe fruit beneath her stretched knickers. “Oops,” she giggled, wiggling her arse as Threadwell scurried over, pins clattering to the floor. “Gotta get this skirt just right, miss. Can’t have it hiding the best bits.” The seamstress knelt, her face inches from Lola’s bulge, the tape slipping as she measured her hips, her breath hitching when Lola shifted and her balls brushed her cheek.

Ginny, blushing but caught up in the madness, unbuttoned her blouse when it was her turn, and the damn thing gave up entirely—two buttons popped off, her watermelons spilling free of her bra, wobbling as she gasped. “S-sorry!” she squeaked, but her skirt tented hard, her eleven-inch cock stiffening and pushing the fabric up to reveal her plump sack peeking out the sides of her knickers. Threadwell’s tape measure snapped back, smacking her own thigh as she gawked, her skirt tenting slightly where her own prick reacted.

“Bloody hell,” Threadwell muttered, wiping sweat from her brow, her floral blouse gaping to show the lace of her bra straining over her beach balls. “You lot need special adjustments, don’t you? Can’t fit them standard skirts round… all that.” She gestured vaguely at their bulges, her eyes darting between Pippa’s tented knickers, Lola’s swaying bollocks, and Ginny’s obscene outline. “I’ll have to sew somethin’ custom—extra room in the front, like.”

Pippa smirked, adjusting her bra where it dug into her shoulders, her juggernauts bouncing as she moved. “Make it quick, love. We’ve got places to be—and blokes to scare off with these.” She gave her bulge a proud pat, the satin stretching tighter. Lola laughed, flipping her skirt up again for good measure, her balls jiggling as Threadwell scrambled for her notebook, muttering about “reinforced seams” and “elastic panels.”

Ginny, still half-exposed, tugged her blouse shut, but it was useless—her chest cannons pushed it open again, and her skirt stayed tented, her cock throbbing at the thought of Threadwell’s hands so close. “D’you reckon she’s got a fella?” she whispered to Lola, who grinned wickedly. “If she does, poor sod’s outmatched. Bet she’d rather have a go at us.”

The room was a mess by the end—pins scattered, fabric scraps everywhere, and three sets of outrageous assets barely contained. Threadwell shooed them out, flustered and flushed, promising new uniforms by week’s end. “Special adjustments,” she kept muttering, her skirt still tented as she waved them off. Pippa and Lola strutted away, Ginny stumbling behind, all three giggling and scheming. “Reckon we could get her alone next time,” Pippa mused, her prick twitching at the thought. “She’s gagging for it.”

They left the workshop buzzing with tension, their skimpy outfits clinging to every curve and bulge, ready to wreak more havoc. St. Titania’s was a playground, and they were the naughtiest players yet.




Chapter Five: The Seamstress’s Surrender

Pippa, Lola, and Ginny sauntered back to Miss Threadwell’s workshop, their heels clicking on the stone floor, their bodies a walking wet dream. Pippa’s flippy skirt barely skimmed her thighs, flipping up to flash her satin knickers, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so plump they tugged the fabric low. Her sweater hugged her J-cup juggernauts, the black lace of her massive brassiere peeking through, creaking under the weight of her wobbling wonders. Lola’s tight skirt clung to her hips, outlining her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls, her cherry-red sweater straining over her colossal chest cannons, the red satin bra straps digging into her shoulders. Ginny’s blouse gapped over her watermelons, her skirt tenting where her eleven-inch cock twitched, her plump sack threatening to spill out.

“Reckon our new kit’s ready?” Pippa mused, giving her bulge a cheeky pat as they approached the door. Lola smirked, bending to “tie” her shoe, her skirt riding up to flash her massive bollocks. “Bet Threadwell’s been wanking herself silly thinking about us.” Ginny blushed, but her prick stiffened at the thought, tenting her skirt further.

They shoved the door open, and fuck me, what a sight—Miss Threadwell was bent over a table, her tight skirt hiked up to her waist, knickers round her ankles, and two fingers buried in her arse. Her nine-inch cock jutted out, dripping pre-cum onto the floor, while her floral blouse hung open, her beach ball-sized knockers spilling out of a lacy bra, swaying as she moaned. She froze, eyes wide, caught mid-thrust. “Oh, bloody hell—you lot!”

Pippa didn’t miss a beat. She strutted over, flipping her skirt up and ripping her knickers down, her ten-inch prick springing free, throbbing and thick. “Caught you, you filthy cow,” she growled, grabbing Threadwell’s hips and slamming her cock into her tight, wet cunt. The seamstress gasped, her walls clenching around Pippa’s shaft as it plunged deep, her bollocks slapping against Threadwell’s thighs with a wet smack. “Fuck, you’re soaked for us!”

Lola yanked her sweater off with a snarl, her titanic chest cannons bouncing free of her red satin bra, nipples stiff as she climbed onto the table. She straddled Threadwell’s face, shoving her massive prick past her lips. “Suck it, love,” she barked, thrusting hard, her balls smacking Threadwell’s chin with every pump. The seamstress gagged, drool spilling down her cheeks, but her tongue swirled eagerly, sucking Lola’s cock like a starving slut.

Ginny hesitated, her hand drifting to her skirt, but the sight of Threadwell’s arse wiggling as Pippa fucked her snapped her out of it. She flipped her skirt up, her eleven-inch monster springing free, dripping and thick, and yanked Threadwell’s fingers out of her arse. “My turn,” she muttered, ramming her prick into that tight ring, stretching it wide as she sank balls-deep. Her watermelons wobbled free of her blouse, bra snapping under the strain, bouncing as she thrust.

The workshop turned into a fucking madhouse. Pippa pounded Threadwell’s cunt, her cock pistoning in and out, slick with her juices, her bollocks slapping a lewd rhythm against her thighs. “Take it, you randy bitch,” she groaned, her juggernauts bouncing as she slammed harder, feeling Threadwell’s walls pulse. Lola fucked her mouth, her shaft plunging down her throat, gagging her with every thrust, her massive chest cannons swaying as she gripped the table. “Swallow it all, you greedy slag,” she hissed, her balls tightening.

Ginny’s eleven-inch beast reamed Threadwell’s arse, her plump sack bouncing against Pippa’s, their grunts mingling with the seamstress’s muffled screams. “So fucking tight,” Ginny whimpered, her thrusts erratic, her cock stretching Threadwell’s hole until it gaped. The table creaked under the onslaught, fabric bolts tumbling to the floor, pins scattering as they rutted like animals.

Threadwell’s own prick throbbed, leaking a steady stream, her beach balls heaving as she took it from all ends. Pippa felt her cunt clamp down first, a shudder ripping through her. “Gonna fill you up!” she roared, her cock erupting, pumping thick ropes of cum into Threadwell’s snatch, flooding her until it oozed out, dripping down her thighs. Lola yanked her prick free, spunk blasting across Threadwell’s face, splattering her lips, cheeks, and tits in sticky white streaks. “Fucking take it!” she snarled, milking every drop.

Ginny came with a cry, her eleven-inch monster unloading deep in Threadwell’s arse, her balls pulsing as she filled her to the brim, cum leaking out around her shaft. “Oh, fuck—yes!” she gasped, her watermelons jiggling as she rode it out. Threadwell shuddered, her own cock spurting without a touch, cum arcing up to soak her lacy bra and blouse, pooling in her cleavage as she collapsed, moaning.

They pulled out, cocks dripping, and slumped around the table, skirts and knickers tangled, bras barely holding on. Pippa’s prick softened, still obscene, cum smeared across her thighs, while Lola’s tits spilled over her bra, glistening with sweat. Ginny’s shaft hung heavy, dripping onto the floor, her blouse a ruin. Threadwell lay there, a sticky, panting mess, cum leaking from her cunt and arse, her face painted with Lola’s load.

“Bloody hell,” she rasped, licking her lips clean. “You lot are gonna kill me. More—gimme more.” Pippa smirked, adjusting her bra where it dug into her juggernauts. “Oh, we will, love. Next time, we’re tying you up.” Lola chuckled, wiping cum from her chin. “Too right. You’re ours now.”

They grabbed their new uniforms—custom skirts with extra room for their bulges—and strutted out, leaving Threadwell sprawled in her own filth, begging for round two. St. Titania’s was their playground, and they were fucking insatiable.




Chapter Six: The Library Lure

Pippa, Lola, and Ginny swaggered into the library of St. Titania’s, their new custom uniforms clinging to their outrageous curves like a second skin. Pippa’s skirt, a scandalous little number stitched by Miss Threadwell, barely skimmed her thighs, flipping up as she walked to flash her satin knickers, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so plump they tugged the fabric low. Her blouse strained over her J-cup juggernauts, the black lace of her massive brassiere peeking through, creaking with every bounce of her wobbling wonders. Lola’s tight skirt hugged her hips, outlining her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls, while her cherry-red sweater clung to her colossal chest cannons, the red satin bra straps digging into her shoulders. Ginny’s blouse gapped over her watermelons, a button already missing, and her skirt tented slightly where her eleven-inch cock twitched beneath, her plump sack threatening to peek out.

“Study session, my arse,” Pippa muttered, tossing her bag onto a table with a grin. “More like a chance to flash the goods.” Lola smirked, bending to “check” her bag, her skirt riding up to reveal the obscene bulge of her satin-clad bollocks. “Too right, Pip. Let’s see who we can wind up today.” Ginny blushed, tugging at her blouse, but it only made her chest cannons jiggle more, her skirt shifting as her prick stiffened at the thought.

They spread out among the shelves, the musty air thick with the scent of old books and suppressed lust. Pippa sauntered to a low shelf, bending over to “grab” a tome, her skirt flipping up to flash her satin knickers, the fabric stretched so tight over her cock and balls you could see the veins pulsing. Her blouse gapped, the lace of her bra framing her juggernauts as they swayed, nearly spilling out. A lad at a nearby table dropped his pencil, jaw slack, as she straightened up with a wink, her bulge twitching under the skirt.

Lola, not to be outdone, perched on a chair and “adjusted” her sweater, tugging it down so her titanic chest cannons spilled halfway out of her red satin bra, nipples stiff against the lace. Her skirt pulled tight across her lap, the outline of her ten-inch prick pressing lewdly against the fabric, her balls shifting as she crossed her legs with a sly grin. A sheila across the room, her own knockers straining her blouse, fumbled her book, staring as Lola gave her bulge a subtle pat.

Ginny, fumbling with a high shelf, reached up for a book, her blouse gaping wide as her watermelons wobbled free of the strained fabric, her bra barely holding on. Her skirt tented hard, her eleven-inch cock stiffening and pushing the hem up, flashing her plump sack where it peeked out the sides of her knickers. She squeaked, dropping the book, and bent to pick it up, her arse in the air and her bollocks dangling obscenely, drawing gasps from a cluster of students nearby.

The commotion drew the librarian, Miss Crump, a stern matron with bazookas spilling out of a prim cardigan, her tight skirt hinting at a hefty bulge beneath. Her heels clicked as she stormed over, her voice sharp as a whip. “What is this nonsense?” she snapped, hands on hips, her chest heaving and threatening to pop her buttons. Pippa turned, leaning against the shelf so her skirt flipped up again, her satin-clad bollocks swaying as she smirked. “Just studying, miss. Need help finding somethin’?”

Miss Crump’s eyes narrowed, but they lingered—darting from Pippa’s bulge to Lola’s half-exposed chest cannons, then to Ginny’s tented skirt where her prick throbbed. “You three are a disgrace,” she hissed, bending to scoop up Ginny’s dropped book, her skirt pulling tight and riding up to flash garters and a glimpse of her own plump sack. Her cardigan gapped, the lace of her bra straining over her massive mounds, and her skirt twitched, a faint outline of her cock stiffening beneath.

Lola grinned, uncrossing her legs so her bulge shifted, the fabric creaking. “Aw, miss, we’re just trying to fit in. These new uniforms are a bit… snug.” Ginny nodded, tugging her blouse shut, but it sprang open again, her watermelons jiggling as she stammered, “S-sorry, miss, it’s the fit!” Miss Crump straightened, her face flushed, her skirt tenting more noticeably now as she clutched the book to her chest.

“Detention,” she barked, though her voice wavered, her eyes flicking back to Pippa’s swaying bollocks. “Tomorrow night. My office. Don’t be late.” She turned on her heel, her arse swaying under the tight skirt, the faint twitch of her bulge betraying her arousal as she stormed off. The trio exchanged smirks, the air crackling with tension.

“Reckon she’s gagging for it,” Pippa whispered, adjusting her bra where it dug into her juggernauts. “That detention’s gonna be a laugh.” Lola chuckled, smoothing her skirt over her prick. “Too right. Bet she’s wanking herself silly tonight thinking about us.” Ginny blushed, but her cock twitched again, tenting her skirt as she nodded. “She did look… interested.”

They gathered their bags, strutting out with their uniforms clinging to every curve and bulge, leaving a trail of gawking students and a flustered librarian in their wake. St. Titania’s was a powder keg, and they were the match—detention loomed like a filthy promise, and they were already scheming to light it up.




Chapter Seven: The Detention Debauchery

Pippa, Lola, and Ginny strutted toward Miss Crump’s office, the promise of detention hanging like a filthy carrot. Pippa’s custom skirt flipped with every step, flashing her satin knickers, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so plump they tugged the fabric low. Her blouse clung to her J-cup juggernauts, the black lace of her massive brassiere peeking through, groaning under her wobbling wonders. Lola’s tight skirt outlined her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls, her cherry-red sweater straining over her colossal chest cannons, red satin bra straps digging into her shoulders. Ginny’s blouse gapped over her watermelons, her skirt tenting where her eleven-inch cock twitched, her plump sack shifting beneath.

“Reckon Crump’s ready for us?” Pippa grinned, patting her bulge as they reached the door. Lola smirked, bending to “adjust” her heel, her skirt riding up to flash her massive bollocks. “She’s been wanking all day dreaming of this, Pip.” Ginny blushed, her prick stiffening at the thought, tenting her skirt further as she nodded.

They shoved the door open, and there she was—Miss Crump, behind her desk, cardigan unbuttoned to reveal a lacy bra straining over her bazookas, skirt hiked up to her thighs. Her eight-inch cock jutted out, stiff and leaking, freed from her knickers, a bead of pre-cum glistening on the tip. Her stern facade cracked as she saw them, her voice a husky rasp. “You’re late, you little terrors.”

Pippa didn’t waste a second. She flipped her skirt up, her ten-inch prick springing free, throbbing and thick, and stormed over. “Late for this, you mean,” she growled, grabbing Crump’s hips and slamming her cock into her tight, wet cunt. The librarian gasped, her walls clenching around Pippa’s shaft as it plunged deep, her bollocks slapping Crump’s thighs with a wet smack. “Fuck, you’re dripping for it!” Pippa snarled, pounding hard, her juggernauts bouncing free of her blouse as the buttons popped.

Lola yanked her sweater off with a grunt, her titanic chest cannons spilling out of her red satin bra, nipples stiff as she climbed onto the desk. She straddled Crump’s face, shoving her massive prick past her lips. “Open up, you slag,” she barked, thrusting deep, her balls smacking Crump’s chin with every pump. The matron gagged, drool spilling down her neck, but her tongue swirled eagerly, sucking Lola’s cock like a desperate whore.

Ginny hesitated, her hand drifting to her skirt, but the sight of Crump’s arse wiggling as Pippa fucked her lit a fire in her. She flipped her skirt up, her eleven-inch monster springing free, dripping and thick, and stepped up. “Gonna take this too,” she muttered, ramming her prick into Crump’s tight arse, stretching it wide as she sank balls-deep. Her watermelons wobbled free of her blouse, bra snapping under the strain, bouncing as she thrust.

The office turned into a sweaty, filthy free-for-all. Pippa pounded Crump’s cunt, her cock pistoning in and out, slick with her juices, her bollocks slapping a lewd rhythm against her thighs. “Take it, you randy bitch,” she groaned, her juggernauts swaying as she slammed harder, feeling Crump’s walls pulse. Lola fucked her mouth, her shaft plunging down her throat, gagging her with every thrust, her colossal chest cannons bouncing as she gripped the desk. “Swallow it, you greedy cow,” she hissed, her balls tightening.

Ginny’s eleven-inch beast reamed Crump’s arse, her plump sack bouncing against Pippa’s, their grunts mingling with Crump’s muffled screams. “So damn tight,” Ginny whimpered, her thrusts wild, her cock stretching Crump’s hole until it gaped. The desk rocked, papers scattering, ink bottles tipping as they rutted like feral beasts.

Crump’s own prick throbbed, leaking a steady stream, her bazookas heaving as she took it from all ends. Pippa felt her cunt clamp down first, a shudder ripping through her. “Gonna flood you!” she roared, her cock erupting, pumping thick ropes of cum into Crump’s snatch, filling her until it oozed out, dripping down her thighs. Lola yanked her prick free, spunk blasting across Crump’s face, splattering her lips, cheeks, and tits in sticky white streaks. “Fucking drink it!” she snarled, milking every drop.

Ginny came with a sob, her eleven-inch monster unloading deep in Crump’s arse, her balls pulsing as she filled her to the brim, cum leaking out around her shaft. “Oh, yes—fuck!” she gasped, her watermelons jiggling as she rode it out. Crump shuddered, her own cock spurting without a touch, cum arcing up to soak her lacy bra and cardigan, pooling in her cleavage as she collapsed, moaning.

They pulled out, cocks dripping, and slumped around the desk, skirts and knickers tangled, bras barely holding on. Pippa’s prick softened, still obscene, cum smeared across her thighs, while Lola’s tits spilled over her bra, glistening with sweat. Ginny’s shaft hung heavy, dripping onto the floor, her blouse a ruin. Crump lay there, a sticky, panting wreck, cum leaking from her cunt and arse, her face painted with Lola’s load.

“More,” Crump rasped, licking her lips clean, her voice raw. “You devils—give me more.” Pippa smirked, adjusting her bra where it dug into her juggernauts. “Oh, we will, miss. You’re ours now.” Lola chuckled, wiping cum from her chin. “Too right. We’ll shag you stupid whenever we fancy.”

They staggered to their feet, grabbing their bags, leaving Crump sprawled in her own filth, whimpering for another round.




Chapter Eight: The Classroom Tease

Pippa, Lola, and Ginny sauntered into Miss Peachy’s deportment class, their new infamy trailing them like a naughty perfume. Pippa’s custom skirt flipped as she flounced to her seat, flashing her satin knickers, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so plump they tugged the fabric low. Her blouse clung to her J-cup juggernauts, the black lace of her massive brassiere peeking through, creaking with every bounce of her wobbling wonders. Lola’s tight skirt hugged her hips, tenting over her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls, her cherry-red sweater straining across her colossal chest cannons, the red satin bra straps digging into her shoulders. Ginny’s blouse gapped over her watermelons, a button missing from yesterday’s chaos, and her skirt shifted where her eleven-inch cock twitched beneath, her plump sack threatening to spill out.

“Morning, miss,” Pippa chirped, plopping into her chair with a grin, her skirt flipping up to flash the obscene outline of her cock in her satin knickers. She crossed her legs, letting her juggernauts sway, the blouse gaping to show a sliver of black lace cradling her massive mounds. Lola smirked, easing into her seat beside her, crossing her legs slow and deliberate so her tight skirt tented hard over her prick, the fabric pulling tight across her balls. Her sweater stretched, buttons straining, revealing the red satin bra struggling to contain her titanic chest cannons as she leaned back with a wink.

Ginny, fumbling with her bag, bent to “pick up” a book she’d dropped on purpose, her skirt riding up to flash her plump sack peeking out the sides of her knickers. Her watermelons wobbled free of her blouse, the fabric parting as she straightened, blushing but smirking at the gasps from nearby desks. “Oops,” she muttered, tugging at her skirt, though it only made her eleven-inch cock shift, tenting the hem higher.

Miss Peachy stood at the front, her silk blouse clinging to her bazookas, wobbling as she turned to face them. Her tight skirt hugged her hips, hinting at the nine-inch bulge beneath, and her voice carried a sharp edge. “Settle down, ladies. Today’s lesson is posture—something you three desperately need.” She bent over her desk to “demonstrate,” reaching for a pointer, her skirt riding up just enough to flash garters and a glimpse of her own hefty sack swaying beneath. Her blouse gapped, the lace of her bra straining as her massive mounds shifted, drawing a ripple of whispers from the class.

Pippa grinned, leaning forward so her blouse parted more, her juggernauts threatening to spill out. “Posture, eh? Reckon I’m doing alright, miss.” She shifted, her skirt flipping again, the satin knickers outlining her cock as it twitched, drawing a stifled giggle from a sheila two seats over. Lola “adjusted” her sweater, tugging it down so her colossal chest cannons pressed harder against the fabric, a nipple peeking through the red satin bra as she stretched. “Mine’s perfect too, miss. Want a closer look?” Her skirt tented further, her balls shifting as she uncrossed her legs with a sly grin.

Ginny, emboldened, leaned back in her chair, her blouse falling open to expose more of her watermelons, the bra creaking as she “stretched” her arms. Her skirt rode up, the outline of her eleven-inch prick pressing against her knickers, her plump sack bulging at the sides. “Just trying to sit up straight, miss,” she said, voice sweet but eyes wicked, earning a choked cough from a lad across the room.

Miss Peachy straightened, her face flushed, her skirt twitching where her bulge stiffened. “Enough of that,” she snapped, though her eyes lingered—darting from Pippa’s flashing bollocks to Lola’s half-exposed chest cannons, then to Ginny’s tented skirt. She strode to the board, heels clicking, and bent again to write, her arse swaying under the tight skirt, the faint outline of her prick more pronounced now. “Focus, all of you,” she said, voice wavering as she glanced back, catching Pippa’s wink.

The class was a mess of stifled laughs and blushes, students gawking as the trio flaunted their assets. A sheila with chest melons whispered to her mate, “They shagged Crump last night—saw her limping this morning.” Her friend, a busty lass with knockers spilling from her blouse, nodded, staring at Lola’s bulge. “No wonder. Look at the size of ‘em.”

Pippa caught their whispers, smirking as she leaned to Lola. “Reckon Peachy’s next, yeah? She’s gagging for it.” Lola nodded, patting her prick through her skirt. “Too right. After class, we’ll corner her—give her a proper lesson.” Ginny blushed, her cock twitching again, tenting her skirt as she murmured, “She keeps bending over like that, she’s asking for it.”

The bell rang, but the trio lingered, gathering their things slow and deliberate, skirts flipping and blouses gaping as Miss Peachy fumbled with her papers, her skirt still tented, her bazookas heaving. They strutted out, leaving the room buzzing with tension, already plotting to pin her down and turn that deportment lesson into something filthy.




Chapter Nine: The Blackboard Bang

Pippa, Lola, and Ginny lingered in the classroom as the last students filtered out, their eyes locked on Miss Peachy wiping the board with a distracted hum. Pippa’s custom skirt flipped with every shift, flashing her satin knickers, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so plump they tugged the fabric low. Her blouse clung to her J-cup juggernauts, black lace bra peeking through, creaking under her wobbling wonders. Lola’s tight skirt tented over her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls, her cherry-red sweater straining across her colossal chest cannons, red satin bra straps biting into her shoulders. Ginny’s blouse gapped over her watermelons, her skirt twitching where her eleven-inch cock stiffened, her plump sack shifting beneath.

“Time to play, miss,” Pippa purred, strutting forward as Ginny locked the door with a click. Miss Peachy turned, chalk in hand, her silk blouse clinging to her bazookas, her tight skirt hinting at her nine-inch bulge. “What are you—” she started, but Pippa cut her off, pinning her against the blackboard, flipping her skirt up to reveal lacy knickers stretched over her prick. Pippa ripped them down, her ten-inch cock springing free, throbbing and thick, and shoved it into Peachy’s tight, wet cunt. “Fuck, you’re ready for this,” she growled, thrusting hard, her bollocks bouncing against Peachy’s thighs with a wet slap, her juggernauts spilling out as her blouse buttons popped.

Lola stormed over, ripping Peachy’s blouse open, buttons pinging off, her colossal chest cannons pressing into Peachy’s back as she yanked her own skirt up. Her ten-inch prick jutted out, dripping, and she rammed it into Peachy’s arse, stretching her tight ring wide. “Take it, you filthy tease,” she snarled, her balls slapping Peachy’s thighs with every pump, her titanic mounds swaying free of her red satin bra, nipples stiff as she gripped Peachy’s hips.

Ginny tossed her skirt aside, her eleven-inch monster springing free, thick and leaking, and stepped up. “Open wide,” she muttered, forcing her prick into Peachy’s mouth, her watermelons bouncing as her blouse fell open, bra snapping under the strain. Peachy gagged, drool spilling down her chin, but her tongue swirled eagerly, sucking Ginny’s cock as chalk dust clouded the air.

The room turned into a sweaty, filthy frenzy. Pippa pounded Peachy’s cunt, her cock pistoning in and out, slick with her juices, her bollocks smacking a lewd rhythm against her thighs. “You love this, don’t you?” she groaned, her juggernauts wobbling as she slammed deeper, feeling Peachy’s walls clench. Lola fucked her arse, her shaft plunging hard, stretching her wide, her colossal chest cannons bouncing as she growled, “Fucking squeeze me, you slag,” her balls tightening with every thrust.

Ginny’s eleven-inch beast reamed Peachy’s throat, her plump sack bouncing against her chin, her grunts mixing with Peachy’s muffled moans. “So good,” Ginny whimpered, her thrusts wild, her watermelons jiggling as she gripped the board’s edge, chalk dust coating her tits. The blackboard shook, smearing with their sweat, erasers tumbling as they rutted like animals.

Peachy’s own prick throbbed, leaking a steady stream, her bazookas heaving as she took it from all ends. Pippa felt her cunt pulse first, a shudder ripping through her. “Gonna fill you!” she roared, her cock erupting, pumping thick ropes of cum into Peachy’s snatch, flooding her until it dripped down her thighs. Lola yanked her prick free, spunk blasting into Peachy’s arse, filling her so full it leaked out around her shaft. “Take it all!” she snarled, milking every drop.

Ginny came with a cry, her eleven-inch monster unloading down Peachy’s throat, her balls pulsing as she painted her gullet white, cum spilling from Peachy’s lips as she gagged. “Swallow it!” Ginny gasped, her watermelons bouncing as she rode it out. Peachy shuddered, her own cock spurting without a touch, cum arcing up to soak her torn blouse and bra, pooling in her cleavage as she slumped against the board.

They pulled out, cocks dripping, and stepped back, skirts and knickers tangled, bras barely holding on. Pippa’s prick softened, still obscene, cum smeared across her thighs, while Lola’s tits spilled over her bra, glistening with sweat and chalk dust. Ginny’s shaft hung heavy, dripping onto the floor, her blouse a ruin. Peachy slid down the board, a drooling, cum-soaked wreck, her cunt and arse leaking, her face painted with Ginny’s load.

“More,” Peachy rasped, voice raw, licking cum from her lips. “You devils—give me more.” Pippa smirked, adjusting her bra where it dug into her juggernauts. “Oh, we will, miss. You’re hooked now.” Lola chuckled, wiping spunk from her chin. “Too right. We’ll fuck you whenever we please.”

They grabbed their bags, strutting out with their uniforms in disarray, leaving Peachy sprawled in her own filth, whimpering for another round.




Chapter Ten: The Grand Finale Fiasco

Pippa, Lola, and Ginny strutted across the manicured lawns of St. Titania’s, the sun dipping low, casting long shadows over the chaos they’d sown. Pippa’s custom skirt flipped with every step, flashing her satin knickers, stretched tight over her ten-inch cock and bollocks so plump they tugged the fabric low. Her blouse clung to her J-cup juggernauts, black lace bra peeking through, creaking under her wobbling wonders. Lola’s tight skirt tented over her own ten-inch prick and melon-sized balls, her cherry-red sweater straining across her colossal chest cannons, red satin bra straps biting into her shoulders. Ginny’s blouse gapped over her watermelons, her skirt twitching where her eleven-inch cock shifted, her plump sack swaying beneath.

“Last day of term,” Pippa grinned, patting her bulge. “Gotta go out with a bang—literally.” Lola smirked, bending to “adjust” her shoe, her skirt riding up to flash her massive bollocks. “Too right, Pip. Let’s shag the whole bloody place silly.” Ginny blushed, her prick stiffening at the thought, tenting her skirt as she nodded.

They’d heard whispers of a staff meeting in the headmistress’s office—Headmistress Vane, Miss Crump, and Miss Peachy all in one room, ripe for the taking. The trio crashed through the door, finding the teachers mid-argument, their outfits already disheveled. Vane’s blazer strained over her bazookas, skirt hinting at a hefty bulge. Crump’s cardigan gapped, bra cradling her massive mounds, while Peachy’s silk blouse clung to her bazookas, skirt tenting over her nine-inch prick.

“Surprise, you randy cows!” Pippa roared, flipping her skirt up and charging Vane. She shoved her onto the desk, ripping her skirt down to reveal a lacy thong stretched over her thick cock, and slammed her ten-inch prick into Vane’s tight cunt. “Fuck, you’re soaked!” she growled, her bollocks slapping Vane’s thighs, her juggernauts bouncing free as her blouse tore open.

Lola pounced on Crump, yanking her sweater off, her colossal chest cannons spilling out of her red satin bra. She pinned Crump to a chair, shoving her ten-inch cock into her arse, stretching her wide. “Take it, you greedy slut,” she snarled, her balls smacking Crump’s cheeks, her titanic mounds swaying as she thrust hard.

Ginny, skirt up, tackled Peachy, forcing her eleven-inch monster into her cunt as she bent her over a filing cabinet. “You’ve been begging for this,” she muttered, her watermelons wobbling free of her blouse, bra snapping as she pounded, her plump sack bouncing against Peachy’s thighs.

The office turned into a sweaty, filthy orgy. Pippa fucked Vane’s cunt, her cock pistoning in and out, slick with her juices, her bollocks slapping a lewd rhythm. “Squeeze me, you bitch!” she groaned, her juggernauts bouncing as she slammed deeper. Lola reamed Crump’s arse, her shaft plunging hard, her colossal chest cannons jiggling as she hissed, “Fucking milk it!” her balls tightening. Ginny drilled Peachy’s cunt, her eleven-inch beast stretching her wide, her watermelons swaying as she grunted, “So tight!” her sack swinging wild.

The teachers moaned, their own pricks throbbing—Vane’s spurting across the desk, Crump’s leaking onto the chair, Peachy’s dripping down her thighs. Pippa felt Vane’s cunt clamp down first. “Gonna flood you!” she roared, her cock erupting, pumping thick ropes of cum into Vane’s snatch, filling her until it oozed out. Lola yanked her prick free, spunk blasting into Crump’s arse, flooding her so full it dripped down her legs. “Take it all!” she snarled. Ginny came with a sob, her eleven-inch monster unloading into Peachy’s cunt, her balls pulsing as she filled her, cum leaking out around her shaft.

They pulled out, cocks dripping, leaving the teachers sprawled in a sticky heap—Vane’s cunt dripping, Crump’s arse gaping, Peachy’s face flushed and soaked. The trio stood, skirts tangled, bras ruined, smirking as the office reeked of sex. “Best term ever,” Pippa panted, adjusting her bra. Lola nodded, wiping cum from her tits. “Too right. We own this place.” Ginny grinned, her prick softening but still obscene.






Epilogue

Weeks later, St. Titania’s buzzed with tales of the trio’s reign. Pippa and Lola graduated, their names whispered in awe, their custom skirts and massive brassieres legendary. They opened a bawdy boutique in London, selling scandalous lingerie for busty sheilas and well-hung lasses, shagging their way through the city’s elite. Ginny stayed on, promoted to prefect, her eleven-inch cock and watermelons keeping the new girls in line, a smirk on her lips as she bent over desks, flashing her legacy. The teachers—Vane, Crump, Peachy—never recovered, blushing at every skirt flip, their pricks twitching at the memory. St. Titania’s remained a den of filth, and the trio’s mark was indelible—tits, cocks, and chaos forever etched in its walls.

Lillian’s Luscious Lessons




Chapter One: A Fresh Start at St. Titania’s

Lillian Grayson stood before the towering wrought-iron gates of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, her heart thudding beneath the straining fabric of her blouse. At eighteen, she was a vision of innocence wrapped in a navy pleated skirt that flared just above her knees and a crisp white blouse that clung to her voluminous G-cup treasures. The blouse’s buttons fought a valiant battle against her prodigious chest, each seam threatening to surrender with every breath she took. Beneath it all, a sturdy brassiere with cups the size of teacups hoisted her bountiful assets into a gravity-defying display, the satin straps digging faintly into her shoulders. Her auburn hair tumbled in soft waves down her back, and her wide hazel eyes darted nervously as she clutched her leather satchel.

The campus buzzed with life. Girls and shemales alike flitted across the manicured lawns, their laughter ringing through the warm September air. Lillian couldn’t help but gape at the sheer abundance of beauty surrounding her. Every student was a masterpiece of curves, their towering twin peaks jiggling with every step. The shemales, with their dainty frames and feminine grace, were impossible to distinguish from the girls—until a skirt flipped up or a tight blouse parted to reveal the scandalous truth beneath.

Take Penelope Withers, for instance, a leggy shemale striding confidently toward the main hall. Her emerald-green skirt, scandalously short, swished with every step, revealing the tops of her thigh-high stockings. Beneath that flippy hemline, her satin knickers strained heroically to contain a colossal male appendage, the fabric stretched taut over a bulge that could shame any lad in the village. When she paused to adjust her books, bending forward just so, the skirt rode up, exposing the heft of her prodigious orbs—two weighty spheres that dangled like ripe fruit, barely concealed by the flimsy lingerie. Her sweater, a snug affair in cream wool, hugged her bountiful G-cup bounty, the outline of her reinforced brassiere visible through the knit.

“Oi, Lillian! Don’t just stand there gawking like a fish out of water!” called a voice. It was Marjorie Tate, a bubbly blonde girl with a chest that rivaled Lillian’s own. Her tight skirt hugged her hips, and her blouse—unbuttoned one notch too far—offered a generous glimpse of the lacy brassiere cradling her magnificent melons. She gave Lillian’s bum a playful pat as she skipped over, her skirt flaring to reveal a flash of pink knickers. “Come on, let’s get you sorted before Miss Haverford catches us dawdling.”

Miss Haverford, the history teacher, was a vision of matronly allure. At forty-two, she carried herself with the poise of a queen, her auburn hair pinned into an elegant chignon. Her tailored dress, a deep burgundy, clung to her hourglass figure, the bodice straining to contain her stupendous H-cup wonders. The skirt flared at her hips, but Lillian couldn’t help noticing the faint outline beneath—Miss Haverford was a shemale, and the fabric did little to hide the monstrous bulge of her endowments. Rumor had it her husband, a meek little accountant, couldn’t measure up to the glory she packed beneath her frocks. “If only Harold had half the kit I’ve got,” she’d once sighed to a colleague within earshot of the students, adjusting her skirt with a wry smile.

Inside the main hall, Lillian’s senses were assaulted by a sea of swaying skirts and bouncing bosoms. The shemales were particularly eye-catching. There was Clara Dobbs, a petite brunette with a penchant for tight trousers when she wasn’t in uniform. Today, though, she wore a flippy red skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. As she bent to retrieve a dropped pencil, the hem lifted, revealing a pair of silk knickers stretched to their limit over her massive, semi-erect manhood and a pair of balls that swung like pendulums. “Blimey,” muttered a nearby girl, fanning herself. “No wonder her boyfriend’s always sulking—poor sod can’t compete with that lot.”

The headmistress, Mrs. Evelyn Pritchard, swept into the hall, silencing the chatter. She was a statuesque shemale with raven hair and a bosom that could only be described as a pair of majestic dirigibles. Her black dress, severe yet sensual, hugged her curves, the skirt swishing as she moved. Beneath it, her satin undergarments wrestled with a package that left little to the imagination—her colossal cock and hefty orbs pressed against the fabric with every step. “Welcome, ladies,” she purred, her voice rich and commanding. “At St. Titania’s, we uphold tradition, grace, and… decorum.” Her eyes twinkled as she adjusted her skirt, a faint smirk playing on her lips.

Lillian blushed furiously, feeling utterly out of her depth. She’d never so much as kissed a boy, let alone navigated a world where every glance was a lesson in anatomy. Her own generous endowments felt like a burden—she’d spent her life hunching to hide them, mortified by the stares they drew. Now, surrounded by these confident goddesses, she felt like a lamb among lions.

Her first class was literature with Miss Daphne Wells, a young shemale teacher whose beauty was matched only by her wardrobe. Her blouse, a sheer lavender number, clung to her G-cup splendors, the lace of her brassiere peeking through. Her skirt, a tight pencil affair, outlined the jaw-dropping bulge of her endowments—a thick, meaty length and a pair of balls that strained the seams. As she leaned over her desk to distribute books, the skirt rode up, offering a glimpse of garters and the silk knickers barely containing her treasures. “Pay attention, girls,” she chirped, oblivious to the gasps behind her. “Shakespeare’s sonnets are far more thrilling than you’d think.”

Lillian’s cheeks burned as she tried to focus on her book, but the distractions were endless. Across the room, a shemale student named Beatrice adjusted her sweater, the wool stretching over her tremendous hillocks. Her boyfriend, a lanky lad from the nearby boys’ school, had once bragged about his prowess—until Beatrice had yanked up her skirt in a fit of pique, revealing a manhood that dwarfed his entirely. “Call that a prick?” she’d laughed, her massive balls swaying as she stormed off. The memory still circulated as campus legend.

By lunchtime, Lillian was dizzy with it all. She sat beneath an oak tree, nibbling a sandwich, when Marjorie plopped beside her. “You’ll get used to it,” she said, patting Lillian’s bum again. “The shemales, the skirts, the… everything. Just wait ’til the dance next week—half the girls will be bending over to adjust their stockings, and the shemales will be showing off their goods like it’s a bloody pageant.”

Lillian managed a shy smile, her blouse straining as she shifted. Maybe St. Titania’s wouldn’t be so bad after all—if she could just stop blushing every time a skirt flipped up or a brassiere snapped under the weight of someone’s glorious globes. For now, though, she’d take it one wobbly, bosom-heaving step at a time.




Chapter Two: The Dormitory Debacle

Lillian Grayson trudged up the creaking stairs of St. Titania’s dormitory, her leather satchel bumping against her hip. The day’s classes had left her head spinning—bosoms bouncing, skirts flipping, and more bulges than she’d ever dreamed possible. Her navy skirt swished around her thighs, and her blouse, still valiantly clinging to her G-cup treasures, felt tighter than ever. The satin brassiere beneath it hoisted her generous endowments into a pert salute, though the straps bit into her shoulders with every step. She pushed open the door to Room 12B, her new home, and was greeted by a whirlwind of lace and laughter.

Marjorie Tate, her blonde curls bouncing, was already sprawled across one of the three beds, her tight skirt riding up to reveal a glimpse of pink knickers hugging her pert backside. “There’s our Lil!” she chirped, hopping up to give Lillian’s bum a cheeky pat. “Meet Victoria—your other roomie.” She gestured to a shemale unpacking a suitcase with the flair of a stage magician. Victoria was a vision in a flippy lavender skirt that barely grazed her thighs and a cream sweater that molded to her G-cup splendors like a second skin. The wool stretched taut over the reinforced cups of her brassiere, the outline of lace faintly visible. As she bent to arrange a pair of heels, her skirt flared up, exposing satin knickers stretched to their limit over a colossal male appendage. The fabric strained against her hefty orbs, two weighty spheres that swayed with every movement, dwarfing anything Lillian had ever imagined.

“Blimey,” Lillian muttered, her cheeks flaming as she dropped her satchel. Victoria straightened, tossing her chestnut hair with a grin. “Like what you see, newbie?” she teased, smoothing her skirt—though it did little to hide the monstrous bulge beneath. “These knickers cost a fortune, mind you. Got to keep the goods in check.” She gave her bum a playful wiggle, the skirt flipping again to reveal those prodigious balls, plump and pendulous in their silken prison.

Marjorie giggled, hopping off the bed to “help” Victoria unpack. She bent forward with exaggerated care, her skirt lifting to show off her lacy brassiere and the creamy swell of her magnificent melons spilling over the cups. “Oh, Lil, you’ve got to loosen up,” she said, winking. “We’re all friends here—boobs, balls, and all.” Lillian clutched her blouse, mortified yet mesmerized by the casual display. She’d spent her life hiding her own bountiful assets, hunching to avoid the leers of village lads. Here, though, modesty seemed as outdated as a corset.

The door swung open with a bang, and in swept Miss Grayson—no relation to Lillian—a matronly shemale with a figure that could stop traffic. Her auburn hair was pinned into a severe bun, and her burgundy dress clung to her hourglass curves, the bodice straining to contain her H-cup wonders. The skirt flared at her hips, but as she strode forward, the faint outline of her endowments pressed through—a thick, meaty length and a pair of balls that rivaled Victoria’s own. “What’s all this racket?” she snapped, her voice crisp. “This is a dormitory, not a burlesque hall!” She bent to pick up a stray stocking Victoria had dropped, and her skirt rode up, revealing garters and silk knickers stretched tight over her colossal package. “If only my husband had half the kit I’ve got,” she muttered, loud enough for the girls to hear. “Poor sod’s barely a teaspoon compared to this banquet.”

Victoria smirked, leaning against the bedpost. “Sorry, Miss G. Just getting settled.” She adjusted her skirt with a flourish, letting it flip up again to showcase her satin-clad bulge. “Can’t help it if the goods demand attention.” Miss Grayson’s eyes narrowed, though a flicker of amusement crossed her face. “Propriety, Miss Sinclair,” she said, pointing a finger. “Keep that skirt down, or you’ll be scrubbing floors ’til Christmas.” She turned to leave, her own skirt swishing to reveal a flash of her massive orbs, leaving Lillian gaping.

Once the door clicked shut, Marjorie collapsed into giggles. “She’s a right hypocrite, that one. Did you see her kit? Could knock a bloke out with those!” Victoria joined in, patting Lillian’s shoulder. “Come on, Lil. Let’s get you out of that prissy blouse. Try this on.” She thrust a tight sweater at Lillian, a deep plum number that looked two sizes too small. “It’ll show off those smashing globes of yours.”

Lillian hesitated, clutching her blouse like a lifeline. “I… I don’t know,” she stammered. “It’s a bit… revealing.” Marjorie rolled her eyes, yanking the sweater over Lillian’s head before she could protest. The wool hugged her G-cup treasures like a lover’s embrace, the fabric stretching to accentuate every curve. The brassiere beneath creaked under the pressure, and as Lillian shifted, a button popped off with a ping, sailing across the room to narrowly miss Victoria’s eye.

The trio froze, then erupted into laughter. “Blimey, Lil, you’ve got a weapon there!” Victoria crowed, clutching her sides. Marjorie retrieved the button, still giggling. “You’re one of us now—bursting out all over.” Lillian’s blush faded into a shy smile, the warmth of their teasing thawing her nerves. Maybe she could belong here, amid the skirts and sweaters and shameless displays.

As night fell, the girls settled onto their beds, the room aglow with a single lamp. Marjorie propped herself on an elbow, her nightie slipping to reveal the lacy edge of her brassiere. “Wait ’til you see the boys from St. Crispin’s at the dance next week,” she said, grinning. “Half of ’em faint when they get a peek at Victoria’s lot.” Victoria smirked, stretching out in a silk slip that clung to her G-cup splendors and outlined her prodigious endowments below. “Poor lads,” she sighed, hiking the hem to flash her satin knickers and the hefty orbs beneath. “Not a one of ’em can measure up to this.”

Lillian peeked out the window, catching a glimpse of shadowy figures on the lawn—boys from the nearby school, no doubt sneaking a look at the dorms. Her heart fluttered, a mix of nerves and curiosity. St. Titania’s was a world of excess—boobs that defied gravity, bulges that defied reason, and friendships forged in the absurdity of it all. She tugged the sweater tighter, feeling the weight of her own assets, and wondered what the next day would bring. For now, she’d sleep with the echo of laughter in her ears and the faint creak of her brassiere as a lullaby.




Chapter Three: The Study Session Seduction

Lillian Grayson sat cross-legged on a faded velvet cushion in the dormitory’s study room, her literature textbook splayed open across her lap. The late afternoon sun slanted through the window, casting golden streaks over her navy skirt, which flared just above her knees, and her white blouse, its buttons straining to contain her G-cup treasures. The satin brassiere beneath hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert display, the straps digging faintly into her shoulders as she hunched over Shakespeare’s sonnets. Across the small table, Marjorie Tate and Beatrice Dobbs lounged with far less focus, their giggles punctuating the quiet.

Marjorie’s tight sweater clung to her G-cup splendors, the wool outlining the lacy brassiere beneath, its cups barely containing her creamy swells. Her skirt, a snug affair in emerald green, hugged her hips, riding up as she shifted to reveal a flash of pink knickers. Beatrice, meanwhile, sprawled in a chair, her flippy red skirt scandalously short. The hem barely grazed her thighs, and as she stretched with a dramatic yawn, it lifted to expose silk knickers stretched taut over her colossal male appendage—a thick, veined shaft already stirring—and her weighty balls, two hefty orbs that bulged against the fabric. Her sweater, a snug grey number, molded to her G-cup wonders, the reinforced brassiere beneath creaking faintly.

“These sonnets are dull as dishwater,” Beatrice groaned, tossing her book aside. “My boyfriend’s got more poetry in his pathetic little nub than this rot—and that’s saying nothing.” She smirked, hiking her skirt higher to flash her endowments, the silk knickers straining as her cock twitched to semi-hardness. “Fancy making this study session fun, Marj?” Marjorie grinned, unbuttoning her blouse to let her bountiful melons spill forward, the lace of her brassiere peeking out. “Oh, you wicked thing,” she purred, crawling onto Beatrice’s lap.

Lillian’s breath caught as Marjorie tugged her own knickers aside, revealing a slick, eager slit beneath her skirt. Beatrice gripped her hips, rubbing her thick, throbbing shaft against Marjorie’s folds, the head glistening with precum. With a slow, deliberate thrust, she plunged in, her massive balls swinging heavily as she filled Marjorie to the hilt. Marjorie gasped, her splendid hillocks bouncing free from her brassiere, nipples grazing Beatrice’s sweater as she rocked against her. The rhythmic slap of Beatrice’s orbs against Marjorie’s thighs filled the room, a lewd counterpoint to Lillian’s pounding heartbeat. Her own skirt rode up as she shifted, her satin knickers clinging damply to her untouched curves, her fingers brushing the fabric unconsciously.

“Oi, keep it down!” Lillian whispered, clutching her book like a shield, though her eyes stayed glued to the scene. Beatrice grinned, thrusting harder, her cock glistening as it slid in and out, her balls swaying like pendulums. “Jealous, Lil? Plenty to go round.” Marjorie moaned, her head tipping back, her G-cup treasures jiggling with every motion. Lillian’s blouse felt tighter, her brassiere creaking as her chest heaved, arousal warring with her shyness.

A sharp knock rattled the door, and the girls froze. “Who’s in there?” came Miss Haverford’s crisp voice, the history teacher’s heels clicking closer. Beatrice yanked her skirt down, though her still-hard prick tented the fabric obscenely, her balls bulging beneath. Marjorie scrambled to button her blouse, her brassiere askew, creamy swells spilling over the cups. Lillian smoothed her skirt, her cheeks flaming as she shoved her book higher to hide her face. The door creaked open, and Miss Haverford peered in, her burgundy dress clinging to her H-cup wonders, the skirt outlining her own monstrous bulge—a thick length and hefty orbs pressing against her silk knickers.

“Studying, I hope?” she said, arching a brow. Her eyes flicked over the disheveled trio, but she said nothing more, turning with a swish of her skirt that revealed a flash of garters. The door clicked shut, and Beatrice exhaled, grinning. “Close one. Now, where were we?” She pulled Marjorie back, thrusting a few quick, deep strokes, her seed erupting in hot spurts onto the floor as Marjorie shuddered, her own climax leaving her breathless. They collapsed in a giggling heap, then turned to Lillian with wicked smiles.

Marjorie crawled over, her blouse still half-open, and pressed a kiss to Lillian’s neck, her breath warm against her skin. “Come on, Lil, join the fun,” she murmured, her hand brushing Lillian’s thigh. Beatrice slid closer, her skirt flipped up again, her glistening cock and heavy balls on full display. “We’ll break you in gentle,” she teased, stroking Lillian’s leg, her fingers grazing the edge of her damp knickers. Lillian’s pulse raced, her body tingling with heat, but her nerves won out. “I… I can’t,” she stammered, pulling away, her skirt tangling around her hips.

The girls laughed, not unkindly. “Next time, then,” Marjorie said, patting Lillian’s bum as she retreated to her cushion. Beatrice smoothed her skirt—barely concealing her endowments—and picked up her book with mock seriousness. “Back to the bard, I suppose. Though I’d wager my kit’s more impressive than any sonnet.” Marjorie giggled, buttoning her blouse properly, though her brassiere still strained under her splendid globes.

Lillian sank back, her textbook forgotten, her mind replaying the scene in vivid detail—Beatrice’s thick shaft plunging into Marjorie, the slap of those massive orbs, the way her own body had responded despite her protests. Her satin knickers clung wetly to her, a secret she buried beneath her skirt. The study room grew quiet, save for the rustle of pages and the occasional giggle, but Lillian’s innocence felt thinner, stretched like the fabric of her blouse. She glanced at her roommates, their casual ease a world apart from her own trembling curiosity, and wondered how long she could hold out in this madhouse of flesh and frocks.

As dusk settled, they packed up, Marjorie stretching with a yawn that lifted her sweater to reveal her brassiere’s lace, Beatrice adjusting her skirt with a smirk that flashed her silk-clad bulge. “Night, Lil,” they chorused, leaving her alone with her thoughts. She climbed into bed, the creak of her brassiere a familiar comfort, and replayed the day’s absurdity—skirts flipping, endowments swaying, and the heat of Marjorie’s kiss lingering on her neck. St. Titania’s was unraveling her, one scandalous stitch at a time, and she wasn’t sure she minded.




Chapter Four: The Garden Gossip

Lillian Grayson wandered into the sprawling gardens of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, her leather satchel swinging against her hip. The late afternoon sun bathed the manicured lawns in a warm glow, and the air hummed with the chatter of students lounging beneath the sprawling oaks. Her navy skirt swished around her knees, the pleats flaring slightly with each step, while her white blouse clung to her G-cup treasures, the buttons fighting a losing battle against their generous swell. Beneath, her satin brassiere hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert display, the straps biting into her shoulders as she adjusted her load. She spotted Marjorie Tate waving her over to a picnic blanket, where Victoria Sinclair and Sylvia Langston already sprawled in a riot of curves and giggles.

Marjorie’s emerald skirt hugged her hips, riding up as she knelt to unpack a basket, revealing the lacy edge of her pink knickers clinging to her pert backside. Her sweater, a snug cream affair, molded to her G-cup splendors, the outline of her brassiere faintly visible through the wool. Victoria, lounging with one leg bent, wore a flippy lavender skirt that barely grazed her thighs. As she shifted to pluck a grape, the hem flared, exposing satin knickers stretched taut over her colossal male appendage—a thick, meaty length that pressed against the fabric—and her pendulous balls, two hefty orbs that bulged beneath. Her sweater hugged her G-cup wonders, the reinforced cups of her brassiere creaking faintly. Sylvia, meanwhile, opted for tight trousers that left nothing to the imagination, the fabric outlining her massive bulge—her cock and balls a shameless proclamation. Her blouse, a sheer lavender number, clung to her H-cup treasures, the lace of her brassiere peeking through as she stretched with a yawn.

“Sit, Lil!” Marjorie chirped, patting the blanket beside her. Lillian sank down, her skirt fanning out, her blouse tightening as her chest jiggled with the motion. She clutched her satchel like a lifeline, her hazel eyes darting between her companions’ brazen displays. Victoria grinned, bending forward to pluck a flower from the grass, her skirt riding up to reveal the full heft of her prodigious orbs swaying in their silken prison. “This dance next week’s got me knackered already,” she sighed, twirling the bloom. “My boyfriend’s coming, poor sod. His measly little thing can’t hold a candle to this kit.” She smoothed her skirt, though it did little to hide the monstrous bulge beneath, and winked at Lillian.

Marjorie giggled, her skirt flipping up as she leaned to grab a sandwich, flashing her lacy knickers again. “Oh, Lil, you should’ve seen Victoria’s last dance with him. She twirled, and he nearly fainted when her skirt flew up—those balls of hers could knock a bloke out!” Sylvia smirked, adjusting her trousers to emphasize her own endowments, the fabric straining over her thick shaft and heavy orbs. “My chap’s no better,” she said, patting her G-cup wonders. “Saw me in these trousers once and turned green—said he’d never measure up. Too right, he won’t.” She bent to adjust her shoe, her blouse parting to reveal the creamy swell of her brassiere, leaving Lillian’s cheeks flaming.

“I… I haven’t even got a partner yet,” Lillian mumbled, her fingers twisting the hem of her skirt. Her brassiere creaked as she shifted, her G-cup treasures jiggling faintly. Marjorie patted her bum with a grin. “Oh, you’ll have lads queuing up once they see you in a tight frock! Or shemales, if you fancy a real treat.” Victoria laughed, tossing her hair. “She’s right, Lil. You’ve got smashing globes—time to flaunt ’em.”

The chatter paused as Miss Lottie, the dance teacher, strolled by, her presence commanding attention. Her flippy skirt, a vibrant teal, swished with every step, the hem lifting to reveal garters and silk knickers stretched tight over her massive endowments—a thick cock and hefty balls that dwarfed most. Her blouse hugged her G-cup splendors, the fabric sheer enough to hint at the lace beneath. She paused to chat with another group, then bent to pick up a dropped book, her skirt riding up to showcase her prodigious orbs swaying beneath. “Afternoon, girls,” she called, straightening with a wink at Lillian. “You’re a quiet storm, aren’t you, Miss Grayson? Save a dance for me—I’ll teach you a twirl or two.” Her skirt swished as she sauntered off, leaving a trail of gasps and giggles.

Lillian’s blush deepened, her blouse feeling tighter as her chest heaved. “She’s… something,” she managed, earning a chorus of laughter. Sylvia leaned closer, her trousers creasing over her bulge. “Pair with me at the dance, Lil,” she suggested, her voice low. “We’ll show ’em all up—your globes, my kit. Unbeatable.” She adjusted her blouse, the brassiere straining as her H-cup wonders shifted, and grinned. Marjorie nodded, her sweater lifting to reveal a sliver of lace. “Or me! We’d be a sight, bending over to fix our stockings—give the lads a proper eyeful.”

Victoria stretched out, her skirt flipping again to flash her satin-clad endowments. “Whoever you pick, Lil, just don’t waste those assets hiding in a corner. This place is all about showing off.” She plucked another grape, popping it into her mouth with a smirk. Lillian glanced down at her own blouse, the buttons trembling under the weight of her G-cup treasures, and felt a flicker of something—nerves, yes, but maybe pride too. Her brassiere dug in, a constant reminder of her burdensome bounty, yet here it was currency, a ticket to belonging.

The sun dipped lower, casting long shadows over the blanket. Marjorie packed up the basket, her skirt riding up once more, while Sylvia stood, her trousers outlining every inch of her colossal package. Victoria rose last, her skirt swishing to reveal a final glimpse of her hefty orbs, and slung an arm around Lillian. “You’re one of us, Lil,” she said, patting her shoulder. “Shy or not, you’ve got the goods—use ’em.” They wandered back to the dorm, skirts swaying and brassieres creaking, leaving Lillian to trail behind, her mind buzzing.

Back in her room, she sank onto her bed, the day’s chatter replaying—Miss Lottie’s wink, Sylvia’s offer, the endless parade of bulges and bosoms. Her blouse tightened as she breathed deep, her satchel discarded beside her. St. Titania’s was a madhouse of flesh and frocks, and she was still the quiet girl in the corner—but maybe, just maybe, she was ready to step into the light.




Chapter Five: The Dance Floor Dalliance

Lillian Grayson stepped into the grand ballroom of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, her heart thudding beneath the tight bodice of her maid costume. The outfit, chosen during the dormitory’s costume prep, hugged her G-cup treasures with a ferocity that left her breathless, the black blouse’s buttons straining to contain their generous swell. Beneath, her satin brassiere hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert salute, the straps digging into her shoulders as she moved. The skirt, a flared affair in crisp white, danced just above her knees, swishing with every tentative step. Streamers draped the high ceilings, and the air pulsed with the jaunty rhythm of a swing band, the room alive with swaying skirts and bouncing bosoms.

Marjorie Tate twirled past in her nurse outfit, the tight white skirt riding up to reveal lacy knickers clinging to her pert backside. Her sweater stretched over her G-cup splendors, the wool outlining the brassiere beneath, its cups barely containing her creamy swells as she spun. Across the floor, Victoria Sinclair shimmered in her flapper dress, the fringe swaying scandalously short. She paused to adjust her stockings, bending forward with a flourish that lifted the hem, exposing satin knickers stretched taut over her colossal male appendage—a thick, meaty length that pressed against the fabric—and her hefty balls, two weighty orbs bulging beneath. Her sweater hugged her G-cup wonders, the reinforced cups creaking faintly as she straightened with a grin.

Lillian lingered near the punch table, her skirt flaring as she shifted nervously, when Sylvia Langston glided by. Sylvia’s tight trousers left nothing to the imagination, the fabric outlining her massive bulge—her cock and balls a shameless proclamation. Her sheer lavender blouse clung to her H-cup treasures, the lace of her brassiere peeking through as she swayed to the music, her hips rolling with confidence. Lillian’s cheeks flamed, her satin knickers growing damp beneath her skirt as she watched the parade of beauty and bravado.

Victoria caught Sylvia’s eye, beckoning her to a shadowy corner near the velvet curtains. With a wicked smirk, she yanked Sylvia’s trousers down to mid-thigh, revealing her thick, erect shaft glistening with anticipation. Victoria hiked her own skirt, her satin knickers shoved aside to free her massive prick, already throbbing with need. She pressed Sylvia against the wall, thrusting her engorged manhood into Sylvia’s slick rear with a slow, deliberate push. Sylvia gasped, her H-cup wonders bouncing beneath her blouse, the brassiere straining as Victoria’s balls slapped rhythmically against her thighs, the fringe of her dress tangling with Sylvia’s trousers. Their moans blended with the music, a secret symphony in the dim light.

Lillian froze, her punch glass trembling in her hand, her G-cup treasures jiggling as her breath quickened. Her brassiere creaked under the strain, her satin knickers clinging wetly to her untouched slit as she watched, mesmerized. The sight of Victoria’s thick shaft plunging into Sylvia, the sway of those prodigious orbs, sent a shiver through her she couldn’t name—fear, yes, but something hotter too. She pressed her thighs together, her skirt lifting slightly, when Marjorie swooped in, grabbing her arm. “Come on, Lil, dance with me!” she chirped, her nurse skirt flipping up to flash her lacy knickers as she tugged Lillian onto the floor.

“I… I don’t know how,” Lillian stammered, her blouse tightening as she stumbled after Marjorie. The other girl’s G-cup splendors bounced with every step, her sweater parting to reveal a sliver of lace. “Oh, you’ll learn—just sway those smashing globes!” Marjorie teased, spinning Lillian until her skirt flared, exposing the tops of her stockings. Lillian’s cheeks burned, her brassiere digging in as she tried to keep up, her eyes darting back to the corner where Victoria and Sylvia moved with shameless abandon.

The music swelled, and Victoria thrust harder, her cock glistening as it slid in and out, her balls swinging like pendulums. Sylvia gripped the wall, her trousers pooling at her ankles, her blouse parting to show the creamy swell of her brassiere as she shuddered. With a low groan, Victoria climaxed, her seed spilling onto the floor in hot spurts, mingling with Sylvia’s own release as they collapsed against each other, giggling breathlessly. They adjusted their clothes—Victoria’s skirt swishing back into place, Sylvia tugging up her trousers—and rejoined the dance, their faces flushed with mischief.

Marjorie twirled Lillian again, then pulled her close, her breath warm against Lillian’s ear. “See that? You could join in, you know,” she whispered, planting a soft kiss on Lillian’s cheek. “No rush, though—baby steps.” Lillian’s pulse raced, her G-cup treasures jiggling as she swayed awkwardly, the dampness in her knickers a secret she couldn’t voice. “I… maybe,” she mumbled, her blush spreading as Marjorie giggled and patted her bum.

The dance whirled on, skirts flipping and bulges straining. Across the room, Miss Lottie swayed with a student, her teal skirt lifting to reveal the monstrous bulge of her endowments pressing against her silk knickers, her G-cup wonders bouncing beneath her blouse. Lillian caught her eye, and Miss Lottie winked, a promise of lessons yet to come. The band struck a final chord, and Marjorie led Lillian back to the punch table, her skirt swishing with every step. “You did grand, Lil,” she said, pouring a glass. “Those globes of yours’ll be the talk of the night.”

Lillian sipped her punch, her blouse tight and her brassiere creaking, her skirt still faintly askew. The ballroom buzzed with laughter and flaunting figures—Victoria lamenting her boyfriend’s “pathetic twig” to a giggling Sylvia, Miss Lottie’s bulge swaying as she moved. Lillian felt the pull of this wild world, her shyness fraying like the seams of her blouse. She adjusted her skirt, her G-cup treasures settling with a faint jiggle, and wondered what it might be like to step beyond watching—to sway, to flaunt, to feel. For now, she’d dance on the edge, her body humming with the night’s electric promise.




Chapter Six: The Rehearsal Rumble

Lillian Grayson stepped into the grand ballroom of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, her nerves jangling beneath the tight fabric of her rehearsal outfit. The white blouse clung to her G-cup treasures, the buttons straining with every breath, while her satin brassiere hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert, eye-catching display. The straps dug into her shoulders, a constant reminder of her burdensome bounty. Her navy skirt flared just above her knees, swishing as she crossed the polished floor to join the other students gathered for Miss Lottie’s dance rehearsal. The room buzzed with chatter, the high ceilings echoing with the rustle of skirts and the creak of brassieres.

Miss Lottie stood at the center, a vision of poise in a flippy teal skirt that danced around her thighs and a blouse that hugged her G-cup wonders, the sheer fabric hinting at the lace beneath. She clapped her hands, silencing the room, and demonstrated a twirl with a flourish. Her skirt flared high, revealing garters and silk knickers stretched taut over her massive endowments—a thick cock and hefty balls that swayed with the motion. “Chin up, girls!” she called, her voice bright. “Grace and gusto—let’s see it!” Her H-cup treasures jiggled faintly as she landed, her brassiere creaking under the strain.

Lillian paired with Sylvia Langston, whose tight trousers outlined her colossal bulge with shameless clarity—her cock and balls a bold proclamation beneath the fabric. Her lavender sweater clung to her H-cup splendors, the wool stretching over her reinforced brassiere as she swayed into position. “Relax, Lil,” Sylvia said, grinning as she took Lillian’s hand. “Just follow my lead.” Lillian nodded, her skirt swishing as she tried to mirror Sylvia’s steps, her G-cup treasures bouncing with every clumsy move.

Across the room, Marjorie Tate practiced with Clara, her emerald skirt flipping up as she bent to tie her shoe, revealing lacy knickers hugging her pert backside. Her sweater molded to her G-cup wonders, the outline of her brassiere visible as she giggled at Clara’s twirl. Clara’s flippy skirt lifted with the spin, flashing silk knickers stretched over her massive cock and pendulous balls, a sight that drew a few gasps from the newer students. Lillian’s cheeks flamed, her blouse tightening as she fumbled a step, her brassiere digging in deeper.

Miss Lottie called a switch, and Beatrice Dobbs sauntered over to Lillian, her flippy red skirt swishing with every step. The hem barely grazed her thighs, and her grey sweater hugged her G-cup wonders, the reinforced cups creaking faintly. “My turn, Lil,” she said with a smirk, taking Lillian’s hands. They moved into a waltz, but Beatrice spun with exaggerated flair, her skirt lifting to reveal silk knickers outlining her colossal endowments—her thick shaft and weighty orbs bulging beneath. “Oops,” she teased, catching Lillian’s wide-eyed stare. “Too much for you?” Lillian stumbled, her G-cup treasures jiggling as she struggled to keep up, her skirt flaring to expose the tops of her stockings.

“Steady on,” Beatrice laughed, bending to “help” Lillian regain her balance. Her skirt rode up again, showcasing her prodigious orbs swaying in their silken prison, a sight that sent Lillian’s pulse racing. “You’re all thumbs today—still dreaming of the dance, eh?” she whispered, her breath warm against Lillian’s ear. Lillian’s blush deepened, her blouse buttons trembling as her chest heaved, the memory of Victoria and Sylvia’s corner tryst flashing through her mind. “I’m trying,” she mumbled, her brassiere creaking as she straightened, determined not to falter.

Miss Lottie swept over, her skirt swishing with purpose. “Posture, Miss Grayson,” she said, placing a hand on Lillian’s back. Her teal skirt brushed Lillian’s leg, the faint press of her monstrous bulge—her thick cock and hefty balls—shifting beneath the fabric. She adjusted Lillian’s shoulders, her G-cup wonders swaying beneath her blouse, the brassiere straining as she leaned close. “You’ve got the goods—own them,” she murmured, her voice low and encouraging. Lillian froze, her satin knickers clinging damply beneath her skirt, but she nodded, lifting her chin as Miss Lottie stepped back with a nod.

The rehearsal rolled on, skirts flipping and bulges swaying. Beatrice twirled again, her skirt flashing her endowments with every spin, while Sylvia’s trousers creased over her massive package as she dipped her partner. Marjorie bent to adjust her skirt, her lacy knickers peeking out, her G-cup splendors bouncing as she laughed. Lillian focused on her steps, her blouse tight and her brassiere digging in, her G-cup treasures jiggling with every move. She wasn’t graceful—not yet—but she felt a spark of determination, a flicker of pride amidst the chaos.

The music stopped, and Miss Lottie clapped again. “Better, ladies! Keep at it!” she called, her skirt flaring as she turned, revealing a final glimpse of her silk-clad bulge. The students dispersed, panting and giggling. Marjorie skipped over, her skirt swishing, and patted Lillian’s bum. “You were smashing, Lil! A bit wobbly, but those globes of yours stole the show.” Sylvia joined them, her trousers outlining her endowments as she grinned. “She’s right—keep that up, and you’ll be twirling with the best of us.”

Lillian smoothed her skirt, her blouse buttons trembling as her chest settled, her brassiere a familiar ache. “Thanks,” she said, her voice soft but steadier than before. The ballroom emptied, leaving echoes of laughter and the rustle of fabric. She glanced at Beatrice, who winked as she sauntered off, her skirt flipping one last time, then at Miss Lottie, whose bulge swayed as she gathered her notes. St. Titania’s was a whirlwind of flaunt and frocks, and Lillian was still the shy girl in the corner—but she was learning to step, to sway, to stand a little taller. Her G-cup treasures jiggled as she walked out, a quiet promise to herself taking root amidst the absurdity.




Chapter Seven: The Backstage Beguilement

Lillian Grayson lingered in the backstage clutter of the grand ballroom, her arms laden with discarded props from the dance rehearsal. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and lavender perfume, the space a jumble of costumes and wooden crates. Her white blouse clung to her G-cup treasures, the buttons trembling under their generous swell, while her satin brassiere hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert display, the straps biting into her shoulders. Her navy skirt flared as she bent to stack a pile of feathered boas, the hem lifting to reveal the tops of her stockings, her breath still uneven from the rehearsal’s whirl of skirts and bulges.

The ballroom had emptied, but Miss Lottie and Sylvia Langston remained, their laughter echoing from the far corner near a prop table. Miss Lottie’s flippy teal skirt swished with every step, the hem dancing around her thighs, while her blouse hugged her G-cup wonders, the sheer fabric hinting at the lace beneath. Sylvia’s tight trousers outlined her colossal bulge—her thick cock and hefty balls pressing shamelessly against the fabric—while her lavender sweater molded to her H-cup splendors, the brassiere creaking as she leaned against the table. “You’re a tease in those trousers,” Miss Lottie purred, her voice low as she twirled a lock of Sylvia’s hair, her skirt flaring to flash silk knickers stretched taut over her massive endowments.

Lillian paused, half-hidden behind a curtain, her skirt rustling as she shifted for a better view. Sylvia grinned, tugging at Miss Lottie’s skirt. “And you’re all talk in that frock—prove it.” With a wicked smirk, Miss Lottie yanked Sylvia’s trousers down to mid-thigh, freeing her thick, erect shaft, the head glistening with anticipation. She hiked her own skirt, shoving her silk knickers aside to reveal her massive prick, already throbbing with need. Bending Sylvia over the table, she thrust her engorged manhood into Sylvia’s slick rear with a slow, deliberate push, her hefty balls slapping against Sylvia’s thighs as she set a rhythm. Sylvia gasped, her H-cup treasures bouncing beneath her sweater, the brassiere straining as her trousers tangled at her ankles, the table creaking under their weight.

Lillian’s breath hitched, her G-cup treasures jiggling as she clutched the curtain, her satin knickers soaking beneath her skirt. The sight of Miss Lottie’s thick shaft plunging into Sylvia, the sway of those prodigious orbs with every thrust, sent a shiver through her—arousal warring with her shyness. Sylvia moaned, her fingers gripping the table’s edge, her sweater parting to reveal the creamy swell of her brassiere as she rocked back against Miss Lottie. The slap of flesh against flesh mingled with the distant hum of the dormitory, a secret symphony Lillian couldn’t tear her eyes from. Her fingers trembled near her untouched slit, brushing the damp fabric of her knickers, but she didn’t dare go further.

Footsteps echoed from the hall—Miss Grayson on her evening patrol. “Quiet!” Lillian whispered, her voice a panicked squeak as she peeked out. Miss Lottie glanced over, her teal skirt bunched around her hips, her cock buried deep in Sylvia. She winked, slowing her thrusts but not stopping, her balls swaying with each measured push. “Not a peep, Lil,” she murmured, her voice husky. Sylvia stifled a giggle, her H-cup wonders jiggling as she bit her lip, the tension only heightening their rhythm.

The footsteps faded, and Miss Lottie sped up, her thrusts growing urgent. Sylvia shuddered, her thick shaft twitching as her seed spilled onto the floor beneath the table, a hot, messy burst that mingled with the dust. Miss Lottie followed with a low groan, pulling out to let her release splatter across Sylvia’s thighs, the milky streams glistening in the dim light. They collapsed against the table, breathless and giggling, adjusting their clothes with practiced ease—Miss Lottie smoothing her skirt over her still-impressive bulge, Sylvia tugging her trousers up over her slick shaft and pendulous balls.

Lillian’s cheeks flamed, her blouse tightening as her chest heaved, her brassiere creaking under the strain. Miss Lottie caught her eye, beckoning with a crooked finger. “Come join us, Lil,” she teased, her skirt swishing as she stepped closer. Sylvia grinned, wiping a bead of sweat from her brow, her H-cup treasures settling beneath her sweater. “Plenty of room for those smashing globes,” she added, patting the table. Lillian shook her head, her skirt tangling as she ducked back, her voice lost in a stammer. “I… I can’t,” she managed, fleeing toward the exit, her G-cup treasures bouncing with every step.

She burst into the cool night air, her satin knickers clinging wetly, her mind a whirl of what she’d seen—Miss Lottie’s thick prick plunging into Sylvia, the slap of those hefty orbs, the heat of their laughter. Back in her dorm room, she sank onto her bed, the silence a stark contrast to the backstage chaos. Victoria and Marjorie were out, leaving her alone with her thoughts. She peeled off her blouse, the buttons sighing with relief, and stared at her brassiere in the mirror, its satin cups straining over her voluminous endowments. Her fingers brushed her damp knickers again, lingering this time, her body buzzing with a need she couldn’t name.

Miss Lottie’s wink flashed in her mind, Sylvia’s moan echoing in her ears. Lillian’s shyness was fraying, stretched thin like the seams of her blouse, and she wondered how long she could stay on the sidelines of this madhouse of flesh and frocks. She climbed into bed, her brassiere creaking as she settled, her G-cup treasures a heavy reminder of her place among these brazen beauties. The night stretched on, her dreams a tangle of skirts and bulges, her innocence teetering on the edge of something new.




Chapter Eight: The Garden Giggles

Lillian Grayson wandered into the sun-dappled gardens of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, her leather satchel slung over her shoulder. The afternoon stretched lazy and warm, the sprawling oaks casting dappled shadows over the manicured lawns. Her white blouse clung to her G-cup treasures, the buttons straining with every breath, while her satin brassiere hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert salute, the straps digging faintly into her shoulders. Her navy skirt fanned out as she settled onto a wooden bench beside Sylvia Langston and Beatrice Dobbs, the air humming with their chatter and the rustle of leaves.

Sylvia lounged with one leg crossed, her tight trousers hugging her H-cup wonders and outlining her massive bulge—her thick cock and hefty balls pressing shamelessly against the fabric. Her lavender sweater stretched over her reinforced brassiere, the wool creaking faintly as she leaned back, her grin wide. Beatrice, beside her, wore a flippy red skirt that flared as she shifted, the hem lifting to reveal silk knickers stretched taut over her colossal endowments—her meaty shaft and weighty orbs bulging beneath. Her grey sweater molded to her G-cup splendors, the cups faintly visible as she tossed her hair with a laugh. “Miss Lottie’s twirl last night—did you see her kit swing?” Beatrice said, her voice bubbling with mirth. “Poor Sylvia couldn’t keep her eyes off it.”

Sylvia smirked, adjusting her trousers to emphasize her own prodigious package. “Can you blame me? She’s got more down there than my chap’s ever dreamed of—and he’s green with it.” She stretched, her H-cup treasures jiggling, the brassiere straining as she sighed. Lillian’s cheeks warmed, her skirt rustling as she tucked her legs beneath her, her G-cup treasures bouncing faintly. She’d seen more than Sylvia knew—Miss Lottie’s backstage tryst with Sylvia still burned in her mind, a secret she clutched like her satchel.

Victoria Sinclair strolled by, her lavender skirt swishing scandalously short. She paused to pluck a daisy from the grass, bending forward with a flourish that lifted the hem, exposing satin knickers stretched tight over her colossal cock and hefty balls, the orbs swaying like ripe fruit. Her sweater hugged her G-cup wonders, the reinforced cups creaking as she straightened, twirling the flower. “Afternoon, ladies,” she chirped, catching Lillian’s wide-eyed stare. “Enjoying the show, Lil? You got quite an eyeful backstage, didn’t you?” She winked, smoothing her skirt—though it did little to hide the monstrous bulge beneath—her laughter ringing out as Lillian’s blush deepened.

“Leave her be,” Sylvia said, though her grin betrayed her amusement. She leaned closer to Lillian, her trousers creasing over her endowments. “You’re too shy for your own good, Lil. Those smashing globes of yours deserve a bit of flaunting.” Beatrice giggled, her skirt flipping up again as she shifted, flashing her silk-clad orbs. “She’s right—sneaking peeks like that, you’re halfway to joining the fun.” Lillian’s brassiere creaked as her chest heaved, her fingers twisting the hem of her skirt. “I wasn’t… I didn’t mean to,” she stammered, her voice soft, though the memory of Miss Lottie’s thick shaft and Sylvia’s moans made her pulse quicken.

The chatter paused as Miss Grayson approached, her burgundy dress clinging to her hourglass curves, the bodice straining over her H-cup wonders. Her skirt flared at her hips, but as she paused to survey the group, the faint outline of her monstrous bulge—her thick cock and hefty balls—pressed through the fabric. “What’s all this noise?” she snapped, her voice crisp. “This is a garden, not a henhouse.” She turned to adjust her satchel, her skirt riding up to reveal garters and silk knickers stretched over her prodigious orbs, a sight that sparked muffled giggles from the trio. “If only my husband had half this kit,” she muttered, loud enough to hear, her lips twitching with a wry smile. She glanced at Lillian, her gaze softening. “You’re a quiet one with potential, Miss Grayson—don’t let these hoydens lead you astray.”

The giggles erupted as Miss Grayson strode off, her skirt swishing with every step, her bulge swaying faintly. Beatrice leaned in, patting Lillian’s thigh. “She’s got a point, Lil—potential aplenty with those globes. Fancy a prank for the next rehearsal? We could rig Miss Lottie’s skirt to flip higher—give the whole room a proper show.” Sylvia nodded, her trousers creasing as she shifted. “Count me in—Lil, you’d be perfect to distract her with those assets.” Victoria twirled her daisy, her skirt lifting again to flash her satin-clad endowments. “Oh, do it, Lil—live a little!”

Lillian adjusted her blouse, the buttons trembling as her G-cup treasures settled, her brassiere digging in deeper. “I… maybe,” she said, her voice tentative but tinged with a spark of daring. The idea of joining their mischief, of stepping out from the shadows, sent a thrill through her—nerves, yes, but something bolder too. Her skirt rustled as she smoothed it, her blush fading into a shy smile. Sylvia patted her shoulder, her H-cup wonders jiggling faintly. “That’s the spirit—baby steps, eh?”

The sun dipped lower, casting long shadows over the garden. Beatrice stretched, her skirt flashing her bulge one last time, while Sylvia stood, her trousers outlining every inch of her colossal package. Victoria wandered off, her skirt swishing, leaving Lillian with the echo of their laughter. She rose, her G-cup treasures jiggling as she slung her satchel over her shoulder, the weight of her brassiere a familiar ache. The gardens buzzed with life—skirts flipping, bulges swaying, and voices teasing—and Lillian felt the pull of it, a thread of camaraderie weaving through her shyness. She wasn’t one of them yet, not fully, but the distance was shrinking.




Chapter Nine: The Prank Plot Pleasure

Lillian Grayson crept into the grand ballroom of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, her pulse racing beneath the tight fabric of her rehearsal outfit. The space hummed with pre-rehearsal chatter, the polished floor reflecting the glow of chandeliers. Her white blouse clung to her G-cup treasures, the buttons trembling under their generous swell, while her satin brassiere hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert display, the straps biting into her shoulders. Her navy skirt flared as she moved, the hem swishing above her knees as she joined Sylvia Langston and Beatrice Dobbs behind a prop table, their eyes glinting with mischief over the prank they’d hatched in the garden.

Sylvia’s tight trousers hugged her H-cup wonders, the lavender sweater stretching over her reinforced brassiere, while the fabric below outlined her massive bulge—her thick cock and hefty balls pressing shamelessly against it. Beatrice’s flippy red skirt danced around her thighs, lifting as she bent to fiddle with a string rigged to Miss Lottie’s costume, flashing silk knickers stretched taut over her colossal endowments—her meaty shaft and weighty orbs bulging beneath. Her grey sweater molded to her G-cup splendors, the cups creaking faintly. “Ready, Lil?” Beatrice whispered, handing Lillian the string’s end. “Tug when she twirls—her skirt’ll fly up like a flag.” Lillian nodded, her G-cup treasures jiggling as she crouched, her skirt riding up to reveal the tops of her stockings.

Miss Lottie swept in, her teal skirt swishing with every step, the hem teasing her thighs. Her blouse hugged her G-cup wonders, the sheer fabric hinting at the lace beneath, while her confident stride hinted at the massive endowments below. She clapped her hands, calling the students to order, and began a waltz demonstration. As she spun, Lillian tugged the string, and Miss Lottie’s skirt flew high, revealing silk knickers stretched tight over her thick cock and hefty balls, the orbs swaying like pendulums. The room erupted in gasps and giggles, Miss Lottie laughing as she yanked her skirt down, her eyes twinkling with mock reproach. “Cheeky lot!” she called, unfazed, her bulge still pronounced as she resumed the lesson.

Sylvia grabbed Beatrice’s arm, pulling her behind a heavy velvet curtain while the rehearsal continued. “Time for our own fun,” she hissed, her trousers creaking as she yanked them down to mid-thigh, freeing her thick, erect shaft, the head glistening with need. Beatrice hiked her skirt, shoving her silk knickers aside to reveal her slick rear, bending forward with a moan. Sylvia thrust her engorged prick into Beatrice’s tight passage, her balls slapping against Beatrice’s thighs with each deep push, her H-cup wonders bouncing beneath her sweater, the brassiere straining. Beatrice gasped, her G-cup splendors jiggling, her knickers tangling at her knees as she gripped the curtain for balance, her own cock twitching against her belly.

Lillian, still crouched near the prop table, peeked through a gap in the curtain, her G-cup treasures heaving as her breath quickened. Her satin knickers clung damply beneath her skirt, the sight of Sylvia’s thick shaft plunging into Beatrice—those prodigious orbs swaying with every thrust—sending a hot shiver through her. Her fingers grazed her untouched slit through the fabric, trembling with a mix of arousal and fear, but she didn’t dare linger. Beatrice’s moans grew louder, her sweater parting to reveal the creamy swell of her brassiere, while Sylvia’s trousers slid lower, her thrusts growing urgent under the dim backstage light.

Footsteps echoed—Miss Grayson patrolling the hall. “Hush!” Lillian whispered, her voice a panicked squeak as she clutched the table, her blouse tightening with her panic. Sylvia glanced over, her cock buried deep, her balls mid-sway, and winked. “Easy, Lil,” she murmured, slowing her rhythm but not stopping, the slap of her orbs softening to a tease. Beatrice stifled a giggle, her G-cup wonders bouncing faintly as she bit her lip, the tension only heightening their heat. The footsteps faded, and Sylvia sped up, her thrusts relentless, her breath ragged.

Beatrice shuddered, her thick shaft spurting seed onto the floor in hot, messy bursts, the curtain trembling in her grip. Sylvia followed with a low groan, pulling out to let her release splatter across Beatrice’s thighs, the milky streams glistening in the shadows. They collapsed against each other, breathless and giggling, adjusting their clothes with quick hands—Sylvia tugging her trousers over her slick shaft and pendulous balls, Beatrice smoothing her skirt over her still-twitching bulge. They spotted Lillian’s wide eyes and beckoned her over. “Come on, Lil,” Sylvia teased, her H-cup treasures settling. “Room for those smashing globes.” Beatrice grinned, her silk knickers askew. “Just a touch, eh?”

Lillian shook her head, her skirt tangling as she stumbled back, her brassiere creaking under her heaving chest. “I… no,” she stammered, fleeing toward the ballroom’s main floor, her G-cup treasures bouncing with every step. The rehearsal droned on, Miss Lottie’s skirt swishing—safely untied now—her bulge swaying as she called out steps. Sylvia and Beatrice rejoined the group, their faces flushed, their giggles barely contained. Lillian lingered near Marjorie, her blouse tight and her satin knickers a secret dampness, her mind a whirl of what she’d seen—Sylvia’s thick prick, Beatrice’s swaying orbs, the heat of their laughter.

The music stopped, and Miss Lottie dismissed them with a wink, her teal skirt flashing her garters as she turned. Marjorie skipped over, her emerald skirt flipping up to reveal lacy knickers, her G-cup splendors bouncing. “Prank went off a treat, Lil!” she chirped, patting Lillian’s bum. “You’re one of us now.” Lillian managed a shy smile, her blouse buttons trembling as her chest settled. Back in her dorm, she sank onto her bed, the echo of Sylvia’s thrusts and Beatrice’s moans replaying in her head. Her fingers brushed her damp knickers again, lingering longer this time, her body humming with a need she couldn’t name. St. Titania’s was unraveling her, one scandalous stitch at a time, and her shyness was thinning, stretched like the seams of her blouse.




Chapter Ten: The Grand Finale Fling

Lillian Grayson stood before the full-length mirror in her dormitory room, her reflection a study in nervous anticipation. The college’s end-of-term gala loomed that evening, and her outfit—a gift from Marjorie and Victoria—hugged her like a second skin. The black blouse strained over her G-cup treasures, the buttons trembling with every breath, while her satin brassiere hoisted her voluminous endowments into a pert, eye-catching display, the straps digging into her shoulders. The skirt, a flippy scarlet number, danced scandalously short, flaring above her knees to reveal the tops of her stockings. Beneath, her satin knickers clung to her untouched curves, a secret dampness already blooming as she thought of the night ahead.

The door burst open, and Marjorie Tate skipped in, her nurse costume from the dance reborn with a shorter skirt that flipped up to flash lacy knickers hugging her pert backside. Her sweater stretched over her G-cup splendors, the wool outlining her brassiere as she twirled. “Smashing, Lil!” she chirped, patting Lillian’s bum. “You’ll knock ’em dead tonight.” Victoria Sinclair followed, her flapper dress shimmering, the fringe lifting as she bent to adjust her heels, exposing satin knickers stretched taut over her colossal male appendage—her thick cock and hefty balls bulging beneath. Her sweater hugged her G-cup wonders, the cups creaking faintly. “Ready to join the fun, Lil?” she teased, smoothing her skirt over her monstrous bulge.

Lillian’s cheeks flamed, her brassiere creaking as she shifted, but she nodded, a flicker of daring in her hazel eyes. The gala was St. Titania’s grandest affair, and after months of watching—backstage trysts, shower romps, dormitory dares—she felt the pull to step beyond the sidelines. The ballroom awaited, its chandeliers aglow, the band swinging, and the air thick with the rustle of skirts and the sway of bosoms.

The trio descended, joining the throng of students and teachers. Sylvia Langston swayed in tight trousers, her H-cup wonders bouncing beneath her sweater, her massive bulge a shameless outline. Beatrice Dobbs spun in her flippy red skirt, the hem flashing silk knickers and her prodigious orbs as she laughed. Miss Lottie, resplendent in a teal gown, bent to adjust her garters, her silk knickers revealing her thick cock and hefty balls, her G-cup wonders jiggling as she straightened with a wink at Lillian.

Marjorie tugged Lillian to the dance floor, her skirt flaring as they spun, her G-cup splendors bouncing. Victoria joined Sylvia in a shadowy alcove, their giggles drawing Lillian’s eye. Victoria yanked Sylvia’s trousers down, freeing her thick, erect shaft, the head glistening with need. She hiked her own skirt, shoving her satin knickers aside to reveal her massive prick, already throbbing. With a swift thrust, she plunged into Sylvia’s slick rear, her balls slapping against Sylvia’s thighs as they moved, Sylvia’s H-cup treasures bouncing beneath her sweater, her brassiere creaking. Sylvia moaned, her trousers tangling at her ankles, her own cock twitching against her belly as Victoria set a relentless rhythm.

Lillian’s breath hitched, her G-cup treasures jiggling as she swayed with Marjorie, her satin knickers soaking beneath her skirt. The sight of Victoria’s thick shaft plunging into Sylvia, the sway of those hefty orbs, sent a hot shiver through her—arousal now outweighing her shyness. Marjorie grinned, pressing close, her breath warm against Lillian’s ear. “Fancy a go, Lil?” she whispered, her hand brushing Lillian’s thigh. Before she could stammer a reply, Beatrice swept in, her skirt flipping to flash her bulge, and pulled Marjorie into a twirl, leaving Lillian alone amid the whirl.

Miss Lottie approached, her gown swishing, her bulge pronounced as she offered a hand. “One dance, Miss Grayson?” she purred, leading Lillian into a waltz. Her skirt brushed Lillian’s leg, the faint press of her endowments sparking a blush, but Lillian held her gaze, her G-cup treasures bouncing as they moved. The music slowed, and Miss Lottie guided her to a quiet corner, where Clara Dobbs waited, her flippy skirt discarded, her silk knickers stretched over her massive cock and pendulous balls, her G-cup wonders spilling from her brassiere.

Clara grinned, tugging her knickers down to free her thick, veined shaft, already hard with anticipation. Miss Lottie hiked her gown, her silk knickers shoved aside as she bent Clara over a chair, thrusting her engorged prick into Clara’s tight rear with a slow, deep push. Her balls swung heavily, slapping against Clara’s thighs, her G-cup wonders jiggling as she pumped, water from a spilled punch glass glistening on the floor. Clara gasped, her own cock spurting precum, her brassiere creaking as she rocked back, her moans blending with the band’s final notes.

Lillian froze, her blouse tightening as her chest heaved, her satin knickers clinging wetly to her untouched slit. Her fingers brushed the fabric, lingering this time, a quiet moan escaping her lips as she watched—Miss Lottie’s thick shaft, Clara’s swaying orbs, the heat of their rhythm. Miss Lottie glanced over, mid-thrust, and winked. “Join us, Lil?” she murmured, her balls mid-sway. Clara echoed, “Plenty of room,” her G-cup splendors bouncing. Lillian’s pulse raced, her body trembling with need, but she shook her head, her voice lost in a whisper. “Not… yet.”

The gala wound down, Miss Lottie finishing with a groan, her seed spilling into Clara, who shuddered with her own release onto the floor. They adjusted their clothes—Miss Lottie’s gown smoothing over her bulge, Clara tugging her skirt back on—and rejoined the crowd, giggling. Marjorie found Lillian, her skirt askew, and patted her bum. “You’re glowing, Lil—next time, eh?” Victoria and Sylvia sauntered over, their faces flushed, teasing her about her “front-row seat.” Lillian managed a shy smile, her G-cup treasures settling, her brassiere a familiar ache.

The night ended with laughter and farewells, skirts swishing and bulges swaying. Lillian climbed into bed, her scarlet skirt discarded, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal her satin brassiere. Her fingers lingered on her damp knickers, tracing her untouched curves, her body humming with a new certainty. St. Titania’s had unraveled her, one scandalous stitch at a time, and though she hadn’t joined in, she knew she would—soon.




Epilogue

Six months later, Lillian stood before the same mirror, her blouse tighter, her skirt shorter, her G-cup treasures prouder than ever. She’d returned for her second term, no longer the shy girl in the corner. At the first dance, she’d twirled with Sylvia, her skirt flipping to flash her satin knickers, her laughter ringing out as Marjorie cheered. She hadn’t taken the plunge—not yet—but her fingers knew her body now, and her eyes met every wink with a smile. St. Titania’s was her world, and she was ready to flaunt it, one wobbly, bosom-heaving step at a time.
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