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The Busty Belles of St. Titania’s

By Peter M. McMillan

All characters are 18+ years of age.

Flirtations Under Flipped Skirts




Chapter One: A Grand Arrival 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. The air was thick with the scent of blooming roses and the faint hum of anticipation. It was the first day of term, and the grounds buzzed with the arrival of students, their laughter and chatter mingling with the clatter of suitcases on cobblestone paths. Among them strode Penelope and Cassandra, two breathtakingly beautiful young ladies whose presence turned heads faster than a spinning top.

Penelope, eighteen, stood at a dainty five-foot-six, her raven hair cascading in glossy waves down her back. Her figure was a vision of feminine perfection, with a waist so narrow it seemed designed to be cinched by the tightest of corsets. But it was her prodigious endowments that commanded attention—twin orbs of such staggering magnitude they strained the buttons of her crisp white blouse, each swell threatening to burst free. Beneath her pleated navy skirt, which flared scandalously short, her satin knickers hugged a secret that made her the envy of many: a colossal manhood, ten inches at rest, paired with balls so weighty they tugged at the delicate fabric with every step. Her brassiere, a marvel of engineering with wide satin straps and reinforced stitching, cradled her J-cup treasures like a lover’s embrace, its lace trim peeking teasingly above her neckline.

Cassandra, a year older at nineteen and an inch taller, was no less captivating. Her golden curls bounced with every sway of her hips, and her emerald eyes sparkled with mischief. Her own magnificent globes, equally voluminous, jiggled enticingly in a sweater so tight it seemed painted onto her skin, the wool clinging to every curve. Her skirt, a flippy little number in tartan, barely grazed her thighs, and when she bent to adjust her suitcase, it rode up to reveal the taut silk of her panties, stretched to their limit over her massive orbs below. Her ten-inch pride and equally impressive sack swung gently, a sight that drew gasps from passersby. Her bra, a confection of pink satin and underwire, groaned under the weight of her bounty, its cups sculpted to perfection.

The two navigated the bustling courtyard, their heels clicking on the stones. Penelope paused to retrieve a fallen hairpin, bending low so her skirt flipped up, exposing the creamy expanse of her thighs and the obscene bulge of her hefty jewels straining against her knickers. A nearby fresher, a wide-eyed girl with her own abundant chest spilling from a low-cut blouse, blushed furiously and fanned herself. Cassandra, catching the display, giggled and gave Penelope’s pert bottom a playful pat, her fingers lingering on the smooth fabric.

“Careful, darling,” Cassandra purred, her voice like honey. “You’ll cause a riot before we’ve even unpacked.”

Penelope straightened, tossing her hair. “Let them look. It’s not my fault these skirts are cut for nuns and not for... well, us.” She adjusted her blouse, which had slipped to reveal a sliver of her cavernous cleavage, the satin of her bra gleaming in the sunlight.

They continued toward the main hall, passing clusters of students and teachers. Every woman and lady-with-a-little-extra was a vision of beauty, their figures accentuated by the college’s strict dress code: tight blouses, sweaters that hugged every curve, and skirts that either clung like a second skin or flared to invite the eye upward. Brassieres were a point of pride, their straps and lace often visible beneath sheer fabrics, each designed to hoist and display nature’s most generous gifts. The air was thick with the rustle of silk stockings and the faint creak of corsetry.

Inside the hall, the headmistress, Miss Lavinia Hawthorne, stood at the podium, a striking matron in her forties with a bosom so vast it seemed to defy gravity. Her emerald dress was tailored to accentuate her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to showcase the creamy expanse above her titanic mounds. Her auburn hair was piled high, and her spectacles perched on a nose that wrinkled slightly as she surveyed the room. Rumour had it she was a lady of unique endowment below, though none dared ask.

“Ladies,” Miss Hawthorne began, her voice commanding yet sultry, “welcome to St. Titania’s. Here, you will refine your graces, hone your intellect, and embrace your... natural gifts.” Her eyes lingered on Penelope and Cassandra, who stood near the front, their skirts swaying as they shifted their weight, drawing attention to the pronounced bulges beneath.

As the speech droned on, Cassandra’s gaze wandered to a nearby student, a willowy brunette named Amelia, whose sweater strained over her own prodigious assets. Amelia caught her eye and, with a coy smile, dropped her pencil, bending slowly to retrieve it. Her flippy skirt rode up, revealing lace knickers stretched taut over a surprising secret: a manhood that rivalled Cassandra’s in girth, with balls that bulged obscenely. Cassandra’s own pride twitched beneath her skirt, and she crossed her legs to conceal the growing strain.

After the assembly, the pair made their way to their shared room in the dormitory, a cozy space with lace curtains and two narrow beds. Penelope flopped onto hers, her skirt flipping up to expose her satin-clad jewels, the fabric so tight it outlined every vein. “God, these uniforms are torture,” she groaned, tugging at her bra straps. “This thing’s digging into my shoulders, and my girls are begging for air.”

Cassandra smirked, unbuttoning her sweater to reveal her own bra, its cups overflowing with creamy flesh. “You’re preaching to the choir, love. But admit it—you love the stares.” She shimmied out of her skirt, her knickers barely containing her massive equipment, the silk stretched to translucency over her heavy sack.

Their unpacking was interrupted by a knock. At the door stood Miss Clara, a young teacher with chestnut hair and a bosom that rivalled the headmistress’s. Her blouse was unbuttoned just enough to hint at the black lace beneath, and her pencil skirt hugged hips that swayed hypnotically. “Settle in, dears,” she said, her eyes flicking to their exposed undergarments. “But do join us for tea in the common room. And perhaps... adjust your skirts.”

Penelope grinned, standing and letting her skirt fall just enough to tease. “Of course, Miss Clara. Wouldn’t dream of missing it.”

As the teacher left, Cassandra sidled up to Penelope, her hand grazing her friend’s thigh. “She’s got a boyfriend, you know,” she whispered. “Poor sod’s only half our size, from what I hear. Bet she’d faint if she saw what we’re packing.”

Penelope laughed, her endowments jiggling. “Let’s give her something to think about, then.”

In the common room, the air was thick with perfume and the clink of teacups. Students lounged on velvet settees, their skirts riding up as they crossed their legs, revealing garters and the occasional glimpse of something more. Amelia, the brunette from earlier, sat with her boyfriend, a lanky lad who seemed oblivious to her wandering eyes. When Cassandra bent to pour tea, her skirt flipped up, exposing her monumental assets. Amelia’s gaze locked on, and she sighed audibly. “Some girls have all the luck,” she muttered, her hand brushing her own impressive bulge.

The afternoon passed in a haze of flirtation and innuendo, the room alive with the rustle of silk and the promise of secrets shared. For Penelope and Cassandra, St. Titania’s was already proving to be a playground of delights, where every glance held a challenge and every bend an invitation.




Chapter Two: Tea and Temptations

The common room at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies thrummed with the low hum of chatter and the delicate clink of porcelain teacups. Sunlight streamed through tall windows, bathing the velvet settees and polished wood floors in a warm glow. The air was heavy with the scent of jasmine perfume and the faint rustle of silk stockings as students shifted, their skirts—some tight as a second skin, others flaring like an open invitation—revealing glimpses of lace and secrets beneath. Penelope and Cassandra, resplendent in their barely contained uniforms, held court near the tea trolley, their presence drawing eyes like moths to a flame.

Penelope, her raven hair gleaming under the chandelier, leaned forward to select a scone, her blouse straining over her stupendous orbs. The fabric parted slightly, offering a tantalizing view of her satin brassiere, its wide straps digging into her shoulders under the weight of her J-cup bounty. Her navy skirt, scandalously short, hugged her hips, and when she turned to pass the plate, it rode up just enough to hint at the obscene bulge beneath—her ten-inch manhood and weighty jewels pressing against the taut silk of her knickers. She caught the eye of a fresher, a petite blonde whose own prodigious assets jiggled in a sweater so tight it seemed ready to split. The girl blushed, fanning herself with a napkin.

Cassandra, meanwhile, perched on a settee, her golden curls bouncing as she crossed her legs. Her tartan skirt flipped up with the motion, exposing the creamy expanse of her thighs and the satin panties stretched to their limit over her colossal equipment. Her heavy sack, more prominent than her pride, bulged against the fabric, drawing a gasp from a nearby student, a willowy redhead named Beatrice, whose own generous endowments spilled from a low-cut blouse. Cassandra’s bra, a pink satin marvel with reinforced cups, cradled her voluminous treasures, the lace trim peeking above her sweater’s neckline. She winked at Beatrice, who promptly spilled her tea.

“Clumsy today, aren’t we?” Cassandra teased, her voice a sultry purr. She bent to retrieve a fallen spoon, her skirt riding up to showcase her monumental orbs below, the silk clinging so tightly it outlined every curve of her assets. Beatrice’s eyes widened, and she muttered something about her boyfriend’s “disappointing proportions” before scurrying off to refill her cup.

Penelope joined Cassandra, her heels clicking on the floor. “You’re incorrigible,” she said, adjusting her skirt, which did little to conceal the pronounced swell of her own manhood. Her knickers, a delicate lavender number, strained under the pressure of her hefty jewels, and she shifted to ease the tension. “But I can’t say I mind the attention.”

The room buzzed with activity. Miss Clara, the young teacher from earlier, circulated among the students, her chestnut hair swept into a chignon that accentuated her swan-like neck. Her black pencil skirt clung to her hips, and her blouse, unbuttoned just so, revealed the lace of a bra struggling to contain her titanic mounds. Rumour had it she was like Penelope and Cassandra below, and the way her skirt hugged her suggested a secret that rivalled theirs. She paused by the pair, her eyes flicking to their barely concealed bulges.

“Enjoying the tea, ladies?” she asked, her tone laced with amusement. “Do try to keep your skirts in check. We wouldn’t want to scandalize the freshers.”

Penelope smiled coyly, leaning forward so her blouse gaped, exposing more of her satin-clad bounty. “Oh, Miss Clara, we’re just settling in. But we’ll behave... mostly.” Her fingers brushed her skirt, lifting it slightly to reveal the taut fabric over her massive pride, which twitched under the scrutiny.

Miss Clara’s lips quirked, and she moved on, her hips swaying hypnotically. Cassandra nudged Penelope. “Think she’s curious? Bet her boyfriend’s got nothing on us.”

Before Penelope could reply, a commotion drew their attention. Amelia, the brunette from the assembly, stood by the fireplace, her flippy skirt swishing as she argued with her boyfriend, a gangly lad named Rupert. Her sweater hugged her prodigious globes, and when she gestured animatedly, it rode up to reveal a sliver of her bra, a black satin number with intricate lace. “Honestly, Rupert,” she snapped, “it’s not my fault you can’t keep up!”

Rupert’s face reddened, and he stormed off, leaving Amelia to slump onto a chair. Her skirt flipped up as she sat, exposing her lace knickers and the impressive bulge beneath—her own manhood and heavy orbs straining against the fabric. She caught Cassandra’s eye and sighed. “He’s sweet, but... well, let’s just say he’s no match for some.” Her gaze lingered on Cassandra’s skirt, where the outline of her colossal assets was unmistakable.

Cassandra sauntered over, her skirt swaying. “Trouble in paradise?” she asked, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin-clad jewels, the fabric stretched translucent over her weighty sack. Amelia’s breath hitched, and she crossed her legs, her own bulge twitching.

“Just the usual,” Amelia muttered. “He’s all talk, but when it comes to... well, you know.” She gestured vaguely, her eyes flicking to Cassandra’s groin. “Some girls have it all.”

Penelope joined them, her blouse now unbuttoned one notch too far, showcasing the creamy expanse above her bra. “Don’t despair, darling,” she said, patting Amelia’s knee. “Plenty of fish in the sea. Or... other options.” She shifted, her skirt sliding up to reveal the lavender silk stretched over her massive pride, the outline of her heavy jewels clear as day.

The conversation was cut short by the arrival of Miss Lavinia Hawthorne, the headmistress, whose presence silenced the room. Her emerald dress hugged her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to display her stupendous endowments, which seemed to defy physics. Her auburn hair gleamed, and her spectacles glinted as she surveyed the students. “Ladies,” she said, her voice rich and commanding, “tea is a time for refinement. Let’s keep our decorum, shall we?”

Her eyes lingered on Penelope and Cassandra, whose skirts had ridden up as they lounged, exposing their taut knickers and the obscene bulges beneath. Penelope straightened, tugging her skirt down, but not before Miss Hawthorne’s lips twitched with what might have been approval. “You two,” she added, “see me after tea. We’ll discuss... proper attire.”

As the headmistress swept out, the room erupted in whispers. Amelia leaned closer to Cassandra. “You’re in for it now. But God, I’d kill to see what’s under her skirt. Bet it’s a sight.”

Cassandra grinned, her hand brushing Penelope’s thigh. “Oh, we’ll find out. But first...” She stood, her skirt flipping up as she moved, revealing her satin-clad assets once more. “Let’s have some fun.”

The tea hour ended with a flurry of farewells, students dispersing to their rooms or the library. Penelope and Cassandra lingered, their minds on Miss Hawthorne’s summons. As they stepped into the corridor, Cassandra paused to adjust her bra, the satin cups groaning under her voluminous treasures. “Think she’s got something special planned?” she asked, her skirt swishing as she walked, the bulge below swaying with each step.

Penelope’s eyes sparkled. “With our luck? It’s bound to be unforgettable.”

They reached the headmistress’s office, their heels echoing on the polished floor. Whatever awaited them, St. Titania’s was proving to be a place where every moment held a promise—and every skirt a revelation.




Chapter Three: The Headmistress’s Office

The corridor leading to Miss Lavinia Hawthorne’s office was a grand affair, lined with portraits of past headmistresses, each depicted with bosoms so vast they seemed to leap from the canvas. The oak-paneled walls gleamed under flickering gas lamps, casting shadows that danced across the polished floor. Penelope and Cassandra moved with deliberate grace, their heels clicking in unison, their skirts swishing to reveal flashes of silk and secrets beneath. The air was thick with anticipation, tinged with the faint scent of lavender polish and something earthier—perhaps the promise of what awaited.

Penelope, her raven hair swept over one shoulder, adjusted her blouse, which clung to her stupendous orbs like a lover’s caress. The fabric strained over her J-cup treasures, the buttons threatening to pop as her satin brassiere, a lavender confection with reinforced stitching, hoisted her bounty skyward. Her navy skirt, cut daringly short, hugged her hips, and with every step, it teased upward, hinting at the colossal manhood below—ten inches of pride paired with balls so weighty they tugged at her knickers, the silk stretched taut over their bulk. She caught her reflection in a gilded mirror and smirked, knowing the effect she had.

Cassandra, a step behind, was no less captivating. Her golden curls bounced, framing a face that radiated mischief. Her tartan skirt flared with each sway, barely grazing her thighs, and her sweater molded to her prodigious globes, the wool outlining every curve of her pink satin bra, its cups groaning under the strain. Beneath her skirt, her own ten-inch marvel and hefty sack pressed against her panties, the fabric so tight it left little to the imagination. When she paused to smooth her stockings, her skirt flipped up, exposing the obscene bulge of her orbs, drawing a gasp from a passing fresher, a brunette whose own abundant chest jiggled in a sheer blouse.

“Keep up, darling,” Penelope called, her voice teasing. “We don’t want to keep Miss Hawthorne waiting.” She bent slightly to adjust her heel, her skirt riding up to showcase her lavender-clad jewels, the silk outlining every vein of her massive assets. The fresher scurried off, her cheeks flaming.

Cassandra laughed, catching up. “You’re a menace,” she said, her hand grazing Penelope’s pert bottom, lingering on the smooth fabric. “But I’d wager Miss Hawthorne’s seen worse. Or... better.” Her skirt swished, revealing a glimpse of her own satin-stretched bulge, her heavy sack stealing the spotlight.

They reached the office door, a heavy oak slab carved with roses. Penelope knocked, her knuckles barely sounding before the door swung open to reveal Miss Hawthorne herself. The headmistress was a vision, her auburn hair piled high, her spectacles perched on a nose that wrinkled with amusement. Her emerald dress clung to her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to display her titanic mounds, which seemed to defy gravity. The fabric hinted at a bra of Herculean strength, its lace trim peeking above the silk. Below, her skirt hugged hips that swayed hypnotically, and whispers among students suggested a secret rivaling the pair’s own.

“Ladies,” Miss Hawthorne said, her voice a sultry command, “do come in. We have matters to discuss.” Her eyes flicked to their skirts, which had ridden up as they stood, exposing the taut knickers beneath—Penelope’s lavender, Cassandra’s pink, both stretched to translucency over their colossal equipment.

The office was a sanctuary of decadence: velvet drapes, a mahogany desk, and a chaise longue that invited lounging. Miss Hawthorne gestured to two chairs, their cushions plush beneath the pair’s pert bottoms. Penelope sat, crossing her legs so her skirt slid higher, revealing the obscene bulge of her heavy jewels against her silk. Cassandra followed suit, her skirt flipping up to showcase her own monumental orbs, the satin clinging like a second skin.

Miss Hawthorne perched on the desk’s edge, her dress riding up to hint at gartered stockings. “Your attire,” she began, her gaze lingering on their exposed knickers, “is causing quite a stir. St. Titania’s prides itself on decorum, yet you seem intent on... displaying your gifts.” Her lips twitched, betraying a flicker of approval.

Penelope leaned forward, her blouse gaping to reveal the creamy expanse above her bra. “We only aim to please, Miss Hawthorne,” she said, her voice honeyed. “These uniforms are rather... restrictive.” She shifted, her skirt slipping higher, the lavender silk outlining her massive pride, which twitched under the scrutiny.

Cassandra chimed in, uncrossing her legs so her skirt flared, exposing her satin-clad assets. “It’s hard to hide what nature’s given us,” she purred, her heavy sack bulging prominently. “Surely you understand.” Her eyes flicked to Miss Hawthorne’s skirt, where a subtle swell suggested her own unique endowment.

The headmistress’s smile was enigmatic. “Oh, I understand perfectly.” She stood, her dress swishing as she moved to a cabinet, bending to retrieve a file. Her skirt rode up, revealing the lace of her knickers and a bulge that confirmed the rumours—she was indeed like them, her own manhood and orbs straining against the silk. Penelope and Cassandra exchanged a glance, their own equipment stirring at the sight.

Miss Hawthorne straightened, file in hand, and returned to the desk. “Your records show promise,” she said, her tone shifting to business. “But promise must be tempered with restraint. I propose a... private arrangement. Weekly meetings to ensure you adapt to our standards.” Her eyes gleamed, suggesting standards far beyond decorum.

Penelope’s lips parted, her bra straps digging into her shoulders as her treasures heaved. “Private, you say?” She stood, her skirt flipping up as she moved closer, her lavender knickers stretched tight over her semi-erect pride and weighty jewels. “We’re all ears.”

Cassandra joined her, her skirt swishing to reveal her own burgeoning bulge. “And more,” she added, her voice dripping with innuendo. She bent slightly, as if to adjust her skirt, letting it ride up to showcase her massive sack, the satin groaning under the strain.

Miss Hawthorne’s gaze darkened, her fingers brushing the desk. “Very well,” she murmured. “We’ll begin next week. For now, adjust your skirts and return to your duties. But know this—St. Titania’s rewards those who... embrace its spirit.” She moved to the door, her hips swaying, the bulge in her skirt unmistakable.

As they left, Cassandra whispered, “Think she’s got a boyfriend outmatched by that?” Her hand grazed Penelope’s thigh, where her own pride pressed against her knickers.

Penelope grinned, tugging her skirt down, though it did little to hide her assets. “If she does, he’s in for a surprise.”

The corridor buzzed with students heading to evening classes. Among them was Beatrice, the redhead from tea, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal a bra struggling with her prodigious globes. She caught sight of the pair and sighed. “My Tom’s sweet, but after seeing you two... well, he’s rather lacking.” Her eyes dropped to their skirts, where their bulges spoke volumes.

Cassandra winked, bending to retrieve a fallen ribbon, her skirt flipping up to expose her satin-clad orbs. “Plenty to go around, love,” she said, straightening with a sway. Beatrice blushed, scurrying off, her own skirt swishing to hint at her own secret.

The day closed with the promise of more to come—classes, flirtations, and those private meetings with Miss Hawthorne. For Penelope and Cassandra, St. Titania’s was a playground where every step revealed a new delight, and every skirt a story yet to unfold.




Chapter Four: Lessons in Charm

The morning sun spilled through the arched windows of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, painting the lecture hall in hues of gold and amber. The room hummed with the rustle of silk and the soft creak of corsetry as students settled into their seats, their skirts—some clinging like a second skin, others flaring to tempt the eye—shifting to reveal glimpses of lace and more. Penelope and Cassandra, radiant as ever, claimed a spot near the front, their presence drawing whispers and sidelong glances like bees to nectar.

Penelope, her raven hair pinned loosely to let tendrils frame her face, wore a blouse so sheer it hinted at the lavender satin brassiere beneath, its cups straining to contain her J-cup splendours. The fabric clung to her narrow waist, accentuating the dramatic swell of her bosom, which jiggled with every breath. Her pleated skirt, a navy number that barely reached mid-thigh, hugged her hips, and when she crossed her legs, it rode up to expose the silk of her knickers, stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and hefty jewels. The outline of her weighty orbs was unmistakable, and a nearby fresher, a blonde with her own abundant assets spilling from a low-cut sweater, fumbled her notebook at the sight.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in a cream sweater that molded to her prodigious orbs, the wool outlining the pink satin bra struggling beneath. Her golden curls bounced as she leaned to whisper something, her tartan skirt flipping up to reveal her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack bulging against the fabric. She shifted, letting her skirt ride higher, and caught the eye of Beatrice, the redhead from the previous day, who blushed and adjusted her own skirt, hinting at a similar secret below.

The lecturer, Miss Evelyn Price, swept into the room, a vision of youthful allure at twenty-five. Her chestnut hair was swept into a loose bun, and her spectacles did little to hide her sparkling hazel eyes. Her dress, a tailored affair in sapphire silk, hugged her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to showcase her titanic mounds, which seemed to defy the laws of physics. The fabric hinted at a bra of monumental strength, its lace peeking above the silk. Whispers among students suggested she was like Penelope and Cassandra below, and the way her skirt clung to her hips fueled the speculation.

“Ladies,” Miss Price began, her voice warm yet commanding, “today’s lesson is on charm—the art of captivating without effort. Your presence alone should command attention.” Her eyes flicked to Penelope and Cassandra, whose skirts had ridden up as they sat, exposing their satin-clad bulges. “Some of you are already... adept.”

Penelope smiled coyly, leaning forward so her blouse gaped, revealing the creamy expanse above her bra. “We do try, Miss Price,” she said, her voice a velvet tease. She uncrossed her legs, letting her skirt slide higher, the lavender silk outlining her heavy jewels, which shifted with her movement. A student behind her, a brunette named Clara with her own prodigious globes, gasped softly, her pencil rolling off her desk.

Cassandra giggled, bending to retrieve the pencil, her skirt flipping up to showcase her monumental orbs, the pink satin stretched to translucency over her weighty sack. “Oops,” she purred, straightening with a sway that sent her curls bouncing. Clara’s cheeks flamed, and she muttered something about her boyfriend’s “meagre offerings” under her breath.

Miss Price raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching. “Charm requires subtlety, Miss Cassandra. Perhaps a demonstration.” She moved to the front of the room, her hips swaying, and bent to adjust a projector, her skirt riding up to reveal the lace of her knickers and a bulge that confirmed the rumours—her own manhood and orbs rivalled the pair’s, straining against the silk. The room fell silent, save for the rustle of skirts as students shifted for a better view.

Penelope whispered to Cassandra, “Think her boyfriend knows what he’s up against?” Her hand brushed her own skirt, where her pride twitched, pressing against her knickers.

Cassandra smirked. “If he does, he’s a brave soul.” She adjusted her sweater, the fabric pulling tighter over her voluminous treasures, the bra straps digging into her shoulders.

The lesson continued with Miss Price guiding the class through exercises in posture and conversation, each movement accentuating her own assets. When she called Penelope to the front for a role-play, the room buzzed with anticipation. Penelope stood, her skirt swishing as she moved, the fabric riding up to hint at her lavender-clad jewels. She faced Miss Price, her blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the satin cradling her stupendous splendours.

“Miss Penelope,” Miss Price said, “captivate me. Show me charm.” She leaned closer, her own mounds heaving, the silk of her dress outlining every curve.

Penelope tilted her head, letting a tendril of hair fall across her cheek. “It’s all in the eyes, isn’t it?” she murmured, stepping closer so her skirt brushed Miss Price’s. She bent slightly, as if to adjust her heel, her skirt flipping up to expose her massive sack, the silk clinging to its bulk. Miss Price’s breath hitched, her spectacles slipping down her nose.

“Very good,” she managed, straightening. “But do mind your... presentation.” Her eyes lingered on Penelope’s bulge, a flicker of curiosity crossing her face.

As Penelope returned to her seat, Cassandra stood, unbidden. “My turn?” she asked, her skirt flaring as she moved, revealing her pink satin panties and the obscene bulge of her orbs below. She sauntered to the front, her sweater straining over her prodigious globes, and leaned against the desk, letting her skirt ride higher. “Charm’s about confidence, yes?” she said, her voice dripping with mischief.

Miss Price nodded, her own skirt swishing as she moved closer. “Indeed. But confidence mustn’t overshadow grace.” She bent to pick up a fallen chalk, her skirt sliding up to reveal her own colossal assets, the lace knickers stretched tight over her heavy sack. Cassandra’s pride twitched, pressing against her panties, and she crossed her legs to conceal it.

The lesson ended with applause, the students buzzing with excitement. As they filed out, Beatrice lingered, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal a bra struggling with her abundant assets. “You two are impossible,” she said, her eyes dropping to their skirts, where their bulges spoke volumes. “My Tom’s sweet, but after that display... well, he’s rather outclassed.”

Penelope grinned, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt flipping up to expose her lavender-clad jewels. “Plenty of charm to go around, love,” she said, straightening with a wink.

Cassandra nudged her, her skirt swishing. “Think Miss Price fancies a private lesson?” Her hand grazed Penelope’s thigh, where her own pride pressed against her knickers.

They headed to their next class, a seminar on etiquette, but their minds lingered on Miss Price’s office—and the promise of Miss Hawthorne’s private meetings. The day stretched ahead, filled with flirtations and revelations, each moment a new chance to shine. At St. Titania’s, every lesson was a performance, and Penelope and Cassandra were determined to steal the show.




Chapter Five: The Etiquette Entanglement

The etiquette seminar at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was held in a sunlit salon, its walls adorned with gilded mirrors that reflected the dazzling array of students within. Crystal chandeliers cast prisms across the parquet floor, and the air hummed with the rustle of silk skirts and the faint creak of overtaxed brassieres. Penelope and Cassandra settled into plush chairs near a bay window, their figures drawing eyes like a magnet, their uniforms a provocative blend of decorum and defiance.

Penelope, her raven hair cascading in glossy waves, wore a blouse so tight it seemed to plead for mercy, the sheer fabric outlining her lavender satin bra, which strained to cradle her J-cup splendours. Each breath sent her bosom heaving, the buttons of her blouse teetering on the edge of surrender. Her navy skirt, scandalously brief, clung to her hips, and when she shifted to adjust her garter, it rode up, revealing the silk of her knickers stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and weighty jewels. The bulge of her hefty orbs was unmistakable, catching the eye of a fresher, a petite blonde named Lily, whose own abundant assets jiggled in a sweater that left little to the imagination.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in a emerald sweater that hugged her prodigious orbs, the wool molding to the pink satin bra beneath, its cups groaning under the strain of her voluminous treasures. Her tartan skirt flared with every movement, barely grazing her thighs, and when she leaned to retrieve a fallen hairpin, it flipped up, exposing her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack pressing against the fabric. The sight drew a soft gasp from Beatrice, the redhead, who sat nearby, her own skirt swishing to hint at a similar secret below.

The instructor, Miss Arabella Thorne, glided into the room, a striking matron in her thirties with raven hair pinned in an elegant chignon. Her crimson dress was a masterpiece of tailoring, hugging her hourglass figure and plunging to showcase her titanic mounds, which seemed to defy gravity. The silk hinted at a bra of Herculean strength, its lace peeking above the neckline. Whispers among students suggested she shared Penelope and Cassandra’s unique endowment, and the way her skirt clung to her hips fueled the speculation.

“Ladies,” Miss Thorne began, her voice a sultry command, “etiquette is the art of grace under pressure. Your deportment must exude refinement, no matter the... distractions.” Her eyes flicked to Penelope and Cassandra, whose skirts had ridden up as they sat, exposing their satin-clad bulges—Penelope’s lavender, Cassandra’s pink, both stretched to translucency over their colossal assets.

Penelope smiled coyly, leaning forward so her blouse gaped, revealing the creamy expanse above her bra. “We’re all about grace, Miss Thorne,” she purred, uncrossing her legs to let her skirt slide higher, the silk outlining her heavy jewels, which shifted with her movement. Lily, the blonde fresher, dropped her quill, her cheeks flaming as she bent to retrieve it, her sweater riding up to reveal a bra struggling with her own prodigious globes.

Cassandra giggled, bending to offer Lily a handkerchief, her skirt flipping up to showcase her monumental orbs, the pink satin clinging to her weighty sack. “Careful, love,” she teased, straightening with a sway that sent her curls bouncing. Lily stammered a thank-you, her eyes lingering on Cassandra’s bulge.

Miss Thorne raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching. “Grace, Miss Cassandra, not provocation. Let’s practice introductions.” She clapped her hands, summoning the class to pair off. “Miss Penelope, you’ll work with Miss Beatrice.”

Penelope rose, her skirt swishing as she moved, the fabric riding up to hint at her lavender-clad jewels. She faced Beatrice, whose blouse was unbuttoned to reveal a bra straining with her abundant assets. “Charmed,” Penelope said, extending a hand, her blouse gaping to showcase her satin-clad splendours. She bent slightly, as if to adjust her skirt, letting it flip up to expose her massive sack, the silk outlining its bulk.

Beatrice’s breath hitched, her own skirt swishing as she curtsied. “Likewise,” she murmured, her eyes dropping to Penelope’s bulge. “My Tom’s lovely, but... well, he’s no match for that.” She sighed, adjusting her skirt, which hinted at her own impressive endowment below.

Cassandra, paired with Lily, sauntered over, her skirt flaring to reveal her pink satin panties and the obscene bulge of her orbs. “Let’s make an impression,” she said, her voice dripping with mischief. She leaned closer, her sweater pulling tighter over her voluminous treasures, and offered a mock curtsy, her skirt riding up to showcase her heavy sack. Lily’s eyes widened, and she stumbled through her introduction, her own bulge twitching beneath her skirt.

Miss Thorne circulated, her crimson dress swaying with each step. When she paused by Penelope and Beatrice, she bent to adjust a chair, her skirt sliding up to reveal the lace of her knickers and a bulge that confirmed the whispers—her own manhood and orbs rivalled the pair’s, straining against the silk. “Posture, ladies,” she said, straightening. “Keep your... assets in check.”

Penelope grinned, her hand brushing her skirt, where her pride pressed against her knickers. “We’ll try, Miss Thorne,” she said, her voice a velvet tease. She caught Cassandra’s eye, who winked, bending to tie her shoe, her skirt flipping up to expose her satin-clad jewels.

The exercise continued, the room alive with laughter and flirtation. When Miss Thorne called for a group demonstration, Cassandra volunteered, striding to the front with a sway that sent her skirt flaring. “Etiquette’s about confidence,” she declared, leaning against a table, her skirt riding up to reveal her massive sack, the pink satin stretched to translucency. The class erupted in gasps, and Miss Thorne’s spectacles slipped down her nose.

“Confidence, yes,” Miss Thorne said, her tone laced with amusement. “But tempered with restraint.” She moved closer, her own skirt swishing to hint at her colossal assets. “Miss Cassandra, you’ll stay after class to review... decorum.”

As the seminar ended, students spilled into the corridor, their skirts swishing and bosoms jiggling. Beatrice lingered, her eyes on Penelope’s bulge. “Tom’s sweet, but after seeing you... well, he’s rather outshone,” she sighed, her own skirt hinting at her endowment.

Penelope winked, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt flipping up to expose her lavender-clad orbs. “Plenty of shine to share, love,” she said, straightening with a grin.

Cassandra, still at the front, faced Miss Thorne, whose crimson dress clung to her curves. “Decorum, was it?” Cassandra asked, her skirt swishing as she stepped closer, her bulge unmistakable. “I’m all ears.”

Miss Thorne’s lips quirked. “We’ll see about that,” she murmured, her eyes lingering on Cassandra’s assets. “Tomorrow, my office. Bring your... best behaviour.”

As Cassandra rejoined Penelope, the pair headed to lunch, their minds buzzing with the day’s delights—Miss Thorne’s office, Miss Hawthorne’s meetings, and the endless possibilities of St. Titania’s. Every step was a performance, every glance a promise, and they were ready to dazzle.




Chapter Six: Lunchtime Liaisons

The dining hall at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was a spectacle of opulence, its vaulted ceiling painted with cherubs who seemed to blush at the scene below. Long tables draped in white linen groaned under platters of roast pheasant, delicate pastries, and crystal pitchers of lemonade that sparkled in the midday sun. The air buzzed with laughter and the rustle of silk, as students’ skirts—some tight as a lover’s embrace, others flaring to invite wandering eyes—shifted with every movement, revealing flashes of lace and secrets beneath. Penelope and Cassandra, radiant as twin stars, claimed a table near the tall windows, their presence turning heads faster than a spinning carousel.

Penelope, her raven hair swept into a loose knot that let tendrils tease her neck, wore a blouse so sheer it was practically a whisper, the lavender satin of her brassiere gleaming beneath, its cups straining to contain her J-cup splendours. Each movement sent her bosom swaying, the buttons of her blouse clinging for dear life. Her navy skirt, cut to scandalous brevity, hugged her hips, and when she leaned to reach for a napkin, it rode up, exposing the silk of her knickers stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and hefty jewels. The bulge of her weighty orbs drew a soft gasp from a nearby fresher, a brunette named Sophie, whose own abundant assets jiggled in a sweater that seemed ready to surrender.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in a sapphire sweater that molded to her prodigious orbs, the wool outlining the pink satin bra beneath, its straps digging into her shoulders under the strain of her voluminous treasures. Her tartan skirt flared with every sway, barely grazing her thighs, and when she bent to retrieve a fallen fork, it flipped up, revealing her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack pressing against the fabric. The sight caught the eye of Amelia, the brunette from the assembly, who sat across the hall, her own skirt swishing to hint at a similar endowment below.

“Lunch is practically a stage,” Cassandra murmured, her voice a sultry tease as she speared a slice of cucumber. She crossed her legs, letting her skirt ride higher, the pink satin outlining her heavy orbs, which shifted with her movement. Amelia’s fork paused midair, her cheeks flushing as she muttered something to her boyfriend, Rupert, who seemed oblivious to her wandering gaze.

Penelope grinned, adjusting her blouse, which gaped to reveal the creamy expanse above her bra. “And we’re the star act,” she purred, bending to adjust her garter, her skirt flipping up to showcase her lavender-clad jewels, the silk clinging to their bulk. Sophie, the fresher, choked on her lemonade, her eyes wide as she fanned herself with a napkin.

The hall was a sea of beauty, every student a vision of feminine allure. Brassieres were a point of pride, their straps and lace often visible beneath sheer blouses, each designed to hoist nature’s most generous gifts. Skirts swished and flared, revealing garters and the occasional glimpse of something more. Teachers mingled among the tables, their own figures accentuated by tailored dresses and corsetry that left little to the imagination.

Miss Clara, the young teacher, approached their table, her chestnut hair swept into a loose bun that accentuated her swan-like neck. Her black dress hugged her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to display her titanic mounds, which seemed to defy physics. The silk hinted at a bra of monumental strength, its lace peeking above the fabric. Her skirt clung to her hips, and the subtle swell below suggested she shared Penelope and Cassandra’s unique endowment.

“Ladies,” Miss Clara said, her tone laced with amusement, “you’re causing quite a stir. Do try to keep your skirts... contained.” Her eyes flicked to their exposed knickers—Penelope’s lavender, Cassandra’s pink, both stretched to translucency over their colossal assets.

Penelope smiled coyly, leaning forward so her blouse parted, revealing more of her satin-clad splendours. “We’re just enjoying the meal, Miss Clara,” she said, her voice honeyed. She shifted, her skirt sliding higher, the silk outlining her massive sack, which twitched under the scrutiny.

Cassandra chimed in, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt flipping up to showcase her monumental orbs, the pink satin clinging like a second skin. “It’s hard to contain so much... enthusiasm,” she purred, straightening with a wink. Miss Clara’s lips twitched, and she moved on, her hips swaying hypnotically.

As lunch continued, Amelia left Rupert’s side and sauntered over, her sweater straining over her prodigious globes, the fabric outlining a black satin bra beneath. Her flippy skirt swished, and when she sat beside Cassandra, it rode up, revealing lace knickers stretched taut over her own impressive bulge—her manhood and heavy orbs pressing against the fabric. “Rupert’s sweet,” she sighed, her eyes dropping to Cassandra’s skirt, where her bulge spoke volumes. “But after seeing you two... well, he’s rather outclassed.”

Cassandra grinned, leaning closer so her sweater pulled tighter over her voluminous treasures. “Plenty to go around, love,” she said, bending to pick up a fallen spoon, her skirt flipping up to expose her satin-clad jewels, the bulk of her sack stealing the spotlight. Amelia’s breath hitched, her own bulge twitching beneath her skirt.

Penelope joined the conversation, her blouse unbuttoned one notch too far, showcasing the creamy expanse above her bra. “Don’t despair,” she teased, patting Amelia’s knee. “There’s always room for... exploration.” She crossed her legs, her skirt riding up to reveal her lavender-clad assets, the silk outlining her weighty orbs.

The meal ended with a flurry of farewells, students dispersing to afternoon classes. As Penelope and Cassandra rose, Sophie, the fresher, approached, her sweater clinging to her abundant assets. “You’re both so... confident,” she stammered, her eyes lingering on their bulges. “My boyfriend’s nice, but he’s... well, not like that.” She gestured vaguely, her own skirt hinting at a modest endowment below.

Penelope winked, bending to adjust her heel, her skirt flipping up to expose her lavender-clad jewels. “Confidence comes with practice, darling,” she said, straightening with a sway. “Stick with us, and you’ll shine.”

Cassandra nudged her, her skirt swishing. “Think Miss Clara’s tempted?” she whispered, her hand grazing Penelope’s thigh, where her pride pressed against her knickers. “Or maybe she’s saving it for someone special.”

They headed to their next class, a lecture on literature, but their minds lingered on the dining hall’s flirtations—and the promise of Miss Thorne’s office and Miss Hawthorne’s meetings. The afternoon stretched ahead, filled with possibilities, each moment a chance to dazzle. At St. Titania’s, every meal was a performance, and Penelope and Cassandra were ready to steal the spotlight.




Chapter Seven: The Literature Lure

The literature lecture hall at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was a sanctuary of intellect and allure, its high ceilings adorned with frescoes of muses whose gazes seemed to follow the students below. Rows of polished oak desks gleamed under the soft glow of brass sconces, and the air thrummed with the rustle of silk and the faint creak of corsetry as students settled in. Penelope and Cassandra, radiant as ever, claimed a desk near the front, their uniforms a provocative dance of restraint and revelation, drawing eyes like a siren’s song.

Penelope, her raven hair swept into a loose chignon that let tendrils tease her shoulders, wore a blouse so sheer it was nearly translucent, the lavender satin of her brassiere shimmering beneath, its cups straining to contain her J-cup splendours. Each breath sent her bosom heaving, the buttons of her blouse clinging desperately to their threads. Her navy skirt, daringly short, hugged her hips, and when she leaned to open her notebook, it rode up, exposing the silk of her knickers stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and hefty jewels. The bulge of her weighty orbs caught the eye of a fresher, a willowy blonde named Emma, whose own abundant assets jiggled in a sweater that seemed ready to burst.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in a crimson sweater that molded to her prodigious orbs, the wool outlining the pink satin bra beneath, its straps biting into her shoulders under the strain of her voluminous treasures. Her tartan skirt flared with every movement, barely grazing her thighs, and when she bent to retrieve a quill, it flipped up, revealing her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack pressing against the fabric. The sight drew a soft gasp from Clara, the brunette from the etiquette seminar, who sat nearby, her own skirt swishing to hint at a similar endowment below.

The lecturer, Miss Victoria Langley, swept into the room, a striking woman in her late twenties with auburn hair cascading in waves. Her emerald dress was tailored to perfection, hugging her hourglass figure and plunging to showcase her titanic mounds, which seemed to defy the laws of nature. The silk hinted at a bra of monumental strength, its lace peeking above the neckline. Whispers among students suggested she shared Penelope and Cassandra’s unique endowment, and the way her skirt clung to her hips fueled the speculation.

“Ladies,” Miss Langley began, her voice a warm caress, “today we explore passion in literature—desire as a force that shapes narrative. Let your readings ignite your senses.” Her eyes flicked to Penelope and Cassandra, whose skirts had ridden up as they sat, exposing their satin-clad bulges—Penelope’s lavender, Cassandra’s pink, both stretched to translucency over their colossal assets.

Penelope smiled coyly, leaning forward so her blouse gaped, revealing the creamy expanse above her bra. “Passion’s our forte, Miss Langley,” she purred, uncrossing her legs to let her skirt slide higher, the silk outlining her heavy jewels, which shifted with her movement. Emma, the blonde fresher, dropped her book, her cheeks flaming as she bent to retrieve it, her sweater riding up to reveal a bra struggling with her own prodigious globes.

Cassandra giggled, bending to offer Emma a pencil, her skirt flipping up to showcase her monumental orbs, the pink satin clinging to her weighty sack. “Careful, love,” she teased, straightening with a sway that sent her curls bouncing. Emma stammered a thank-you, her eyes lingering on Cassandra’s bulge.

Miss Langley raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching. “Focus, Miss Cassandra. Let’s discuss Byron’s fire. Miss Penelope, read the passage.” She moved to the blackboard, her hips swaying, and bent to write a quote, her skirt riding up to reveal the lace of her knickers and a bulge that confirmed the whispers—her own manhood and orbs rivalled the pair’s, straining against the silk. The room fell silent, save for the rustle of skirts as students shifted for a better view.

Penelope rose, her skirt swishing as she moved to the front, the fabric riding up to hint at her lavender-clad jewels. She read with a sultry cadence, her blouse gaping to showcase her satin-clad splendours. “’She walks in beauty, like the night,’” she intoned, bending slightly to adjust her skirt, letting it flip up to expose her massive sack, the silk outlining its bulk. Miss Langley’s quill paused, her spectacles slipping down her nose.

“Very... evocative,” Miss Langley said, her tone laced with amusement. “But do mind your... presentation.” Her eyes lingered on Penelope’s bulge, a flicker of curiosity crossing her face.

Cassandra stood, unbidden. “My turn?” she asked, her skirt flaring as she sauntered forward, revealing her pink satin panties and the obscene bulge of her or，也有。 She leaned against the desk, her sweater pulling tighter over her voluminous treasures, and recited a line with a mischievous lilt. “’The heart’s a flame that burns unseen,’” she purred, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt riding up to showcase her heavy sack, the satin stretched to translucency.

Miss Langley nodded, her own skirt swishing as she moved closer. “Aptly chosen,” she murmured. “But passion mustn’t overshadow precision.” She bent to pick up a fallen chalk, her skirt sliding up to reveal her own colossal assets, the lace knickers clinging to her weighty orbs. Cassandra’s pride twitched, pressing against her panties, and she crossed her legs to conceal it.

The lecture continued with spirited discussion, the room alive with flirtation and innuendo. When Miss Langley called for pairs to analyze a poem, Clara approached Penelope, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal a bra straining with her abundant assets. “You’re impossible,” she sighed, her eyes dropping to Penelope’s bulge. “My boyfriend’s sweet, but after seeing you... well, he’s rather outshone.”

Penelope grinned, bending to adjust her quill, her skirt flipping up to expose her lavender-clad jewels. “Plenty of fire to share, love,” she said, straightening with a wink.

As the class ended, students spilled into the corridor, their skirts swishing and bosoms jiggling. Emma lingered, her eyes on Cassandra’s bulge. “You’re so... bold,” she stammered. “My beau’s nice, but he’s... well, not like that.” Her own skirt hinted at a modest endowment below.

Cassandra winked, bending to tie her shoe, her skirt flipping up to expose her pink-clad orbs. “Boldness comes with practice, darling,” she said, straightening with a sway. “Stick around.”

They headed to their next engagement, a tea with Miss Hawthorne’s select group, but their minds lingered on Miss Langley’s lecture—and the promise of Miss Thorne’s office. The day stretched ahead, each moment a new chance to ignite. At St. Titania’s, every word was a spark, and Penelope and Cassandra were ready to set the room ablaze.




Chapter Eight: Tea with Temptation

The private tearoom reserved for Miss Hawthorne’s select gatherings was a cocoon of decadence, tucked away in a quiet wing of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies. Its walls were draped in crimson velvet, absorbing the soft glow of a crystal chandelier that cast prisms across a mahogany table set with delicate china. The air was thick with the scent of Earl Grey and rosewater, mingling with the rustle of silk and the faint creak of corsetry as the chosen few settled in. Penelope and Cassandra, luminous as ever, claimed seats near the head of the table, their uniforms a provocative blend of propriety and allure, drawing eyes like moths to a flame.

Penelope, her raven hair swept into a loose cascade that teased her collarbone, wore a blouse so sheer it was practically a confession, the lavender satin of her brassiere gleaming beneath, its cups straining to cradle her J-cup splendours. Each movement sent her bosom swaying, the buttons of her blouse teetering on the brink of rebellion. Her navy skirt, cut to daring brevity, hugged her hips, and when she leaned to adjust her napkin, it rode up, exposing the silk of her knickers stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and hefty jewels. The bulge of her weighty orbs caught the eye of a fellow guest, a statuesque brunette named Fiona, whose own abundant assets jiggled in a dress that seemed ready to surrender.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in a violet sweater that molded to her prodigious orbs, the wool outlining the pink satin bra beneath, its straps digging into her shoulders under the strain of her voluminous treasures. Her tartan skirt flared with every sway, barely grazing her thighs, and when she bent to retrieve a sugar cube, it flipped up, revealing her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack pressing against the fabric. The sight drew a soft gasp from Beatrice, the redhead, who sat across the table, her own skirt swishing to hint at a similar endowment below.

Miss Lavinia Hawthorne presided at the table’s head, a vision of commanding allure. Her auburn hair was piled high, her spectacles perched on a nose that wrinkled with amusement. Her sapphire dress hugged her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to showcase her titanic mounds, which seemed to defy gravity. The silk hinted at a bra of Herculean strength, its lace peeking above the fabric. The subtle swell below her skirt confirmed whispers of her unique endowment, rivaling Penelope and Cassandra’s own.

“Ladies,” Miss Hawthorne began, her voice a sultry command, “this tea is a privilege—a chance to refine your graces among peers. Let your presence speak volumes.” Her eyes flicked to Penelope and Cassandra, whose skirts had ridden up as they sat, exposing their satin-clad bulges—Penelope’s lavender, Cassandra’s pink, both stretched to translucency over their colossal assets.

Penelope smiled coyly, leaning forward so her blouse gaped, revealing the creamy expanse above her bra. “We aim to impress, Miss Hawthorne,” she purred, crossing her legs to let her skirt slide higher, the silk outlining her heavy jewels, which shifted with her movement. Fiona, the brunette, dropped her teaspoon, her cheeks flaming as she bent to retrieve it, her dress riding up to reveal a bra struggling with her own prodigious globes.

Cassandra giggled, bending to offer Fiona a napkin, her skirt flipping up to showcase her monumental orbs, the pink satin clinging to her weighty sack. “Clumsy today, love?” she teased, straightening with a sway that sent her curls bouncing. Fiona stammered a thank-you, her eyes lingering on Cassandra’s bulge.

Miss Hawthorne raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching. “Grace, Miss Cassandra, not distraction. Let’s discuss your ambitions. Miss Penelope, what drives you?” She leaned forward, her dress parting to reveal more of her satin-clad splendours, the table falling silent as eyes followed the motion.

Penelope rose, her skirt swishing as she moved to pour more tea, the fabric riding up to hint at her lavender-clad jewels. “I seek to inspire,” she said, her voice a velvet caress, bending slightly to adjust her skirt, letting it flip up to expose her massive sack, the silk outlining its bulk. Miss Hawthorne’s teacup paused midair, her spectacles slipping down her nose.

“Inspiring indeed,” Miss Hawthorne murmured, her tone laced with amusement. “And you, Miss Cassandra?” Her eyes lingered on Cassandra’s skirt, where her bulge spoke volumes.

Cassandra stood, her skirt flaring as she sauntered to the sideboard, revealing her pink satin panties and the obscene bulge of her orbs. “I want to leave a mark,” she purred, leaning to select a biscuit, her skirt riding up to showcase her heavy sack, the satin stretched to translucency. Beatrice’s breath hitched, her own bulge twitching beneath her skirt as she muttered something about her boyfriend’s “modest charms.”

Miss Hawthorne nodded, her own skirt swishing as she rose. “Ambitious. But ambition must be tempered with restraint.” She bent to adjust a vase, her skirt sliding up to reveal the lace of her knickers and a bulge that confirmed her own colossal assets, the silk clinging to her weighty orbs. Penelope and Cassandra exchanged a glance, their own equipment stirring at the sight.

The tea continued with lively chatter, the room alive with flirtation and innuendo. When Fiona spoke of her studies, she leaned forward, her dress gaping to reveal a bra straining with her abundant assets. “My beau’s sweet,” she sighed, her eyes dropping to Penelope’s bulge. “But after seeing you two... well, he’s rather outclassed.”

Penelope grinned, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt flipping up to expose her lavender-clad jewels. “Plenty of inspiration to share, love,” she said, straightening with a wink.

Cassandra chimed in, her hand brushing Penelope’s thigh, where her pride pressed against her knickers. “Think Miss Hawthorne’s got a suitor outmatched by that?” she whispered, her skirt swishing as she shifted, her own bulge unmistakable.

As the tea drew to a close, Miss Hawthorne stood, her dress swaying with each step. “You’ve shown promise,” she said, her eyes lingering on the pair. “Our private meetings will hone it. Tomorrow, my office—both of you.” Her tone held a promise that sent a shiver down their spines.

They left the tearoom, the corridor buzzing with students heading to evening activities. Beatrice caught up, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal a bra struggling with her abundant assets. “You’re both impossible,” she sighed, her eyes on their bulges. “Tom’s lovely, but... well, he’s no match.”

Cassandra winked, bending to tie her shoe, her skirt flipping up to expose her pink-clad orbs. “Stick with us, darling,” she said, straightening with a sway. “You’ll find your spark.”

They headed to their room, minds abuzz with the day’s delights—Miss Langley’s lecture, Miss Thorne’s office, and now Miss Hawthorne’s promise. The evening stretched ahead, each moment a new chance to dazzle. At St. Titania’s, every sip was a seduction, and Penelope and Cassandra were ready to pour.




Chapter Nine: A Private Study

The evening air at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies carried a hush, as if the ivy-clad walls themselves held their breath. Penelope and Cassandra slipped through a side door to the library, a labyrinth of towering shelves and shadowed alcoves lit by flickering gas lamps. The scent of old leather and jasmine perfume hung heavy, mingling with the rustle of their silk skirts as they moved deeper into the stacks. They’d been summoned by Fiona, the statuesque brunette from tea, for a “study session,” but the glint in her eyes had promised more than books.

Penelope, her raven hair spilling loose to graze her shoulders, wore a blouse so sheer it was a mere suggestion, the lavender satin of her brassiere shimmering beneath, its cups straining to contain her J-cup splendours. Each step sent her bosom swaying, the buttons of her blouse trembling under the pressure. Her navy skirt, scandalously short, clung to her hips, and when she paused to scan a shelf, it rode up, exposing the silk of her knickers stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and hefty jewels. The bulge of her weighty orbs was unmistakable, and she felt a thrill knowing Fiona was waiting.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in a sapphire sweater that hugged her prodigious orbs, the wool molding to the pink satin bra beneath, its straps biting into her shoulders under the strain of her voluminous treasures. Her tartan skirt flared with every sway, barely grazing her thighs, and when she bent to check a lower shelf, it flipped up, revealing her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack pressing against the fabric. She caught Penelope’s eye and smirked, sensing the night’s potential.

They found Fiona in a secluded alcove, perched on a velvet chaise, her dress a crimson confection that hugged her hourglass figure. The neckline plunged to showcase her titanic mounds, the silk hinting at a bra struggling beneath. Her skirt had ridden up as she lounged, revealing lace knickers stretched over her own impressive bulge—her manhood and heavy orbs pressing against the fabric. She looked up, her eyes darkening with desire. “You came,” she purred, setting aside a book.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Penelope said, her voice a velvet tease. She sauntered closer, her skirt swishing, and bent to adjust her garter, letting it flip up to expose her lavender-clad jewels, the silk outlining her massive sack. Fiona’s breath hitched, her own bulge twitching beneath her knickers.

Cassandra joined them, her skirt flaring as she sank onto the chaise beside Fiona. “Study session, was it?” she teased, leaning forward so her sweater gaped, revealing the creamy expanse above her bra. She crossed her legs, her skirt riding up to showcase her pink satin panties and the obscene bulge of her orbs, the fabric stretched to translucency.

Fiona’s lips parted, her hand brushing Cassandra’s thigh. “My beau’s sweet,” she murmured, “but he’s got nothing on you two.” Her fingers traced higher, grazing the bulge beneath Cassandra’s skirt, feeling the heat of her massive sack through the silk. “God, you’re enormous.”

Penelope grinned, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal her lavender bra, the satin cups overflowing with her splendours. She yanked her skirt up, exposing her knickers, which strained over her semi-erect cock, ten inches of thick arousal, and her weighty balls, bulging against the silk. “Let’s see how you handle it,” she purred, stepping closer.

Fiona didn’t hesitate. She slid to her knees, her dress riding up to reveal her own hard length pressing against her lace knickers, her heavy orbs bulging below. She tugged Penelope’s panties down, freeing her colossal cock, which sprang forward, thick and veined, her balls hanging heavy beneath. Fiona’s mouth watered, and she took Penelope’s shaft in her hands, stroking slowly, her fingers barely circling its girth. “So much bigger than him,” she whispered, then leaned in, her lips closing over the tip, sucking gently.

Penelope moaned, her hands tangling in Fiona’s hair, her bosom heaving as pleasure rippled through her. Her cock throbbed in Fiona’s mouth, slick with spit, and her balls tightened, aching with need. She glanced at Cassandra, whose eyes burned with lust.

Cassandra wasted no time. She hiked her skirt up, pulling her pink satin panties aside to reveal her own massive cock, fully erect and glistening, her huge sack swaying below. She moved behind Fiona, who was still sucking Penelope, and tugged Fiona’s knickers down, exposing her rigid length and weighty orbs. “You’re not bad yourself,” Cassandra murmured, her fingers brushing Fiona’s cock, stroking it until Fiona moaned around Penelope’s shaft.

Fiona pulled back, gasping, her lips swollen. “Please,” she begged, her voice thick with desire. She bent forward, her skirt bunched around her waist, presenting herself to Cassandra while reaching for Penelope’s cock again. Cassandra obliged, spitting into her hand and slicking her ten-inch pride. She pressed the tip against Fiona’s entrance, easing in slowly, her thick shaft stretching Fiona wide. Fiona groaned, her own cock twitching, pre-cum dripping onto the chaise as Cassandra’s massive balls slapped against her thighs with each thrust.

Penelope watched, her own arousal spiking. She guided Fiona’s mouth back to her cock, thrusting gently, her balls brushing Fiona’s chin. “Good girl,” she whispered, her bosom jiggling as she rocked her hips. Fiona’s moans vibrated around her shaft, sending shivers down her spine.

Cassandra picked up her pace, her hands gripping Fiona’s hips, her skirt flapping with each thrust. Her cock plunged deep, her heavy sack swinging, the alcove filled with the wet sounds of their union. Fiona’s own length bobbed, untouched, leaking steadily as she surrendered to the dual assault. “So much better,” she gasped between sucks, her eyes fluttering. “He’d never... oh, God.”

Penelope felt her climax building, her balls tightening as Fiona’s tongue swirled around her tip. She thrust harder, her cock pulsing, and with a low moan, she came, spilling thick ropes of cum into Fiona’s mouth. Fiona swallowed eagerly, some dribbling down her chin, her own cock jerking as she neared her peak.

Cassandra wasn’t far behind. She slammed into Fiona, her massive sack slapping rhythmically, and with a guttural groan, she erupted, her cock pulsing as she filled Fiona with her release. The sensation pushed Fiona over the edge—her own cock spurted, cum splattering the chaise, her body trembling as she rode the waves of ecstasy.

They collapsed together, panting, skirts bunched and knickers askew. Fiona’s dress clung to her sweat-slicked skin, her bra straining as her bosom heaved. “That was... unreal,” she whispered, her eyes on their still-impressive bulges. “My beau’s done for.”

Penelope grinned, tugging her knickers up, her softening cock and weighty balls still bulging beneath the silk. “Plenty more where that came from,” she said, adjusting her bra, her splendours jiggling.

Cassandra winked, smoothing her skirt, her own sack prominent under the tartan. “Study hard, love,” she teased, patting Fiona’s thigh.

They slipped out of the alcove, leaving Fiona to recover, their minds buzzing with the night’s delights—Miss Hawthorne’s promise, Miss Thorne’s office, and now this. The library faded behind them, but St. Titania’s pulsed with possibility, every shadow a stage for their desires.




Chapter Ten: Corridors of Conspiracy

The moon hung low over St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, casting silver light through the stained-glass windows of the main corridor. The air was cool, carrying the faint scent of polished wood and lingering perfume as Penelope and Cassandra moved stealthily toward their dormitory. Their heels clicked softly on the marble floor, the rustle of their silk skirts a whisper in the quiet night. The thrill of their library escapade with Fiona still pulsed in their veins, but a new anticipation simmered—Miss Hawthorne’s private meeting loomed tomorrow, and whispers of her intentions swirled like smoke.

Penelope, her raven hair slightly mussed from their earlier exertions, wore her sheer blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at the lavender satin brassiere beneath, its cups straining to contain her J-cup splendours. The fabric clung to her narrow waist, accentuating the sway of her bosom with each step. Her navy skirt, scandalously short, hugged her hips, and when she paused to adjust her garter, it rode up, exposing the silk of her knickers stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and hefty jewels. The bulge of her weighty orbs was prominent, and she felt a shiver of excitement at the thought of being caught.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in her sapphire sweater, the wool molding to her prodigious orbs, the pink satin bra beneath digging into her shoulders under the strain of her voluminous treasures. Her tartan skirt flared with every movement, barely grazing her thighs, and when she bent to check her reflection in a gilded mirror, it flipped up, revealing her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack pressing against the fabric. She caught Penelope’s eye and grinned, her curls bouncing with mischief.

The corridor was empty, save for the occasional flicker of a lamp, but as they rounded a corner, they nearly collided with Clara, the brunette from the etiquette seminar. Her blouse was unbuttoned to reveal a bra struggling with her abundant assets, and her skirt swished to hint at a bulge below. Her eyes widened, taking in their disheveled state. “Out late, are we?” she teased, her voice low. “What’s got you two looking so... flushed?”

Penelope smiled coyly, leaning against the wall so her blouse gaped, revealing the creamy expanse above her bra. “Just a bit of studying,” she purred, crossing her legs to let her skirt slide higher, the silk outlining her heavy jewels, which shifted with her movement. Clara’s gaze dropped, her cheeks flushing as she adjusted her own skirt, her bulge twitching beneath.

Cassandra giggled, bending to adjust her stocking, her skirt flipping up to showcase her monumental orbs, the pink satin clinging to her weighty sack. “Intense session,” she added, straightening with a wink. “You should join us sometime.” Clara’s breath hitched, and she muttered something about her boyfriend’s “limited scope” before scurrying off, her skirt swishing.

They continued, the corridor stretching ahead like a runway for their allure. The portraits of past headmistresses seemed to watch, their painted bosoms as vast as those of the living. Penelope whispered, “Think Clara’s tempted? Or is she just jealous of what we’re packing?” Her hand brushed her skirt, where her pride pressed against her knickers, still warm from Fiona’s touch.

Cassandra smirked, her skirt swishing. “Both, I’d wager. But Miss Hawthorne’s the real puzzle. What’s she planning tomorrow?” She paused by a window, her sweater pulling tighter over her voluminous treasures as she leaned to peer outside, her bulge prominent below.

Their musings were interrupted by a soft creak. Miss Arabella Thorne, the etiquette instructor, emerged from a side door, her crimson dress hugging her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to showcase her titanic mounds. The silk hinted at a bra of Herculean strength, its lace peeking above the fabric. Her raven hair was slightly askew, and the subtle swell below her skirt confirmed her unique endowment. She froze, her eyes narrowing as she took in the pair. “Ladies,” she said, her tone laced with suspicion, “curfew was an hour ago.”

Penelope stepped forward, her blouse parting to reveal more of her satin-clad splendours. “We lost track of time, Miss Thorne,” she said, her voice honeyed. She bent slightly, as if to adjust her heel, letting her skirt flip up to expose her lavender-clad jewels, the silk outlining her massive sack. Miss Thorne’s gaze flickered, her lips parting slightly.

Cassandra joined in, sauntering closer, her skirt flaring to reveal her pink satin panties and the obscene bulge of her orbs. “We were just... inspired by your lessons,” she purred, leaning forward so her sweater gaped, her bosom heaving. “Couldn’t resist a late-night review.” Miss Thorne’s spectacles slipped down her nose, and she adjusted them, her own bulge twitching beneath her skirt.

“See that it doesn’t happen again,” Miss Thorne said, her voice softer now, tinged with something like curiosity. She bent to pick up a fallen hairpin, her skirt riding up to reveal the lace of her knickers and a bulge that rivalled theirs, her heavy orbs straining against the silk. “But since you’re here... my office, tomorrow after lunch. We’ll discuss... punctuality.” Her eyes lingered on their bulges, a promise in her gaze.

As she glided away, Cassandra whispered, “Think she’s got a beau outclassed by that?” Her hand grazed Penelope’s thigh, where her pride stirred against her knickers.

Penelope grinned, tugging her skirt down, though it did little to hide her assets. “If she does, he’s in trouble.” They reached their dormitory, slipping inside to their shared room, a cozy haven of lace curtains and soft beds. The door clicked shut, and they collapsed onto their mattresses, skirts bunched and bosoms heaving.

Cassandra kicked off her heels, her skirt flipping up to expose her pink-clad orbs. “Miss Hawthorne, Miss Thorne... this place is a minefield of temptation,” she said, her voice thick with anticipation. She adjusted her bra, her voluminous treasures jiggling.

Penelope unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall open to reveal her lavender bra, the satin cups overflowing. “And we’re the sparks,” she murmured, her hand brushing her knickers, where her weighty jewels bulged. “Tomorrow’s going to be explosive.”

They drifted to sleep, the night alive with possibilities—Miss Hawthorne’s office, Miss Thorne’s summons, and the endless allure of St. Titania’s. Every step was a conspiracy, every glance a plot, and Penelope and Cassandra were ready to unravel it all.




Chapter Eleven: The Headmistress’s Haven

The morning sun bathed St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies in a golden haze, its ivy-clad towers gleaming with promise. Penelope and Cassandra moved through the bustling corridors toward Miss Lavinia Hawthorne’s office, their hearts pounding with anticipation. The headmistress’s private meeting, teased for days, loomed like a crescendo, and the air crackled with the unspoken. Their heels clicked on the marble floor, the rustle of their silk skirts a siren’s call, drawing eyes from every corner.

Penelope, her raven hair swept into a loose cascade that grazed her collarbone, wore a blouse so sheer it was a whisper of fabric, the lavender satin of her brassiere shimmering beneath, its cups straining to cradle her J-cup splendours. Each step sent her bosom swaying, the buttons of her blouse clinging desperately to their threads. Her navy skirt, daringly short, hugged her hips, and when she paused to adjust her garter, it rode up, exposing the silk of her knickers stretched taut over her ten-inch manhood and hefty jewels. The bulge of her weighty orbs was a bold statement, and she felt the thrill of their destination.

Cassandra, beside her, was a vision in a crimson sweater that molded to her prodigious orbs, the wool outlining the pink satin bra beneath, its straps biting into her shoulders under the strain of her voluminous treasures. Her tartan skirt flared with every sway, barely grazing her thighs, and when she bent to check her reflection in a corridor mirror, it flipped up, revealing her panties, which clung to her colossal equipment—her ten-inch pride and massive sack pressing against the fabric. She caught Penelope’s eye and smirked, her curls bouncing with mischief.

They reached Miss Hawthorne’s office, the heavy oak door carved with roses seeming to pulse with secrets. Penelope knocked, and the door swung open to reveal the headmistress herself, a vision of commanding allure. Her auburn hair was piled high, her spectacles perched on a nose that wrinkled with amusement. Her emerald dress hugged her hourglass figure, the neckline plunging to showcase her titanic mounds, the silk hinting at a bra of Herculean strength, its lace peeking above the fabric. The subtle swell below her skirt confirmed her unique endowment, rivaling theirs.

“Ladies,” Miss Hawthorne purred, her voice a sultry command, “enter. We’ve much to... explore.” Her eyes flicked to their skirts, which had ridden up as they stood, exposing their satin-clad bulges—Penelope’s lavender, Cassandra’s pink, both stretched to translucency over their colossal assets.

The office was a haven of decadence: velvet drapes, a mahogany desk, and a plush chaise longue that beckoned. Miss Hawthorne gestured to the chaise, her dress swaying as she moved. “Sit,” she said, her tone laced with promise. Penelope and Cassandra obeyed, their skirts riding higher as they sank into the velvet, their bulges prominent. Miss Hawthorne locked the door, the click echoing like a vow.

“You’ve stirred quite a tempest here,” she began, perching on the desk’s edge, her dress parting to reveal more of her satin-clad splendours. “Your... gifts demand discipline.” She bent forward, her skirt sliding up to expose the lace of her knickers and a bulge that matched their own, her heavy orbs straining against the silk. “But first, a demonstration of trust.”

Penelope’s breath hitched, her blouse gaping as she leaned forward. “We’re all yours, Miss Hawthorne,” she murmured, yanking her skirt up to reveal her lavender knickers, which strained over her semi-erect cock, thick and pulsing, her weighty balls bulging below. She tugged the panties aside, freeing her ten-inch shaft, which stood proud, glistening with anticipation.

Cassandra followed, her sweater pulling tighter over her voluminous treasures as she hiked her skirt. She pulled her pink satin panties down, her massive cock springing free, ten inches of rigid arousal, her huge sack swaying beneath. “Show us the way,” she purred, stroking herself slowly, her eyes locked on Miss Hawthorne’s bulge.

The headmistress smiled, a predator’s gleam in her eyes. She unbuttoned her dress, letting it fall to reveal a black satin bra overflowing with her titanic mounds, and knickers stretched taut over her own colossal equipment. She tugged them down, her thick cock rising, matching theirs in girth, her heavy orbs dangling low. “Trust requires... intimacy,” she said, moving to the chaise.

She knelt before Penelope, her hands gliding up her thighs, fingers brushing the sensitive skin of her sack. “Such magnificence,” she murmured, then took Penelope’s cock in her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate its girth. She sucked slowly, her tongue swirling around the tip, drawing a moan from Penelope, whose bosom heaved, her bra straps digging in.

Cassandra watched, her own cock throbbing. She moved behind Miss Hawthorne, her hands roaming the headmistress’s curves, fingers finding her rigid shaft. She stroked it, feeling its weight, then spat into her hand, slicking her own cock. She pressed the tip against Miss Hawthorne’s entrance, easing in, her thick shaft stretching her wide. Miss Hawthorne groaned around Penelope’s cock, her own length twitching as Cassandra’s massive sack slapped against her thighs with each thrust.

Penelope’s hands tangled in Miss Hawthorne’s hair, guiding her deeper, her cock pulsing with each slick pull of her lips. Her balls tightened, aching with need, and she rocked her hips, fucking Miss Hawthorne’s mouth, the wet sounds filling the office. “God, you’re perfect,” she gasped, her splendours jiggling as pleasure coiled tight.

Cassandra thrust harder, her hands gripping Miss Hawthorne’s hips, her skirt bunched around her waist. Her cock plunged deep, her heavy sack swinging, the rhythm relentless. Miss Hawthorne’s own cock bobbed, leaking pre-cum onto the chaise, her moans muffled by Penelope’s shaft. Cassandra leaned forward, her bosom pressing against Miss Hawthorne’s back, and whispered, “Better than any beau?”

Miss Hawthorne pulled back, gasping, her lips swollen. “Far better,” she panted, then turned, pushing Cassandra onto the chaise beside Penelope. She straddled Cassandra, guiding her massive cock inside, sinking down with a moan as it filled her. Her own cock slapped against Cassandra’s stomach, her heavy orbs swaying as she rode her, hard and fast.

Penelope stood, her cock glistening, and moved behind Miss Hawthorne. She spat into her hand, slicking herself, and pressed her thick shaft against Miss Hawthorne’s already-stretched entrance, easing in beside Cassandra’s. The headmistress groaned, her body trembling as both cocks filled her, their massive sacks brushing together. “Yes,” she gasped, her titanic mounds bouncing, her bra straining.

They moved in sync, Penelope and Cassandra thrusting deep, their cocks sliding against each other inside Miss Hawthorne, their heavy balls slapping her thighs. The office echoed with their moans, the chaise creaking under their weight. Miss Hawthorne’s cock spurted, cum splattering Cassandra’s sweater, her body shaking as she climaxed, her walls clenching around them.

Penelope felt her own release building, her balls tightening. She slammed into Miss Hawthorne, her cock pulsing, and with a cry, she came, spilling thick ropes of cum deep inside. Cassandra followed, her massive sack contracting as she erupted, her release mingling with Penelope’s, filling Miss Hawthorne until it dripped down her thighs.

They collapsed together, panting, skirts bunched and bras askew. Miss Hawthorne’s dress clung to her sweat-slicked skin, her bosom heaving. “You’ve exceeded expectations,” she whispered, her eyes on their softening cocks, still impressive in their knickers. “St. Titania’s is yours to conquer.”

Penelope grinned, tugging her panties up, her weighty jewels bulging beneath. “We’ll keep stirring tempests,” she said, adjusting her bra, her splendours jiggling.

Cassandra winked, smoothing her skirt, her sack prominent. “And loving every minute,” she added, patting Miss Hawthorne’s thigh.

They left the office, the corridor alive with the promise of more—classes, flirtations, and endless delights. St. Titania’s was their stage, and Penelope and Cassandra had played their final act with a flourish, leaving no doubt they were its brightest stars.

Blossoming at St. Titania’s




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

The morning sun spilled over the ivy-clad walls of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, casting golden rays across the cobblestone path where Penelope Primrose stood, clutching her leather satchel. At eighteen, she was a vision of delicate beauty, her heart-shaped face framed by chestnut curls that tumbled past her shoulders. Her figure, however, was anything but subtle. Her H-cup bosom strained against the taut fabric of her white blouse, the buttons fighting a losing battle to contain her prodigious endowments. The navy pinafore dress she wore, standard issue for first-year students, clung to her hips and flared into a short, flippy skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. Beneath it, her satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch endowment, a weighty bulge that shifted with every nervous step. Her massive orbs, barely concealed, pressed against the thin fabric, threatening to spill free with any sudden movement.

Penelope glanced around, her cheeks flushing as she adjusted her colossal brassiere, its reinforced straps digging into her shoulders. The undergarment was a marvel of engineering, all lace and satin, designed to cradle her stupendous chest while offering just enough lift to make her silhouette utterly distracting. She wasn’t used to the attention her body commanded—not yet. Growing up in a quiet village, she’d been sheltered, her desires a mystery even to herself. Now, standing at the gates of St. Titania’s, she felt like a lamb among wolves.

The courtyard buzzed with activity as students poured in, each one a study in feminine excess. A blonde in a tight sweater, her monumental orbs bouncing with every step, bent to retrieve a dropped pencil, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal lace knickers stretched over a pair of gloriously full spheres. Penelope’s breath caught—she was a shemale, like herself, her hefty endowment unmistakable. Another girl, a brunette with a chest that rivaled Penelope’s, leaned over a fountain to splash water on her face, her blouse gaping to reveal a cavernous cleavage cradled by a silk brassiere that gleamed in the sunlight. Everywhere Penelope looked, there were tight skirts, plunging necklines, and undergarments that seemed designed to tease rather than conceal.

“Oi, new girl!” called a voice, bright and teasing. Penelope turned to see a statuesque shemale striding toward her, her G-cup treasures jiggling in a scarlet blouse that clung like a second skin. Her name was Clara, according to the embroidered badge on her pinafore, and her skirt was so short it barely covered the tops of her thighs. As she sauntered closer, the fabric flipped upward, revealing a pair of silk panties straining to contain her prodigious assets—two heavy, rounded orbs that dwarfed any man’s. Clara’s grin was wicked. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost, love. First day jitters?”

Penelope stammered, her eyes darting to Clara’s voluptuous form. “I… I suppose so. It’s all a bit… overwhelming.”

Clara laughed, giving Penelope’s bum a playful pat that made her jump. “You’ll get used to it. St. Titania’s is a feast for the senses. Come on, I’ll show you to the lecture hall. Miss Bustle’s class is first, and she’s a right terror if you’re late.”

As they walked, Clara’s skirt swished, occasionally flipping up to reveal those magnificent orbs again, nestled in their silken prison. Penelope tried not to stare, but her own bulge twitched in response, a reminder of her own secrets. She tugged at her pinafore, hoping to hide the growing strain in her panties. Clara noticed, her eyes twinkling. “No need to be shy, love. We’re all packing something extra here. Makes life interesting, doesn’t it?”

The lecture hall was a grand room with high ceilings and rows of wooden desks, already half-filled with students. Miss Bustle stood at the front, a matronly shemale in her forties with a bosom so vast it seemed to defy gravity. Her tweed skirt hugged her hips, and when she turned to write on the chalkboard, it rode up just enough to reveal the curve of her lace-clad posterior and the unmistakable outline of her enormous jewels. Her brassiere, visible through her sheer blouse, was a fortress of satin and steel, supporting her prodigious assets with architectural precision.

“Settle down, ladies!” Miss Bustle barked, her voice cutting through the chatter. “We’re here to discuss literature, not to ogle each other—though I daresay some of you could write sonnets about what’s under those skirts.” The class tittered, and Penelope sank lower in her seat, her cheeks burning.

Next to her, a girl named Lily leaned over to whisper, her own stupendous chest spilling forward as her blouse gaped. “Don’t mind Miss Bustle. She’s got a bark worse than her bite. Though I wager her husband’s bite is worse—poor sod’s got nothing to match what she’s hiding down there.” Lily nodded toward Miss Bustle’s skirt, where the faint outline of her massive endowment was visible as she bent to pick up a piece of chalk. The class giggled as the teacher straightened, oblivious, her skirt flipping up to reveal a glimpse of her silk-encased orbs.

Penelope tried to focus on the lesson, but her eyes kept wandering. Across the room, a shemale named Violet adjusted her pinafore, her skirt riding up as she crossed her legs. The movement revealed a pair of lace knickers stretched taut over her hefty spheres, the fabric so thin it left little to the imagination. Violet caught Penelope’s gaze and winked, her lips curving into a knowing smile. Penelope’s own bulge throbbed in response, and she shifted uncomfortably, her brassiere creaking under the weight of her prodigious endowments.

After class, Clara dragged Penelope to the common room, a cozy space filled with plush sofas and giggling students. A group of girls crowded around a table, comparing notes on their boyfriends. “Mine’s sweet enough,” sighed a redhead named Rose, her monumental bosom heaving in a tight sweater. “But honestly, after seeing Clara’s bulge in those tight trousers last week, I’m starting to think he’s a bit… lacking.” The others laughed, and Clara preened, flipping her skirt to flash her silk-clad orbs again.

Penelope hovered on the edge of the group, feeling out of place. She’d never had a boyfriend, never even kissed anyone. Her body, with its overwhelming curves and hidden secrets, had always felt like a burden. But here, surrounded by women and shemales who reveled in their forms, she began to wonder if she’d been wrong.

“Penny, come here!” Clara called, patting the sofa beside her. As Penelope sat, Clara leaned close, her breath warm against Penelope’s ear. “You’re a proper stunner, you know that? Bet you’ve got half the campus dreaming about what’s under that skirt.” She gave Penelope’s thigh a squeeze, her hand lingering just long enough to make Penelope’s bulge twitch again.

Before Penelope could respond, the door swung open, and a young teacher’s aide named Miss Lavender swept in. Her skirt was scandalously short, her brassiere a confection of lace that barely contained her stupendous chest. As she bent to pick up a stray book, her skirt flipped up, revealing a pair of satin panties stretched tight over her massive orbs. The room fell silent, all eyes on her glorious form.

“Ladies,” Miss Lavender said, straightening with a smirk, “let’s keep those eyes on your studies, shall we? Though I suppose I can’t blame you for admiring the view.”

Penelope’s heart raced. St. Titania’s was unlike anything she’d imagined—a place where every curve was celebrated, every secret flaunted. As she glanced at Clara’s wicked grin and Miss Lavender’s knowing eyes, she felt a spark of something new. Desire, perhaps. Or courage. Whatever it was, she knew one thing for certain: her life was about to get a lot more complicated.




Chapter Two: A Lesson in Confidence

Penelope’s first week at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies passed in a blur of swishing skirts and stolen glances. The air was thick with the scent of perfume and the rustle of satin, every corner of the campus a stage for displays of feminine excess. By Friday, her nerves had settled, replaced by a restless curiosity that pulsed beneath her colossal H-cup bosom. Her navy pinafore, with its flippy skirt, felt less like a uniform and more like an invitation, the fabric teasingly short over her satin panties, which strained to contain her ten-inch endowment and hefty orbs. Her brassiere, a lacy behemoth, cradled her stupendous三种爱, lifting her prodigious endowments to dizzying heights, though its straps bit into her shoulders with every breath.

She was adjusting that very brassiere in the dormitory mirror, her chestnut curls spilling over her shoulders, when Clara burst in, her G-cup treasures bouncing in a crimson blouse so tight it seemed painted on. Clara’s skirt, barely grazing her thighs, flipped up as she flounced onto Penelope’s bed, revealing silk knickers stretched taut over her massive spheres, the fabric outlining their heavy curves. “God, Penny, you’re a vision,” Clara purred, her eyes raking over Penelope’s form. “Those glorious orbs of yours could start a riot.”

Penelope blushed, her bulge twitching under her skirt. “I’m not… I mean, I don’t know how to…” She trailed off, gesturing vaguely at her body, the weight of her inexperience pressing down.

Clara’s grin was wicked. “Oh, love, you’ve got all the tools. Just need a bit of practice.” She patted Penelope’s bum, her hand lingering, fingers brushing the curve where satin met skin. “Come with me. Time for a proper education.”

They slipped into the common room, now dim and quiet after hours, save for a few flickering lamps. Clara locked the door, her skirt riding up to flash her prodigious assets again, the silk barely containing her full, rounded orbs. Penelope’s breath hitched, her own endowment stirring, pressing hard against her panties. Clara noticed, her lips curving. “See? You’re a natural.”

Before Penelope could protest, Clara was on her, lips soft and insistent, tasting of cherry lip gloss. Penelope froze, then melted, her hands finding Clara’s hips, the fabric of her skirt slippery under her fingers. Clara’s G-cup bosom pressed against Penelope’s H-cup treasures, satin brassieres creaking as their curves collided. Clara’s hand slid under Penelope’s pinafore, cupping her massive orbs through her panties, the weight of them filling her palm. “Christ, Penny,” Clara murmured, “these are bloody magnificent.”

Penelope gasped as Clara tugged her skirt up, revealing her satin-clad bulge, her ten-inch cock semi-erect, straining against the fabric, her heavy orbs dangling below like ripe fruit. Clara knelt, her own skirt flipping up to expose her silk-encased spheres, and peeled Penelope’s panties down. Her cock sprang free, thick and veined, her orbs swinging gently. Clara’s eyes gleamed. “Well, aren’t you a feast?”

Without warning, Clara’s mouth closed over Penelope’s tip, warm and wet, her tongue swirling. Penelope moaned, her knees buckling, hands gripping Clara’s curls. Clara worked her expertly, lips sliding down her shaft, one hand cradling Penelope’s massive orbs, rolling them gently. The sensation was overwhelming, a fire building in Penelope’s core. She glanced down, mesmerized by Clara’s bosom jiggling in her blouse, the lace of her brassiere peeking through as she bobbed.

Clara pulled back, licking her lips, and stood, yanking her own skirt up. Her silk knickers came down, revealing her own prodigious cock, nearly as long as Penelope’s, with orbs so full they seemed to defy gravity. “Your turn, love,” Clara said, guiding Penelope’s trembling hands to her shaft. It was hot, pulsing, the skin silky over steel. Penelope hesitated, then leaned in, her lips brushing the tip, tasting salt and heat. Clara groaned, her fingers tangling in Penelope’s hair. “That’s it, darling. Just like that.”

Penelope grew bolder, taking Clara deeper, her tongue tentative but eager, mimicking Clara’s earlier moves. Her own cock throbbed, aching for touch, her orbs tight with need. Clara’s bosom heaved, her blouse gaping to reveal her stupendous chest, the brassiere straining as she arched. “Fuck, Penny, you’re a quick study,” she panted.

Clara pulled her up, kissing her fiercely, their cocks brushing, sending sparks through Penelope’s veins. Clara spun her around, bending her over a plush sofa, Penelope’s pinafore flipping up to bare her round arse and dangling orbs. Her brassiere dug into her shoulders as her H-cup endowments pressed into the cushions, nipples hard against satin. Clara’s hands roamed, squeezing Penelope’s cheeks, parting them. “Ready for the main course?” she whispered.

Penelope nodded, heart pounding, as Clara’s fingers, slick with something cool and slippery, probed her entrance. She tensed, then relaxed, the intrusion strange but thrilling. Clara eased in, her cock thick and insistent, stretching Penelope with delicious pressure. “God, you’re tight,” Clara growled, her own orbs slapping Penelope’s thighs with every slow thrust.

Penelope moaned, her own cock grinding against the sofa, her massive orbs swinging in rhythm. Clara’s hands gripped her hips, her blouse brushing Penelope’s back, the lace of her brassiere teasing her skin. The pace quickened, Clara’s thrusts deep and sure, her grunts mingling with Penelope’s whimpers. The room spun, pleasure coiling tight in Penelope’s core, her endowment pulsing with every stroke.

Clara reached around, stroking Penelope’s cock, her hand slick and firm, matching the rhythm of her hips. “Come for me, Penny,” she urged, her voice raw. Penelope shattered, her cock spurting thick ropes across the sofa, her orbs tightening as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Clara followed, a low moan escaping as she buried herself deep, her own release flooding Penelope, warm and full.

They collapsed, panting, skirts tangled, brassieres askew. Clara’s bosom pressed against Penelope’s back, her silk-clad orbs soft against her thigh. “Told you,” Clara murmured, kissing her neck. “You’re a bloody natural.”

Penelope lay there, her body humming, her cock softening against her panties, now pulled haphazardly back up. Her brassiere felt tighter than ever, her H-cup treasures aching faintly from the pressure. She thought of the campus, the endless parade of tight skirts and flippy dresses, the women and shemales with their prodigious assets on display. For the first time, she didn’t feel like hiding.

Clara sat up, adjusting her knickers, her massive orbs settling back into their silken cage. “Right, love, let’s clean up before someone catches us.” She grinned, tugging her skirt down, though it barely covered her curves. “But don’t think this is a one-off. You’ve got a lot more to learn.”

Penelope nodded, her cheeks flushed, her pinafore smoothed down over her still-throbbing bulge. As they slipped out, she caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror—chest heaving, skirt teasingly short, satin panties outlining her hefty orbs. She looked… powerful. Desirable. Like she belonged.

Outside, the courtyard was quiet, but Penelope’s mind raced. She thought of Miss Bustle, her tweed skirt hiding her own massive endowment, or Miss Lavender, whose lace brassiere barely contained her stupendous chest. They all seemed to revel in their bodies, unapologetic, unafraid. Maybe she could too.

Clara nudged her, skirt flipping up to flash her silk-clad spheres one last time. “Penny for your thoughts, love?”

Penelope smiled, tentative but real. “Just thinking… maybe St. Titania’s isn’t so bad after all.”




Chapter Three: A Study in Temptation

The weekend at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies brought a shift in rhythm, the campus quieter but no less electric. Penelope Primrose woke to sunlight streaming through her dormitory window, her H-cup bosom heaving against the satin of her nightgown, its delicate straps straining under the weight of her stupendous endowments. She stretched, feeling the familiar tug of her colossal brassiere as she slipped it on, the lace and steel cradling her prodigious curves with a lover’s touch. Her ten-inch endowment stirred beneath her silk panties, her hefty orbs shifting as she adjusted the flimsy fabric, already anticipating the day’s possibilities. The memory of Clara’s hands, her cock, her wicked grin lingered like a fever dream, leaving Penelope both giddy and ravenous.

She chose a dress for the day—a tight, emerald-green number that hugged her hips and flared into a flippy skirt, scandalously short, barely concealing the bulge of her massive orbs. The neckline plunged, framing her brassiere’s intricate lace, which peeked out with every breath. As she stepped into the courtyard, heads turned. A shemale named Beatrice, her G-cup treasures bouncing in a lavender sweater, bent to tie her shoe, her skirt riding up to reveal satin knickers stretched tight over her glorious spheres, the fabric taut against their curves. Penelope’s cock twitched, her panties growing snugger.

“Morning, Penny!” called Lily, the brunette from her literature class, her own monumental bosom swaying in a white blouse so sheer her silk brassiere gleamed beneath it. Lily sauntered over, her flippy skirt swishing, and gave Penelope’s bum a playful pat. “You’re looking positively sinful today. Planning to break hearts?”

Penelope blushed, her bulge pressing harder against her dress. “Just… trying to fit in,” she murmured, though her body screamed otherwise. Lily laughed, leaning close, her bosom brushing Penelope’s arm. “Oh, love, you’re not fitting in—you’re standing out. And I wager every lad and lass here’s noticed.”

They headed to the library, a grand room of oak shelves and velvet cushions, where students lounged in various states of disarray. Violet, the shemale who’d winked at Penelope in class, sprawled across a sofa, her skirt flipped up to reveal lace panties clinging to her massive orbs, their weight pulling the fabric taut. She caught Penelope’s gaze and smirked, spreading her legs slightly, the outline of her thick cock visible. Penelope’s mouth went dry, her own endowment throbbing, her brassiere creaking as her chest heaved.

Lily tugged her toward a study table, where Miss Lavender, the young teacher’s aide, was sorting books. Her dress was a crimson sheath, so tight it outlined every curve, her stupendous bosom threatening to spill from her satin brassiere with every movement. As she bent to retrieve a dropped volume, her skirt rode up, baring her silk-clad orbs, heavy and full, swaying gently. Penelope’s cock stiffened, her panties dampening with pre-cum, her orbs tightening under her dress.

“Miss Lavender,” Lily said sweetly, “Penny’s struggling with her poetry assignment. Could you help?”

Miss Lavender straightened, her eyes twinkling as they lingered on Penelope’s bosom, then dropped to her skirt, where her bulge was unmistakable. “Of course, dear. Let’s have a look.” She led them to a secluded alcove, her hips swaying, skirt teasingly short. Once there, she perched on a table, her dress hiking up to reveal her massive orbs, barely contained by lace. “Now, Penelope,” she purred, “what’s the trouble?”

Penelope stammered, her cock aching, her brassiere digging into her shoulders. “I… I can’t seem to find the right words.”

Miss Lavender smiled, leaning forward, her bosom spilling against her dress, brassiere straining. “Words are overrated, love. Sometimes it’s about feeling.” She slid off the table, closing the distance, her hand brushing Penelope’s thigh, grazing her bulge. “May I?”

Penelope nodded, heart pounding, as Miss Lavender knelt, her dress flipping up to bare her glorious orbs again. She tugged Penelope’s skirt up, peeling her silk panties down, revealing her ten-inch cock, hard and glistening, her hefty orbs dangling below. Miss Lavender’s breath caught. “My, my, aren’t you a treasure?”

Her lips closed over Penelope’s shaft, warm and slow, tongue teasing the underside. Penelope moaned, gripping the table, her H-cup bosom bouncing with every shudder, brassiere creaking. Miss Lavender’s hand cupped her orbs, rolling them gently, their weight filling her palm. She sucked deeper, her own bosom heaving, dress gaping to reveal her satin-clad curves, nipples hard against the fabric.

Lily watched, her own skirt flipped up, fingers slipping into her lace knickers to stroke her clit, her monumental bosom swaying. “Fuck, Penny, you’re gorgeous,” she whispered, eyes locked on Penelope’s cock disappearing into Miss Lavender’s mouth. The teacher’s aide pulled back, lips glossy, and stood, yanking her own dress up. Her lace panties came down, freeing her thick cock, nearly matching Penelope’s, with orbs so full they swung with every move.

“Lie back, dear,” Miss Lavender said, guiding Penelope onto the table, her skirt bunched around her waist, panties dangling from one ankle. Her H-cup treasures spilled against her brassiere, the lace framing her nipples as they hardened. Miss Lavender spread Penelope’s legs, her own cock nudging her entrance, slick with lube from a hidden vial. “Relax, love.”

She pushed in, slow and deep, her cock stretching Penelope with exquisite pressure. Penelope gasped, her own endowment throbbing against her belly, orbs tightening as Miss Lavender thrust, her massive spheres slapping Penelope’s thighs. The teacher’s bosom bounced, dress slipping to bare her satin brassiere, its straps digging into her shoulders. “God, you’re perfect,” she groaned, hips rolling, her orbs swinging with every stroke.

Lily climbed onto the table, straddling Penelope’s face, her skirt flipped up, lace knickers pulled aside to reveal her glistening cunt. “Taste me, Penny,” she urged, lowering herself. Penelope’s tongue darted out, tentative, then eager, lapping at Lily’s folds, the sweetness intoxicating. Lily moaned, her monumental bosom heaving, blouse gaping to show her silk brassiere, nipples straining.

Miss Lavender’s thrusts quickened, her cock hitting deep, her orbs slapping rhythmically. Penelope’s cock pulsed, untouched, pre-cum pooling on her belly, her brassiere creaking as her bosom bounced. Lily ground against her mouth, fingers pinching her own nipples, her cunt clenching as she neared release. “Fuck, Penny, I’m close,” she panted.

Penelope’s world narrowed to sensation—Miss Lavender’s cock filling her, Lily’s cunt on her tongue, her own endowment aching. She came first, her cock spurting thick ropes across her belly, orbs tightening as waves crashed through her. Lily followed, her cunt pulsing, juices flooding Penelope’s mouth as she cried out, bosom shuddering. Miss Lavender groaned, burying herself deep, her cock pulsing as she filled Penelope, her massive orbs quivering with release.

They collapsed, breathless, skirts tangled, brassieres askew. Miss Lavender’s bosom pressed against Penelope’s back, her silk-clad orbs soft against her thigh. Lily slid off, kissing Penelope’s lips, tasting herself. “Bloody hell, Penny,” she murmured, “you’re a revelation.”

Penelope lay there, her cock softening, panties pulled haphazardly back up, her H-cup treasures aching faintly. Miss Lavender smoothed her dress, her own orbs settling into their lace cage, and winked. “You’ll do fine with poetry, love. Just trust your… instincts.”

As they left the alcove, Penelope caught her reflection in a window—bosom heaving, skirt teasingly short, satin panties outlining her hefty orbs. She felt alive, her body no longer a burden but a gift. Outside, Violet sauntered by, skirt flipping to flash her glorious spheres, and tossed Penelope a knowing grin. “See you around, new girl.”

Penelope smiled, her confidence blooming. St. Titania’s was a world of endless temptation, and she was ready to dive in.




Chapter Four: A Dance of Desks

By her second week at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, Penelope Primrose had begun to feel the campus’s pulse as her own. The air thrummed with possibility, every hallway a catwalk for voluptuous forms and barely concealed desires. Her H-cup bosom swayed beneath a cream blouse, its buttons straining to contain her stupendous endowments, cradled by a satin brassiere that gleamed through the sheer fabric. Her pleated skirt, a deep burgundy, was scandalously short, flipping up with every step to tease at her silk panties, which clung to her ten-inch endowment and massive orbs, their weight a constant reminder of her dual nature. She’d grown bolder since her encounters with Clara, Miss Lavender, and Lily, her body no longer a mystery but a map she was eager to explore.

Monday’s history class brought her to a sunlit room where Miss Bustle, the matronly shemale teacher, presided with a stern grace. Her tweed dress hugged her hips, accentuating her prodigious bosom, which seemed to defy gravity in a fortified brassiere of silk and lace. As she turned to the blackboard, her skirt hitched up, revealing satin knickers stretched tight over her glorious spheres, their curves unmistakable. Penelope’s cock stirred, her panties growing snug, her own hefty orbs shifting as she crossed her legs.

“Pay attention, ladies,” Miss Bustle snapped, though her eyes lingered on Penelope’s bosom, a flicker of approval in her gaze. “The Tudors were a lusty lot, and you’d do well to understand their appetites.” The class tittered, and Penelope felt a flush creep up her neck, her bulge pressing harder against her skirt.

Beside her, Rose, the redhead with a bosom rivaling Penelope’s, leaned over to whisper, her flippy skirt riding up to bare her lace-clad arse. “God, Miss Bustle’s got more down there than my boyfriend’s entire arsenal.” Her eyes dropped to Penelope’s lap, where her bulge was visible, and she grinned. “Bet you’d put him to shame, too.”

Penelope’s cheeks burned, but a thrill shot through her. She shifted, her skirt flipping up to reveal her silk panties, the outline of her massive orbs clear. Rose’s gaze lingered, her own bosom heaving in a tight sweater, silk brassiere peeking through as she bent to adjust her shoe, her skirt flashing her pert arse again.

As class ended, Miss Bustle called Penelope to the front. “Miss Primrose, a word about your essay.” The room emptied, leaving them alone, the air thick with tension. Miss Bustle perched on her desk, her dress riding up to show her satin-clad orbs, heavy and full, swaying slightly. “Your work’s promising, but it lacks… passion,” she said, her voice low, eyes raking over Penelope’s form. “You’ve got fire in you, girl. Let it out.”

Penelope swallowed, her cock twitching, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup treasures heaved. “I’m trying, Miss,” she murmured, stepping closer, her skirt swishing, panties dampening with anticipation.

Miss Bustle’s lips curved. “Trying’s not enough.” She slid off the desk, her bosom brushing Penelope’s arm, and locked the door. “Let me show you.” She tugged Penelope’s skirt up, revealing her silk panties, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock, now half-hard, and her massive orbs, dangling like ripe fruit. Miss Bustle’s breath hitched. “Good lord, girl, you’re a bloody marvel.”

She knelt, her own dress flipping up to bare her glorious spheres, satin knickers barely containing their weight. Her fingers peeled Penelope’s panties down, freeing her cock, thick and veined, her orbs swinging gently. Miss Bustle’s tongue flicked out, teasing the tip, then slid down, taking her deep, her lips stretching around Penelope’s girth. Penelope moaned, hands gripping the desk, her bosom bouncing, brassiere straining as her nipples hardened against satin.

Miss Bustle sucked with practiced ease, one hand cradling Penelope’s hefty orbs, rolling them gently, their warmth filling her palm. Her own bosom heaved, dress gaping to reveal her silk brassiere, its lace framing her prodigious endowments. Penelope’s cock throbbed, pre-cum beading, her orbs tightening as pleasure coiled low. She glanced down, mesmerized by Miss Bustle’s spheres slapping her thighs with every bob, the satin taut against their curves.

The teacher pulled back, lips glistening, and stood, yanking her dress up. Her satin knickers came down, revealing her own massive cock, thick and pulsing, with orbs so full they seemed to pulse with life. “Your turn, Miss Primrose,” she purred, guiding Penelope to her knees. Penelope hesitated, then leaned in, her lips brushing Miss Bustle’s shaft, tasting musk and heat. It was heavy, hot, the skin silky over steel. She took it deeper, tongue swirling, her own cock aching against her thighs, orbs swinging as she moved.

Miss Bustle groaned, fingers tangling in Penelope’s curls, her bosom shuddering, brassiere creaking. “That’s it, girl. Show me that fire.” Penelope grew bolder, sucking harder, one hand cupping Miss Bustle’s glorious orbs, their weight grounding her. Her own endowment pulsed, untouched, her panties tangled around her ankles, skirt bunched at her waist.

Miss Bustle pulled her up, kissing her fiercely, tongues tangling, their cocks brushing, sending sparks through Penelope’s veins. “Bend over,” Miss Bustle growled, spinning her to face the desk. Penelope complied, her H-cup bosom pressing into the wood, brassiere digging into her shoulders, her skirt flipped up to bare her arse and dangling orbs. Miss Bustle’s fingers, slick with lube, probed her entrance, stretching her with delicious pressure. “Relax, love.”

She pushed in, her cock thick and unyielding, filling Penelope with a slow, deep thrust. Penelope gasped, her own cock grinding against the desk, orbs tightening as Miss Bustle moved, her glorious spheres slapping Penelope’s thighs with every stroke. The teacher’s bosom bounced, dress slipping to bare her satin brassiere, nipples hard against lace. “God, you’re tight,” she grunted, hips rolling, her orbs swinging in rhythm.

Penelope moaned, her cock leaking, her brassiere creaking as her treasures bounced. Miss Bustle’s hand reached around, stroking her shaft, firm and slick, matching her thrusts. “Come for me, girl,” she urged, voice raw. Penelope shattered, her cock spurting thick ropes across the desk, orbs pulsing as ecstasy crashed through her. Miss Bustle followed, a low moan escaping as she buried herself deep, her cock pulsing, flooding Penelope with warmth, her massive orbs quivering.

They collapsed, panting, skirts tangled, brassieres askew. Miss Bustle’s bosom pressed against Penelope’s back, her satin-clad orbs soft against her thigh. “That’s the passion I want in your work,” she murmured, kissing her neck. “Don’t hold back.”

Penelope nodded, her cock softening, panties pulled haphazardly back up, her H-cup endowments aching faintly. Miss Bustle smoothed her dress, her glorious orbs settling into their satin cage, and unlocked the door. “Run along, Miss Primrose. But don’t think this is the last of our… tutorials.”

Outside, the hallway buzzed with students, skirts flipping, bosoms bouncing. Beatrice sauntered by, her G-cup treasures swaying, skirt riding up to flash her silk-clad spheres. She winked at Penelope, who smiled back, her confidence surging. Rose caught up, her own bosom heaving, and nudged her. “You look positively glowing, Penny. What’s Miss Bustle been teaching you?”

Penelope’s lips curved, her bulge twitching under her skirt. “Just… how to find my voice.”

As they walked, Penelope felt the campus’s rhythm in her bones—the swish of skirts, the creak of brassieres, the tease of silk over massive orbs. St. Titania’s was a world where desire ruled, and she was no longer afraid to claim her place in it.




Chapter Five: A Whirl of Revelations

The autumn breeze swept through St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, rustling the leaves and lifting skirts as Penelope Primrose navigated the cobblestone paths. Her H-cup bosom strained against a lavender blouse, its delicate buttons barely containing her stupendous endowments, cradled by a satin brassiere that shimmered faintly through the fabric. The blouse tucked into a high-waisted skirt, a deep sapphire affair that flared into a flippy hem, teasingly short, brushing the tops of her thighs. Beneath it, her silk panties clung to her ten-inch endowment, the weight of her massive orbs shifting with every step, a subtle reminder of her burgeoning confidence. After her encounters with Clara, Miss Lavender, and Miss Bustle, Penelope no longer shrank from the stares her body drew—she met them with a shy smile, her chestnut curls bouncing as she walked.

The campus hummed with midweek energy, students spilling across the lawns, their attire a parade of feminine excess. A shemale named Daphne, her G-cup treasures swaying in a tight cardigan, bent to pick a daisy, her skirt flipping up to reveal lace knickers stretched taut over her glorious spheres, their curves outlined in the sunlight. Nearby, a girl named Amelia adjusted her stockings, her monumental bosom heaving in a sheer blouse, her silk brassiere gleaming as she leaned forward, skirt riding up to flash her pert arse. Penelope’s cock twitched, her panties growing snug, but she pressed on, her brassiere creaking faintly under her prodigious curves.

She was headed to the student lounge for a study session with Lily and Rose, who’d become her closest allies. The lounge was a cozy haven of velvet sofas and low tables, its windows overlooking the rose garden. Lily was already there, sprawled across a cushion, her flippy skirt hiked up to bare her thighs, her monumental bosom spilling against a cream sweater, silk brassiere visible through the knit. “Penny, you’re a vision!” she called, patting the seat beside her. “That skirt’s positively criminal.”

Penelope blushed, settling beside her, her own skirt flipping up to reveal her silk-clad orbs, their weight pulling the fabric tight. “I’m just trying to keep up,” she said, tugging the hem down, though it sprang back, teasing at her bulge. Her brassiere dug into her shoulders, her H-cup endowments bouncing slightly as she adjusted her blouse.

Rose arrived, her red hair flaming against a green dress that hugged her hips, her bosom rivaling Penelope’s in a satin brassiere that peeked through her plunging neckline. She bent to set her books down, her skirt riding up to flash her lace knickers, clinging to her round arse. “God, Penny, you’re making the rest of us look positively frumpy,” she teased, giving Penelope’s bum a playful pat. “How do you even walk with all that… magnificence?”

Penelope laughed, her confidence blooming under their warmth. “It’s a balancing act,” she admitted, her cock stirring faintly, her massive orbs settling against her panties. She glanced at Lily, whose skirt had flipped up again, revealing her silk-clad cunt, the fabric damp with her lounging sprawl. “You’re not exactly hiding your assets either.”

Lily grinned, unrepentant, her bosom heaving as she stretched. “Why bother? St. Titania’s is all about showing off. Speaking of, have you seen Violet today? She’s wearing those tight trousers again—her bulge could stop traffic.”

Penelope’s mind flashed to Violet, the shemale whose lace-clad spheres had haunted her thoughts since their last encounter. She pictured her strutting across campus, her G-cup treasures bouncing, trousers clinging to her prodigious endowment, massive orbs outlined with every step. Her own bulge twitched, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup endowments swelled with her quickening breath.

The lounge door swung open, and Violet herself sauntered in, her presence commanding the room. Her black trousers were indeed scandalously tight, the fabric molding to her thick cock and heavy orbs, their curves unmistakable. Her blouse, a deep crimson, hugged her G-cup bosom, satin brassiere gleaming through the sheer weave. She caught Penelope’s gaze and winked, bending to pick up a stray pen, her trousers pulling taut to showcase her glorious spheres, the seam straining. “Alright, ladies?” she purred, her voice a velvet tease.

Rose sighed dramatically, her own bosom heaving. “It’s not fair, Violet. My boyfriend’s got nothing on that… artillery. I swear, every time I see you in those trousers, I wonder why I bother with him.”

Violet laughed, tossing her hair, her skirt flipping up as she sat, though her trousers left little to the imagination. “Find yourself a shemale, love. We’ve got more to offer.” Her eyes flicked to Penelope, lingering on her sapphire skirt, where her bulge pressed against silk. “Penny knows what I mean, don’t you?”

Penelope’s cheeks burned, her cock stirring, her massive orbs tightening in her panties. “I’m… still learning,” she murmured, but her smile was bolder now, her body humming with possibility. Lily nudged her, skirt flipping to flash her silk-clad cunt again. “Learning fast, I’d wager. You’ve got half the campus drooling, Penny.”

The conversation turned to gossip, the girls dissecting their classmates’ outfits and conquests. “Did you see Beatrice in the courtyard?” Lily asked, her bosom bouncing as she leaned forward, blouse gaping to show her satin brassiere. “Her skirt flipped up in the breeze, and those lace knickers—her orbs are bloody spectacular.”

Rose nodded, her dress riding up as she crossed her legs, lace knickers peeking out. “And Amelia’s blouse in class—her brassiere was practically begging to burst. I swear, my boyfriend wouldn’t know what to do with all that.”

Penelope listened, her confidence growing with every word. She thought of Miss Bustle, her tweed dress hiding her massive orbs, or Miss Lavender, whose crimson sheath had barely contained her stupendous bosom. They all seemed to revel in their forms, their desires as bold as their attire. She glanced at Violet, whose trousers outlined her prodigious endowment, and felt a spark of envy—not for her body, but for her ease, her unapologetic strut.

As the study session wound down, Violet leaned close, her breath warm against Penelope’s ear. “You should come to the dance next week, Penny. Wear something tight. Show off those glorious orbs of yours.” Her hand brushed Penelope’s thigh, grazing her bulge, and Penelope’s cock twitched, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup treasures heaved.

“I… I might,” Penelope said, her voice steady despite the heat pooling in her core. Violet’s grin was wicked, her trousers straining as she stood, her massive orbs swaying faintly. “Good. I’ll save you a dance.”

The girls parted ways, skirts flipping, bosoms bouncing. Penelope stepped into the courtyard, the breeze catching her sapphire skirt, lifting it to flash her silk-clad orbs, their weight pulling the fabric taut. She didn’t tug it down, letting the air kiss her thighs, her bulge proud beneath the hem. A passing shemale, her G-cup bosom swaying in a tight blouse, gave her an approving nod, skirt flipping to reveal her own glorious spheres.

Penelope smiled, her heart light. St. Titania’s was a world of endless display, every curve a celebration, every glance an invitation. She wasn’t just fitting in—she was starting to shine.




Chapter Six: A Dance of Desks

The week at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies had unfolded like a fever dream, each day a cascade of flipped skirts and straining brassieres. By Thursday, Penelope Primrose felt the campus’s rhythm in her bones, her H-cup bosom swaying beneath a coral blouse, its buttons fighting to contain her stupendous endowments. Her satin brassiere, a marvel of lace and steel, cradled her prodigious curves, gleaming faintly through the sheer fabric. Her skirt, a black pleated number, was scandalously short, flipping up with every breeze to tease at her silk panties, which clung to her ten-inch endowment and massive orbs, their weight a constant pulse of awareness. Violet’s invitation to the upcoming dance lingered in her mind, a promise of something thrilling, and Penelope’s newfound confidence thrummed with anticipation.

She was headed to an art class in the west wing, a airy studio filled with easels and the scent of paint. The teacher, Miss Flora, was a striking shemale in her thirties, her G-cup treasures bouncing in a emerald dress that hugged her hips, her silk brassiere visible through the plunging neckline. As she bent to arrange supplies, her skirt rode up, revealing lace knickers stretched taut over her glorious spheres, their curves swaying gently. Penelope’s cock twitched, her panties growing snug, her own hefty orbs shifting as she took her seat.

“Today, we’re sketching the human form,” Miss Flora announced, her voice warm, eyes lingering on Penelope’s bosom, then dropping to her skirt, where her bulge pressed against silk. “Find a partner and take turns posing.”

Penelope paired with Beatrice, the shemale whose lavender cardigan had caught her eye in the courtyard. Beatrice’s G-cup bosom heaved as she adjusted her flippy skirt, which flipped up to bare her satin-clad orbs, their weight pulling the fabric tight. “You first, Penny,” she said, her grin teasing. “Let’s see that… artistry.”

Penelope hesitated, then stood, her skirt swishing, brassiere creaking as her H-cup endowments bounced. She struck a pose, one hip cocked, her blouse gaping to reveal her satin brassiere, nipples hardening against the lace. Beatrice’s eyes darkened, her own bulge twitching under her skirt, her massive orbs outlined as she shifted. “God, Penny, you’re a bloody masterpiece,” she murmured, her pencil scratching the canvas.

When it was Beatrice’s turn, she bent forward, skirt flipping up to flash her satin-clad spheres, their curves mesmerizing. Penelope’s cock stiffened, her panties dampening, her brassiere digging into her shoulders as her bosom heaved. Miss Flora circled the room, her dress riding up with every step, her own glorious orbs swaying in their lace cage. She paused by Penelope, her hand brushing her arm. “Bold lines, Miss Primrose. Don’t be afraid to… explore.”

As class ended, Miss Flora called Penelope and Beatrice to stay behind. “I’d like to discuss your sketches,” she said, locking the studio door, her emerald dress shimmering, bosom bouncing. The room felt charged, the air thick with possibility. Miss Flora perched on a desk, her skirt hiking up to bare her lace-clad orbs, heavy and full. “You both have talent, but you’re holding back. Art demands… vulnerability.”

Penelope’s heart raced, her bulge throbbing, her massive orbs tightening in her panties. Beatrice stepped closer, her skirt flipping up again, satin knickers clinging to her prodigious endowment. “Maybe we need a bit of… inspiration,” she purred, her G-cup treasures swaying, brassiere gleaming through her cardigan.

Miss Flora’s lips curved. “My thoughts exactly.” She slid off the desk, her dress falling to the floor, revealing her silk brassiere and lace knickers, stretched taut over her thick cock and glorious orbs. She tugged Penelope’s blouse open, buttons popping, baring her H-cup bosom, satin brassiere straining. “Let’s start with you, Miss Primrose.”

Penelope gasped as Miss Flora’s hands cupped her treasures, thumbs teasing her nipples through lace, her cock pulsing against her skirt. Beatrice moved behind her, lifting Penelope’s skirt, peeling her silk panties down to free her ten-inch endowment, hard and glistening, her massive orbs dangling below. “Fuck, Penny,” Beatrice whispered, her own skirt bunched up, satin knickers revealing her thick cock and heavy orbs.

Miss Flora knelt, her lips closing over Penelope’s shaft, warm and wet, tongue swirling the tip. Penelope moaned, hands gripping the desk, her H-cup bosom bouncing, brassiere creaking. Beatrice’s fingers probed her arse, slick with paint-scented oil, stretching her with gentle pressure. “Relax, love,” Beatrice murmured, her cock nudging Penelope’s entrance, thick and insistent.

Penelope’s breath hitched as Beatrice pushed in, her cock filling her with a slow, deep thrust, her glorious orbs slapping Penelope’s thighs. Miss Flora sucked harder, one hand cradling Penelope’s massive orbs, rolling them gently, their warmth grounding her. Her own bosom heaved, dress pooled at her feet, silk brassiere straining as her G-cup treasures bounced. Penelope’s cock throbbed, pre-cum beading, her orbs tightening as pleasure coiled tight.

Beatrice’s thrusts quickened, her cock hitting deep, her satin-clad orbs swinging with every stroke. “God, you’re perfect,” she groaned, her G-cup bosom pressing against Penelope’s back, cardigan slipping to bare her lace brassiere. Miss Flora pulled back, lips glossy, and stood, yanking her knickers down to free her own cock, thick and veined, her glorious orbs swaying. She climbed onto the desk, spreading her legs, her cunt glistening above her endowment. “Taste me, Penny,” she urged.

Penelope leaned in, tongue darting to lap at Miss Flora’s folds, the sweetness intoxicating, her cock grinding against Beatrice’s thrusts. Miss Flora moaned, fingers tangling in Penelope’s curls, her G-cup bosom shuddering, brassiere creaking. Beatrice’s hand reached around, stroking Penelope’s shaft, slick and firm, matching her rhythm. “Come for us,” she growled, her orbs slapping harder.

Penelope’s world narrowed to sensation—Beatrice’s cock filling her, Miss Flora’s cunt on her tongue, her own endowment pulsing. She shattered, her cock spurting thick ropes across the desk, massive orbs pulsing as ecstasy crashed through her. Miss Flora followed, her cunt clenching, juices flooding Penelope’s mouth as her bosom heaved, silk brassiere straining. Beatrice groaned, burying herself deep, her cock pulsing, flooding Penelope with warmth, her glorious orbs quivering with release.

They collapsed, breathless, skirts tangled, brassieres askew. Miss Flora’s bosom pressed against Penelope’s arm, her lace-clad orbs soft against her thigh. Beatrice’s G-cup treasures heaved, cardigan bunched, her satin knickers pulled haphazardly back up. “That’s the vulnerability I want in your art,” Miss Flora murmured, kissing Penelope’s forehead. “Don’t hide it.”

Penelope nodded, her cock softening, panties tugged back on, her H-cup endowments aching faintly in their satin cage. Beatrice grinned, smoothing her skirt, her massive orbs settling against satin. “You’re a bloody natural, Penny. Wait till the dance—you’ll have the whole campus begging.”

Miss Flora dressed, her emerald dress clinging to her curves, glorious orbs swaying faintly. “Run along, ladies. But don’t think this is the last of our… lessons.”

Outside, the hallway buzzed, skirts flipping, bosoms bouncing. Violet passed by, her tight trousers outlining her prodigious endowment, her G-cup treasures swaying, and tossed Penelope a wink. “Looking flushed, new girl. Saving that heat for the dance?”

Penelope smiled, her bulge twitching under her skirt, her confidence soaring. “Maybe,” she said, her voice steady, her massive orbs settling against silk. The dance loomed like a beacon, and she was ready to shine.




Chapter Seven: A Flutter of Preparations

The air at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies crackled with anticipation as the weekend dance approached, a grand affair promised to transform the campus into a whirl of silk and satin. Penelope Primrose woke Saturday morning with a flutter in her chest, her H-cup bosom heaving beneath a delicate camisole, its lace straps barely supporting her stupendous endowments. She slipped into her satin brassiere, its intricate weave cradling her prodigious curves, the fabric gleaming as she adjusted its fit. Her silk panties hugged her ten-inch endowment, the weight of her massive orbs pulling the material taut, a subtle thrill with every shift. She chose a dress for the day—a butter-yellow sundress, tight at the waist, its flippy skirt dancing just above her thighs, teasing at her bulge with every step. Her chestnut curls bounced as she headed to the common room, her confidence a quiet glow after weeks of awakening desires.

The campus buzzed with preparations, students darting between dorms, their attire a riot of feminine excess. A shemale named Clara, her G-cup treasures swaying in a pink blouse, bent to tie a ribbon on a banner, her skirt flipping up to reveal satin knickers stretched over her glorious spheres, their curves catching the morning light. Nearby, Lily adjusted a garland, her monumental bosom spilling against a sheer dress, her silk brassiere gleaming as her flippy skirt rode up, flashing her lace-clad arse. Penelope’s cock stirred faintly, her panties growing snug, but she pressed on, her brassiere creaking softly under her voluptuous form.

In the common room, Rose and Beatrice were sorting decorations, their skirts swishing as they moved. Rose’s red hair blazed against a teal dress, her bosom rivaling Penelope’s, its satin brassiere peeking through her plunging neckline as she bent to pick up a streamer, her skirt flipping to bare her lace knickers. Beatrice, in a lavender frock, leaned over a table, her G-cup bosom bouncing, her skirt riding up to showcase her satin-clad orbs, their weight pulling the fabric tight. “Penny, you’re a vision!” Rose called, giving her bum a playful pat. “That dress is going to cause a bloody riot tonight.”

Penelope blushed, her skirt flipping up as she sat, revealing her silk-clad orbs, their curves outlined against her thighs. “I’m nervous,” she admitted, tugging the hem down, though it sprang back, teasing at her bulge. Her brassiere dug into her shoulders, her H-cup endowments swaying faintly. “I’ve never been to a dance like this.”

Beatrice grinned, her own skirt flipping as she crossed her legs, satin knickers clinging to her massive orbs. “It’s just a chance to show off, love. And with that body, you’ll have everyone tripping over themselves.” Her eyes lingered on Penelope’s bosom, then dropped to her skirt, where her bulge pressed against silk. “Wear something tight tonight. Let those glorious orbs shine.”

Lily swept in, her flippy skirt bouncing, her monumental bosom heaving in a white blouse, silk brassiere visible through the weave. “She’s right, Penny. The dance is where you make your mark. I’m wearing this red number—barely covers my arse, and my boyfriend’s already whining about it.” She sighed, bending to adjust a vase, her skirt flipping to flash her silk-clad cunt. “Poor lad’s got nothing on what you’re packing, Penny. I saw your bulge in class—makes him look like a schoolboy.”

Penelope’s cheeks burned, her cock twitching, her massive orbs settling against her panties. “I don’t know what to wear,” she said, her voice soft but steadier now. “Something… bold?”

Rose clapped her hands, her bosom bouncing, satin brassiere creaking. “That’s the spirit! Come to my room later—we’ll raid my wardrobe. I’ve got a dress that’ll make your… assets pop.” She winked, her skirt riding up as she spun, lace knickers peeking out.

The conversation turned to gossip, the girls dissecting their classmates’ plans. “Violet’s going all out,” Beatrice said, her G-cup treasures swaying as she leaned forward, skirt flipping to bare her satin-clad orbs again. “Saw her trying on this black gown—tight as sin, shows off her prodigious endowment like nobody’s business. Her orbs practically demand their own invitation.”

Penelope’s mind flashed to Violet, her tight trousers and wicked grin, the way her massive orbs swayed in lace. Her own bulge stirred, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup endowments swelled with her quickening breath. “She’s… confident,” Penelope murmured, picturing Violet’s strut, her G-cup bosom bouncing, skirt flipping to tease at her glorious spheres.

Lily nodded, her blouse gaping as she stretched, silk brassiere framing her nipples. “Confidence is half the game here. Look at Miss Flora—she was in the courtyard earlier, that emerald dress barely containing her bosom. Her orbs were practically winking at everyone when her skirt flipped up.” She laughed, her own skirt riding up, silk-clad cunt gleaming. “My boyfriend wouldn’t know what to do with all that. Keeps moaning about how I deserve better—probably right, after seeing what’s on offer here.”

Penelope smiled, her confidence blooming under their chatter. She thought of Miss Bustle, her tweed dress hiding her massive orbs, or Miss Lavender, whose crimson sheath had framed her stupendous bosom like a painting. They all seemed to wear their desires like badges, their bodies a canvas for pleasure. She glanced at Beatrice, whose satin-clad orbs peeked from her flipped skirt, and felt a spark of kinship—not just for their shared forms, but for the ease they exuded, the joy in their display.

As the decorating wound down, Violet sauntered in, her presence a jolt to the room. She wore a tight skirt today, its hem barely grazing her thighs, outlining her thick cock and heavy orbs, their curves unmistakable. Her blouse, a deep plum, hugged her G-cup bosom, satin brassiere gleaming through the fabric. She bent to pick up a ribbon, skirt flipping to showcase her lace-clad orbs, the fabric straining. “Looking lively, ladies,” she purred, her eyes locking on Penelope’s yellow dress, lingering on her bulge. “Penny, you’re stealing the show already. Save some of that for tonight.”

Penelope’s cock twitched, her panties dampening faintly, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup treasures heaved. “I’m… working on it,” she said, her smile bolder now, her body humming with possibility. Violet’s grin was wicked, her skirt flipping again as she stood, her massive orbs swaying faintly. “Good. I’m counting on you to dazzle.”

The girls parted ways, skirts swishing, bosoms bouncing. Penelope stepped into the courtyard, the breeze catching her sundress, lifting it to flash her silk-clad orbs, their weight pulling the fabric taut. She didn’t tug it down, letting the air kiss her thighs, her bulge proud beneath the hem. A passing girl, her monumental bosom swaying in a tight blouse, gave her an approving nod, skirt flipping to reveal her own lace knickers.

Penelope’s heart soared, her anticipation for the dance a living thing. St. Titania’s was a world where every curve was a celebration, every glance a promise. Tonight, she’d step into that world fully, her body no longer a secret but a star.




Chapter Eight: A Dance of Fire

The night of the St. Titania’s dance enveloped the campus in a haze of glitter and anticipation, the grand hall transformed with chandeliers and silk drapes. Penelope Primrose stood before her dormitory mirror, her heart racing as she smoothed her chosen dress—a crimson gown that clung to her curves like a lover’s touch. Its neckline plunged to showcase her H-cup bosom, her stupendous endowments cradled by a satin brassiere that gleamed through the sheer bodice, its lace framing her nipples faintly. The skirt, tight at her hips, flared into a flippy hem that barely grazed her thighs, teasing at her silky panties, which strained to contain her ten-inch endowment and massive orbs, their weight a delicious pulse with every step. Her chestnut curls cascaded over her shoulders, and as she adjusted her brassiere, its straps biting gently, she felt like a goddess ready to claim her stage.

The hall buzzed with students, their attire a riot of feminine excess. Lily twirled by, her red dress hugging her monumental bosom, silk brassiere peeking through as her skirt flipped up, flashing her lace-clad arse. Beatrice, in a lavender gown, bent to adjust her heel, her skirt riding up to reveal satin knickers stretched taut over her glorious spheres, their curves catching the candlelight. Penelope’s cock twitched, her panties growing snug, her massive orbs settling against silk as she scanned the crowd.

Violet was impossible to miss, her black gown a second skin, outlining her G-cup treasures and prodigious endowment, her lace-clad orbs swaying faintly as she moved. She caught Penelope’s gaze and sauntered over, her skirt flipping to tease at her massive spheres, her grin wicked. “Penny, you’re bloody incandescent,” she purred, her hand brushing Penelope’s hip, grazing her bulge. “Dance with me later?”

Penelope nodded, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup endowments heaved, her cock stirring. “I’d like that,” she said, her voice steady, her confidence a quiet fire. Violet winked, her gown clinging to her thick cock as she spun away, leaving Penelope’s panties dampening with anticipation.

The music swelled, a sultry beat that drew bodies to the dance floor, skirts swishing, bosoms bouncing. Penelope swayed with Rose, whose teal gown hugged her voluptuous form, satin brassiere gleaming as her skirt flipped up, flashing her lace knickers. “God, Penny, you’re turning heads,” Rose murmured, her bosom brushing Penelope’s arm. “My boyfriend’s sulking in the corner—says he can’t compete with all this.” Her eyes dropped to Penelope’s skirt, where her bulge pressed against silk, and she grinned. “He’s not wrong.”

Penelope laughed, her massive orbs shifting, her cock throbbing faintly. The dance floor parted, and Miss Lavender appeared, her silver dress a scandal, barely containing her stupendous bosom, her silk brassiere visible through the sheer weave. As she spun, her skirt rode up, revealing lace knickers stretched over her glorious orbs, their weight swaying. She caught Penelope’s eye, beckoning her to a quieter corner near the refreshment table.

“Miss Primrose,” Miss Lavender purred, her voice low, “you’re stealing the show.” She leaned close, her bosom pressing against Penelope’s arm, her skirt flipping to tease at her massive orbs. “Care to… step outside for a moment?”

Penelope’s heart pounded, her bulge tightening her panties, her brassiere creaking. She followed Miss Lavender through a side door to a secluded balcony, the night air cool against her flushed skin. The teacher’s aide turned, her silver dress slipping to bare her silk brassiere, her G-cup treasures heaving. “You’ve grown bold, Penny,” she said, tugging Penelope’s skirt up, revealing her silky panties, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock, hard and glistening, her massive orbs dangling below.

Miss Lavender knelt, her own skirt flipping up to bare her lace-clad orbs, their curves mesmerizing. Her lips closed over Penelope’s shaft, warm and wet, tongue swirling the tip, slow and deliberate. Penelope moaned, hands gripping the balcony rail, her H-cup bosom bouncing, brassiere straining as her nipples hardened against satin. Miss Lavender’s hand cupped her massive orbs, rolling them gently, their warmth filling her palm, her own bosom heaving, dress gaping to reveal her silk brassiere, nipples taut.

Penelope’s cock throbbed, pre-cum beading, her orbs tightening as pleasure coiled low. Miss Lavender pulled back, lips glossy, and stood, yanking her own dress up, peeling her lace knickers down to free her thick cock, nearly matching Penelope’s, with glorious orbs swaying heavily. “Your turn, love,” she murmured, guiding Penelope to her knees.

Penelope’s lips brushed Miss Lavender’s shaft, tasting musk and heat, the skin silky over steel. She took it deeper, tongue swirling, her own cock aching against her thighs, massive orbs swinging as she moved. Miss Lavender groaned, fingers tangling in Penelope’s curls, her G-cup bosom shuddering, brassiere creaking. “Fuck, Penny, you’re a marvel,” she panted, her orbs swaying with every bob.

Miss Lavender pulled her up, kissing her fiercely, tongues tangling, their cocks brushing, sending sparks through Penelope’s veins. “Bend over,” she growled, spinning Penelope to face the rail. Penelope complied, her crimson gown bunched at her waist, panties tangled at her ankles, her H-cup bosom pressing into the cool stone, brassiere digging into her shoulders, her massive orbs dangling. Miss Lavender’s fingers, slick with a hidden vial of lube, probed her arse, stretching her with delicious pressure. “Relax, darling.”

She pushed in, her cock thick and unyielding, filling Penelope with a slow, deep thrust. Penelope gasped, her own cock grinding against the rail, orbs tightening as Miss Lavender moved, her glorious spheres slapping Penelope’s thighs with every stroke. The teacher’s bosom bounced, dress slipping to bare her silk brassiere, nipples hard against lace. “God, you’re perfect,” she grunted, hips rolling, her orbs swinging in rhythm.

Penelope moaned, her cock leaking, her brassiere creaking as her treasures bounced. Miss Lavender’s hand reached around, stroking her shaft, firm and slick, matching her thrusts. “Come for me, Penny,” she urged, voice raw. Penelope shattered, her cock spurting thick ropes onto the balcony, massive orbs pulsing as ecstasy crashed through her. Miss Lavender followed, a low moan escaping as she buried herself deep, her cock pulsing, flooding Penelope with warmth, her glorious orbs quivering.

They collapsed, breathless, skirts tangled, brassieres askew. Miss Lavender’s bosom pressed against Penelope’s back, her lace-clad orbs soft against her thigh. “You’re a bloody star, Penny,” she murmured, kissing her neck. “Don’t ever dim that light.”

Penelope nodded, her cock softening, panties pulled haphazardly back up, her H-cup endowments aching faintly in their satin cage. Miss Lavender smoothed her dress, her massive orbs settling against lace, and winked. “Back to the dance, love. You’ve got more hearts to break.”

They slipped inside, the music enveloping them. Violet was waiting, her black gown clinging to her prodigious endowment, her G-cup treasures swaying. She pulled Penelope to the floor, their bodies swaying close, skirts flipping, bulges brushing. “Told you you’d dazzle,” Violet whispered, her lace-clad orbs teasing at her hem.

Penelope smiled, her confidence a roaring flame, her massive orbs settling against silk. The night was young, and St. Titania’s was hers to conquer.




Chapter Nine: A Midnight Waltz

The St. Titania’s dance had ignited the grand hall into a swirl of silk and desire, the chandeliers casting a golden glow over bodies pressed close. Penelope Primrose moved through the crowd, her crimson gown a beacon, its tight bodice accentuating her H-cup bosom, her stupendous endowments cradled by a satin brassiere that shimmered through the sheer fabric, lace teasing at her nipples. The flippy skirt danced above her thighs, barely concealing her silky panties, which clung to her ten-inch endowment and massive orbs, their weight a constant throb of awareness. Her chestnut curls bounced, her confidence a blazing star after her balcony encounter with Miss Lavender, her body humming with newfound power.

The dance floor pulsed with students, their attire a feast of feminine excess. Rose spun by, her teal gown hugging her voluptuous form, satin brassiere gleaming as her skirt flipped up, flashing her lace-clad arse. A shemale named Daphne, her G-cup treasures swaying in a sapphire dress, bent to adjust her garter, her skirt riding up to reveal satin knickers stretched taut over her glorious spheres, their curves catching the light. Penelope’s cock twitched, her panties growing snug, her massive orbs settling against silk as she scanned the room.

Violet was a magnet, her black gown molding to her G-cup bosom and prodigious endowment, her lace-clad orbs swaying faintly as she beckoned Penelope to a secluded alcove draped in velvet. “You’re bloody radiant, Penny,” Violet purred, her skirt flipping to tease at her massive spheres, her eyes dark with intent. “Fancy a private dance?”

Penelope’s heart raced, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup endowments heaved, her bulge tightening her panties. “Here?” she whispered, glancing at the crowd, but Violet’s grin was wicked, her hand brushing Penelope’s thigh, grazing her bulge. “Why not? Let’s make our own music.”

Violet tugged her behind the drapes, the alcove dim and warm, the muffled beat of the dance a distant pulse. She pressed Penelope against the wall, lips crashing into hers, tasting of wine and heat, tongues tangling. Penelope moaned, her hands roaming Violet’s hips, the black gown slippery under her fingers. Violet’s G-cup bosom pressed against her H-cup treasures, satin brassieres creaking as their curves collided. “God, Penny, you’re a fucking dream,” Violet growled, yanking Penelope’s skirt up, revealing her silky panties, stretched taut over her ten-inch cock, hard and glistening, her massive orbs dangling below.

Violet knelt, her own skirt flipping up to bare her lace-clad orbs, their weight pulling the fabric tight. Her lips closed over Penelope’s shaft, warm and slick, tongue swirling the tip with deliberate slowness. Penelope gasped, hands gripping Violet’s curls, her H-cup bosom bouncing, brassiere straining as her nipples hardened against lace. Violet’s hand cupped her massive orbs, rolling them gently, their warmth filling her palm, her own bosom heaving, gown gaping to reveal her satin brassiere, nipples taut.

Penelope’s cock throbbed, pre-cum beading, her orbs tightening as pleasure coiled low. Violet pulled back, lips glossy, and stood, tugging her own gown up, peeling her lace knickers down to free her thick cock, nearly matching Penelope’s, with glorious orbs swaying heavily. “Your turn, love,” she murmured, guiding Penelope to her knees.

Penelope’s lips brushed Violet’s shaft, tasting musk and salt, the skin silky over steel. She took it deeper, tongue swirling, her own cock aching against her thighs, massive orbs swinging as she moved. Violet groaned, fingers tangling in Penelope’s curls, her G-cup bosom shuddering, brassiere creaking. “Fuck, Penny, you’re bloody perfect,” she panted, her orbs swaying with every bob.

Violet pulled her up, kissing her fiercely, their cocks brushing, sending sparks through Penelope’s veins. “Turn around,” she growled, spinning Penelope to face the wall. Penelope complied, her crimson gown bunched at her waist, panties tangled at her ankles, her H-cup bosom pressing into the velvet drapes, brassiere digging into her shoulders, her massive orbs dangling. Violet’s fingers, slick with a hidden vial of lube, probed her arse, stretching her with exquisite pressure. “Relax, darling.”

She pushed in, her cock thick and unyielding, filling Penelope with a slow, deep thrust. Penelope moaned, her own cock grinding against the wall, orbs tightening as Violet moved, her glorious spheres slapping Penelope’s thighs with every stroke. Violet’s bosom pressed against her back, gown slipping to bare her satin brassiere, nipples hard against lace. “God, you’re tight,” she grunted, hips rolling, her orbs swinging in rhythm.

Penelope’s moans grew louder, her cock leaking, her brassiere creaking as her treasures bounced. Violet’s hand reached around, stroking her shaft, firm and slick, matching her thrusts. “Come for me, Penny,” she urged, voice raw. The pleasure built, a wildfire in Penelope’s core, her massive orbs pulsing as Violet’s cock hit deep, her strokes relentless.

The alcove door swung open, and Lily slipped in, her red dress clinging to her monumental bosom, silk brassiere gleaming as her skirt flipped up, flashing her lace-clad cunt. “Room for one more?” she purred, eyes locked on Penelope’s cock, Violet’s thrusts slowing but not stopping. Penelope nodded, breathless, her H-cup endowments heaving, brassiere straining.

Lily knelt before Penelope, her lips closing over her shaft, warm and eager, tongue swirling as Violet resumed her rhythm, her glorious orbs slapping harder. Penelope’s world narrowed to sensation—Violet’s cock filling her arse, Lily’s mouth on her cock, her massive orbs tightening with every thrust. Lily’s bosom bounced, dress gaping to reveal her silk brassiere, nipples hard as she sucked, one hand slipping between her own thighs, stroking her cunt through lace.

Penelope shattered, her cock spurting thick ropes into Lily’s mouth, massive orbs pulsing as ecstasy crashed through her. Lily moaned, swallowing, her cunt clenching as her own orgasm hit, juices dampening her knickers, her monumental bosom shuddering. Violet groaned, burying herself deep, her cock pulsing, flooding Penelope with warmth, her glorious orbs quivering with release.

They collapsed, breathless, skirts tangled, brassieres askew. Violet’s G-cup bosom pressed against Penelope’s back, her lace-clad orbs soft against her thigh. Lily’s monumental treasures heaved, her red dress bunched, silk knickers damp. “Fuck, Penny,” Lily murmured, kissing her lips, tasting herself. “You’re a bloody force.”

Penelope panted, her cock softening, panties pulled haphazardly back up, her H-cup endowments aching faintly in their satin cage. Violet smoothed her gown, her massive orbs settling against lace, and grinned. “Told you you’d dazzle, love. This dance is yours.”

They slipped back to the hall, the music enveloping them. Rose caught Penelope’s eye, her teal gown flashing her lace knickers as she spun, her grin knowing. “Looking flushed, Penny,” she teased, her bosom bouncing. “Having fun?”

Penelope smiled, her bulge twitching under her crimson gown, her confidence a roaring flame. “More than I expected,” she said, her massive orbs settling against silk. The night pulsed with possibility, and she was ready for whatever came next.




Chapter Ten: A Star Ascendant

The St. Titania’s dance had left an indelible mark on Penelope Primrose, its echoes lingering as the term drew to a close. By late autumn, the campus was a tapestry of golden leaves and crisp air, the cobblestone paths alive with the swish of skirts and the creak of brassieres. Penelope stood before her dormitory mirror, her H-cup bosom heaving beneath a sapphire blouse, its buttons straining to contain her stupendous endowments, cradled by a satin brassiere that gleamed through the sheer fabric. Her skirt, a deep emerald, hugged her hips, its flippy hem teasing above her thighs, barely concealing her silky panties, which clung to her ten-inch endowment and massive orbs, their weight a quiet thrill with every step. Her chestnut curls framed her face, and as she adjusted her brassiere, its lace biting gently, she felt not just confident but radiant—a woman who’d claimed her place in this world of unabashed desire.

The final week buzzed with farewells and exams, the students’ attire as bold as ever. Lily dashed by in the courtyard, her monumental bosom bouncing in a cream dress, silk brassiere peeking through as her skirt flipped up, flashing her lace-clad arse. “Penny, you’re a bloody vision!” she called, giving her bum a playful pat. “Ready for the last hurrah?” Penelope smiled, her cock stirring faintly, her massive orbs settling against silk as she nodded, her brassiere creaking under her prodigious curves.

In the common room, Rose and Beatrice were packing, their skirts swishing. Rose’s red hair blazed against a plum gown, her bosom rivaling Penelope’s, its satin brassiere gleaming as she bent to close a suitcase, her skirt riding up to bare her lace knickers. Beatrice, in a lavender frock, leaned over a table, her G-cup treasures swaying, her skirt flipping to showcase her satin-clad orbs, their curves catching the light. “God, Penny, you’ve changed,” Beatrice said, her grin warm. “That shy girl’s gone—you’re a bloody star now.”

Penelope blushed, her skirt flipping as she sat, revealing her silky orbs, their weight pulling the fabric taut. “I had good teachers,” she said, her voice steady, her bulge pressing against silk. Her brassiere dug into her shoulders, her H-cup endowments bouncing faintly. She thought of Clara, Miss Lavender, Miss Flora, Violet—each had unlocked a piece of her, their bodies and desires a mirror to her own.

Violet sauntered in, her presence electric, her black dress tight as sin, outlining her G-cup bosom and prodigious endowment, her lace-clad orbs swaying faintly. She bent to pick up a stray ribbon, skirt flipping to tease at her massive spheres, her grin wicked. “Penny, you’re stealing my thunder,” she teased, her eyes lingering on Penelope’s blouse, then dropping to her skirt, where her bulge gleamed through silk. “Got plans for the holidays? Or staying to conquer the campus again?”

Penelope laughed, her cock twitching, her massive orbs tightening in her panties. “Home for now,” she said, picturing her quiet village, knowing she’d return transformed. “But I’ll be back.” Violet winked, her skirt flipping again, her glorious orbs swaying. “Good. I’m not done with you yet.”

The final literature class brought Penelope to Miss Bustle’s room, the matronly shemale resplendent in a tweed dress, her prodigious bosom heaving in a silk brassiere that peeked through her blouse. As she turned to the blackboard, her skirt rode up, revealing satin knickers stretched over her glorious spheres, their curves swaying. “Miss Primrose,” she called as the class ended, “a word.”

The room emptied, leaving them alone, the air thick with memory. Miss Bustle perched on her desk, her skirt hiking up to bare her massive orbs, their weight pulling the satin tight. “Your final essay was… exceptional,” she said, her eyes warm, lingering on Penelope’s bosom, then her skirt, where her bulge pressed against silk. “You’ve found your voice. Don’t lose it.”

Penelope’s heart swelled, her brassiere creaking as her H-cup endowments heaved, her cock stirring. “Thank you, Miss,” she said, stepping closer, her skirt swishing, panties dampening with anticipation. Miss Bustle’s lips curved. “One last lesson, perhaps?”

She tugged Penelope’s blouse open, buttons popping, baring her H-cup bosom, satin brassiere straining. Miss Bustle’s hands cupped her treasures, thumbs teasing her nipples through lace, her own bosom heaving, blouse gaping to reveal her silk brassiere, nipples taut. Penelope moaned, her skirt flipped up, silky panties peeled down to free her ten-inch cock, hard and glistening, her massive orbs dangling below.

Miss Bustle knelt, her skirt riding up to bare her glorious spheres, satin knickers clinging. Her lips closed over Penelope’s shaft, warm and slow, tongue swirling the tip. Penelope gasped, hands gripping the desk, her H-cup bosom bouncing, brassiere creaking as her nipples hardened. Miss Bustle’s hand cupped her massive orbs, rolling them gently, their warmth filling her palm, her own bosom shuddering, tweed dress slipping to bare her silk brassiere.

Penelope’s cock throbbed, pre-cum beading, her orbs tightening as pleasure coiled low. Miss Bustle stood, yanking her own skirt up, peeling her satin knickers down to free her thick cock, its glorious orbs swaying heavily. “Your turn,” she murmured, guiding Penelope to her knees.

Penelope’s lips brushed Miss Bustle’s shaft, tasting musk and heat, the skin silky over steel. She took it deeper, tongue swirling, her own cock aching against her thighs, massive orbs swinging. Miss Bustle groaned, fingers tangling in Penelope’s curls, her prodigious bosom shuddering, brassiere creaking. “You’re a marvel, girl,” she panted, her orbs swaying with every bob.

Miss Bustle pulled her up, kissing her fiercely, their cocks brushing, sending sparks through Penelope’s veins. “Bend over,” she growled, spinning Penelope to face the desk. Penelope complied, her emerald skirt bunched at her waist, panties at her ankles, her H-cup bosom pressing into the wood, brassiere digging into her shoulders, her massive orbs dangling. Miss Bustle’s fingers, slick with lube, probed her arse, stretching her with delicious pressure. “Relax, love.”

She pushed in, her cock thick and unyielding, filling Penelope with a slow, deep thrust. Penelope moaned, her own cock grinding against the desk, orbs tightening as Miss Bustle moved, her glorious spheres slapping Penelope’s thighs. The teacher’s bosom bounced, blouse slipping to bare her silk brassiere, nipples hard against lace. “God, you’re perfect,” she grunted, hips rolling, her orbs swinging in rhythm.

Penelope’s moans grew louder, her cock leaking, her brassiere creaking as her treasures bounced. Miss Bustle’s hand reached around, stroking her shaft, firm and slick, matching her thrusts. “Come for me, Penny,” she urged, voice raw. Penelope shattered, her cock spurting thick ropes across the desk, massive orbs pulsing as ecstasy crashed through her. Miss Bustle followed, burying herself deep, her cock pulsing, flooding Penelope with warmth, her glorious orbs quivering.

They collapsed, breathless, skirts tangled, brassieres askew. Miss Bustle’s bosom pressed against Penelope’s back, her satin-clad orbs soft against her thigh. “You’ll go far, Penny,” she murmured, kissing her neck. “Carry that fire.”

Penelope nodded, her cock softening, panties pulled back up, her H-cup endowments aching faintly. As she left, the campus unfolded before her—skirts flipping, bosoms bouncing, a world of desire she’d mastered. She passed Violet, her black dress flashing her lace-clad orbs, and shared a knowing smile. St. Titania’s had shaped her, and as she stepped toward her future, her massive orbs swayed against silk, her star ascendant.

Curves and Couplets




Chapter One: A New Dawn at St. Titania’s

The golden light of early morning filtered through the stained-glass windows of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, painting the staff room in hues of amber and rose. Susan Worthington stood before the mirror, adjusting her tight navy skirt, its hem teasing just above her knees. Her cream silk blouse clung to her K-cup splendours, the fabric stretched taut over a satin brassiere embroidered with delicate lilies. At twenty-four, Susan was the newest teacher at this storied institution, her heart aflutter with anticipation. Beneath her skirt, her lace panties strained to contain her eleven-inch endowment and prodigious orbs, a reality that made trousers a rare choice. Today, she’d chosen a flouncy skirt that danced with every step, revealing flashes of her sheer stockings when she moved just right.

Susan smoothed her auburn curls, pinned loosely to frame her delicate features. Her voluminous feminine assets, barely restrained by the reinforced bra, quivered slightly as she exhaled. She’d selected this brassiere for its engineering—those magnificent orbs demanded serious support—but also for its deep plunge, which made her feel wickedly bold. Teaching English Literature to St. Titania’s finest was no small task, especially when every student was a vision of beauty with curves that could stop traffic.

The staff room hummed with chatter as teachers readied for the term. Miss Gertrude Haverford, a striking matron of forty-five with raven hair and J-cup treasures, adjusted her tweed skirt, which hugged her hips like a lover’s embrace. As a shemale, her substantial package was impossible to miss. When she bent to pick up a stray paper, her skirt inched up, revealing silk panties stretched tight over her hefty spheres, each one a monument to her impressive endowments. “These papers,” she muttered, straightening with a sly grin. “Always slipping where they shouldn’t.”

Susan smiled, suppressing a laugh. “I know the feeling, Miss Haverford.”

“Gertrude, dear,” she said, giving Susan’s arm a gentle pat. “We’re all chums here. Though I must say, my Roger’s been in a right huff lately. Says I’m too much for him.” She sighed, her monumental chest rising. “If only he had a fraction of what you’re packing under that skirt.”

Susan’s cheeks warmed. “I’m sure he’s… sufficient.”

Gertrude chuckled. “Sufficient’s no good when you’ve seen splendour, love.”

The door opened, and Miss Evelyn Marwood glided in, her tight ruby sweater showcasing her H-cup glories. At thirty-two, Evelyn taught History, her womanly figure poured into a pencil skirt that left little to the imagination. She paused to adjust her garter, bending just enough for her skirt to ride up, revealing a sliver of creamy thigh above her stockings. “Morning, all,” she said, her gaze lingering on Susan. “Fresh meat, eh? You’ll have the girls in a tizzy with that silhouette.”

Susan smiled shyly. “I just hope I can keep them focused on poetry.”

Evelyn laughed, her laughter sending her prodigious assets jiggling. “Fat chance. They’ll be too busy ogling your… gifts to care about couplets.”

The bell chimed, its melody echoing through the stone halls. Susan gathered her books, her pulse quickening. The classrooms of St. Titania’s were a world apart, filled with eighteen-year-old beauties whose uniforms—short pleated skirts, snug blouses, and knee-high socks—flattered their extraordinary figures. Every girl and shemale student boasted curves that defied reason, their bespoke brassieres straining beneath blouses that seemed one breath from bursting.

Susan’s classroom overlooked the quad, where students were already mingling. She paused at the window, watching a group by the rose garden. One shemale, a brunette named Clara, bent to adjust her shoe, her tiny skirt flipping up to reveal emerald panties clinging to her weighty orbs. The sight was commonplace at St. Titania’s, but Susan couldn’t help admiring Clara’s satin bra, its lace trim peeking through her half-open blouse.

Inside the classroom, the students settled in, their chatter a lively hum. Susan stood at the front, setting her books on the desk. “Good morning, ladies,” she said, her voice clear but warm. “I’m Miss Worthington, and I’ll be teaching you English Literature this term.”

Silence fell, every eye fixed on her. Susan felt their gazes tracing her straining blouse, her skirt that barely concealed her own considerable endowments. A student, a blonde shemale named Amelia with I-cup treasures, leaned forward, her blouse gaping to reveal a bra of pale blue satin. “Miss,” she said, twirling a lock of hair, “are we doing novels first? I’m hopeless with poetry.”

Susan smiled, ignoring how Amelia’s skirt rode up, hinting at her substantial spheres against her silk panties. “We’ll start with A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Amelia. It’s a play, so we’ll have some fun with it.”

Another student, a chestnut-haired girl named Sophie with J-cup assets, raised her hand. “Miss, isn’t that the one with the love potions? My boyfriend says it’s silly, but he’s not exactly… gifted in the imagination department.” She sighed, her chest heaving. “Or anywhere else, really.”

Laughter rippled through the room. Susan kept her poise, though she noted Sophie’s tight sweater, which left no doubt about the size of her reinforced brassiere. “Let’s stick to the text, Sophie. There’s plenty of magic to explore.”

As the lesson unfolded, Susan navigated a sea of distractions. Every dropped pencil or leaned-over desk brought a flash of satin or lace, skirts flipping to reveal curves and endowments. One shemale, Beatrice, let her book slip and bent to retrieve it, her pleated skirt riding up to showcase her crimson panties stretched over her impressive orbs. “Clumsy me,” Beatrice said with a smirk, lingering a moment too long. “These skirts are useless.”

Susan cleared her throat. “Focus, Beatrice, please.”

When the bell rang, Susan was both drained and thrilled. Teaching here was a challenge unlike any other. As the students filed out, Clara lingered, adjusting her blouse so her G-cup assets quivered enticingly. “Miss, I’m worried about my essay. Could I pop by later?”

“Of course,” Susan said, noting how Clara’s skirt swished, hinting at her considerable bulge. “I’m here to help.”

As Clara sashayed out, Susan sank into her chair, her own endowments rising with a sigh. This term would be unforgettable. Outside, the quad buzzed with students, their laughter mingling with the rustle of skirts and glimpses of satin. St. Titania’s was its own universe, and Susan was ready to embrace it—brassieres, bulges, and all.




Chapter Two: Lessons in Distraction

The afternoon sun bathed St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies in a warm glow, casting long shadows across the manicured lawns. Susan Worthington strode down the corridor toward her next class, her navy skirt swishing with each step, the hem teasing the tops of her lace-trimmed stockings. Her cream silk blouse strained over her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath embroidered with tiny violets that peeked through the fabric when she moved. Beneath her skirt, her silk panties clung to her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, a constant reminder of why she favored skirts over trousers. The flouncy number she’d chosen today fluttered daringly, threatening to reveal more than intended if she wasn’t careful.

Susan’s morning lesson had left her exhilarated but frazzled. The students’ beauty and brazen displays—skirts flipping, blouses straining—were a lot to handle, even for a shemale accustomed to attention. She adjusted her auburn curls, pinned loosely to frame her delicate face, and took a deep breath, her monumental assets quivering. Her bra, a marvel of engineering, kept her curves in check, but its plunging neckline made her feel deliciously exposed. She was due to teach a seminar on Romantic poetry, a subject she adored, but she braced herself for the inevitable distractions.

The seminar room was smaller, with high windows overlooking the rose garden. As Susan entered, the chatter of her ten students hushed. Each was a vision of youthful allure, their uniforms tailored to accentuate their extraordinary figures. Short pleated skirts barely reached mid-thigh, and tight blouses hugged curves that seemed to defy gravity. Every girl and shemale sported a custom brassiere, their satin and lace creations visible through half-unbuttoned shirts, each one a testament to the school’s unspoken obsession with opulent femininity.

Susan set her books on the podium, smiling. “Good afternoon, ladies. Today, we’re diving into Wordsworth and Coleridge. Let’s explore their connection to nature.”

A shemale student named Violet, with raven hair and H-cup treasures, raised her hand. Her blouse gaped as she leaned forward, revealing a coral satin bra with intricate embroidery. “Miss Worthington, is it true Coleridge was a bit… wild? My girlfriend says he sounds like her type.” Violet’s skirt inched up as she shifted, her silk panties hinting at her substantial spheres. Susan noted the bulge with a practiced glance, accustomed to such sights at St. Titania’s.

“Let’s say Coleridge had his passions,” Susan replied, keeping her tone light. “But we’ll focus on his words, not his antics.”

Violet grinned, unbothered, and bent to retrieve a pencil, her skirt flipping up to showcase her weighty orbs straining against her panties. “Oops,” she said, lingering a moment. “These desks are so low.”

Susan ignored the display, though her cheeks warmed. She turned to the blackboard, chalk in hand, and began outlining Wordsworth’s themes. As she wrote, she felt the eyes of her students on her, their gazes lingering on her blouse, which clung to her prodigious assets. Her skirt swished as she moved, and she was acutely aware of her own endowments shifting beneath the silk.

Another student, a girl named Rose with J-cup glories, sighed dramatically. “Miss, this poetry’s all well and good, but it’s hard to focus when my boyfriend’s such a letdown.” She adjusted her tight sweater, which left no doubt about the size of her reinforced brassiere. “Saw Violet’s… equipment the other day in the changing room, and let’s just say he doesn’t measure up.”

Laughter bubbled through the room. Violet smirked, crossing her legs so her skirt rode higher, revealing more of her silk-clad spheres. “Not my fault some lads can’t keep up,” she said, tossing her hair.

Susan cleared her throat. “Let’s keep our minds on the poetry, Rose. Wordsworth’s love of nature is universal, no matter… personal comparisons.”

The lesson continued, but the distractions mounted. A shemale named Daphne, with golden curls and I-cup assets, dropped her notebook and bent to pick it up, her pleated skirt flipping to reveal sapphire panties stretched over her impressive orbs. “Clumsy me,” she said with a giggle, taking her time to straighten. Susan caught a glimpse of Daphne’s satin bra, its lace trim peeking through her blouse, and quickly averted her eyes.

By the time Susan reached Coleridge’s Kubla Khan, the room was a haze of fluttering skirts and jiggling curves. Another girl, Lily, with chestnut hair and H-cup treasures, leaned over her desk to ask a question, her blouse parting to reveal a cream satin bra. “Miss, is this poem about dreams or something else?” Her skirt inched up as she shifted, showing off her lace garters.

“It’s open to interpretation,” Susan said, forcing her focus back to the text. “What do you think, Lily?”

Lily shrugged, her chest heaving. “Dunno. My boyfriend says it’s all nonsense, but he’s barely got enough… spark to light a candle, if you know what I mean.”

More laughter. Susan sighed inwardly, wondering how she’d survive the term. She pushed on, discussing the poem’s imagery, but every movement in the room drew her eye. A shemale named Emma, with auburn hair and G-cup assets, adjusted her stockings, her skirt riding up to reveal her substantial spheres against violet silk. “These chairs are dreadful,” Emma muttered, though her smile suggested she didn’t mind the attention.

When the bell rang, Susan was equal parts relieved and invigorated. “Read the assigned poems for tomorrow,” she called as the students gathered their things. “And let’s try to keep the personal anecdotes to a minimum.”

As the room emptied, Rose lingered, twirling a lock of hair. “Miss, I’m struggling with the reading. Could I come by your office later?” Her blouse was still half-open, her bra a vision of pink satin.

“Of course,” Susan said, noting how Rose’s skirt swished, hinting at her curves. “I’m here to help.”

Rose flashed a grin and sauntered out, her hips swaying. Susan sank into her chair, her own endowments rising with a deep breath. The day wasn’t over yet—she had a staff meeting next. She gathered her books and headed to the staff room, where the teachers were already assembling.

Miss Gertrude Haverford was there, her tweed skirt as snug as ever. She bent to pick up a teacup, her skirt riding up to reveal her silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “These cups,” she said with a chuckle, “always slipping.”

Miss Evelyn Marwood, in her ruby sweater, laughed. “You’re incorrigible, Gertrude.” She turned to Susan, her H-cup glories jiggling. “How’s your first day, Susan? Surviving the girls?”

“Barely,” Susan admitted, smiling. “They’re… spirited.”

Evelyn grinned. “Wait till you see them at the spring dance. Skirts shorter than ever, and those brassieres? Works of art.”

Gertrude joined in, her J-cup treasures heaving. “My Roger hates those dances. Says he feels inadequate next to all the… talent. Poor dear’s got nothing on what you’re hiding, Susan.”

Susan blushed, adjusting her blouse. “I just want to teach them something.”

“You will,” Evelyn said, patting her arm. “But don’t be surprised if they teach you a thing or two.”

As the meeting began, Susan’s mind wandered to the term ahead. St. Titania’s was a whirlwind of satin, lace, and curves, and she was caught in its spell—brassieres, bulges, and all.




Chapter Three: After Hours at St. Titania’s

The late afternoon light filtered through the heavy velvet curtains of Susan Worthington’s office, casting a soft glow across the mahogany desk cluttered with poetry anthologies. Susan leaned back in her chair, her navy skirt riding up slightly to reveal the tops of her lace stockings. Her cream silk blouse strained over her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath—adorned with tiny roses—barely containing her voluminous curves. Beneath her flouncy skirt, her silk panties clung to her eleven-inch endowment and prodigious orbs, the fabric stretched taut by her growing arousal. The day’s classes had left her exhilarated but restless, the constant parade of flipping skirts and straining blouses igniting a heat she couldn’t ignore.

Susan’s office hours were nearly over, but a knock at the door jolted her from her thoughts. “Come in,” she called, smoothing her skirt and adjusting her blouse, though it did little to hide her heaving assets.

The door opened, and Rose, the J-cup beauty from her seminar, stepped inside. Her pleated uniform skirt was scandalously short, swishing with every step, and her tight blouse gaped to reveal a pink satin bra that struggled to contain her magnificent orbs. Rose’s chestnut hair fell in loose waves, and her lips curved in a knowing smile. “Miss Worthington, I’m still struggling with that Wordsworth,” she said, closing the door behind her. “Thought you might… help me focus.”

Susan’s pulse quickened. Rose’s tone was playful, but her eyes lingered on Susan’s straining blouse, then dropped to the subtle bulge beneath her skirt. “Of course, Rose,” Susan said, gesturing to the chair opposite her desk. “Let’s go over the poem.”

Rose didn’t sit. Instead, she sauntered to the desk, leaning forward so her blouse parted further, her satin-clad treasures quivering. “It’s hard to focus, Miss,” she said, her voice low. “Especially when you’re so… distracting.” She bent slightly, her skirt flipping up to reveal lace panties stretched over her creamy thighs, though as a girl, she lacked the prodigious endowments of her shemale classmates.

Susan swallowed, her own arousal stirring. “Rose, we should stick to the poetry.”

Rose pouted, then straightened, her fingers toying with her blouse’s buttons. “Maybe I need a different kind of lesson.” With a flick, she undid another button, her bra fully exposed, its pink satin gleaming. She stepped closer, perching on the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up to show more of her lace-clad hips. “My boyfriend’s such a bore, Miss. Barely fills his trousers, if you know what I mean. But you…” Her gaze dropped to Susan’s skirt, where the outline of her massive endowment was unmistakable.

Susan’s breath hitched. Professionalism warred with desire, but Rose’s boldness tipped the scale. “Rose,” she murmured, standing, “this is highly inappropriate.” Yet her hands moved almost of their own accord, reaching for Rose’s blouse. She tugged it open, revealing the full glory of Rose’s J-cup assets, the satin bra straining to contain them. Susan’s fingers traced the lace trim, eliciting a soft moan from Rose.

“That’s better,” Rose whispered, her hands finding Susan’s skirt. With a swift tug, she yanked it up, exposing Susan’s silk panties, stretched obscenely over her eleven-inch cock, now semi-erect, and her weighty orbs, each one a heavy testament to her shemale prowess. “God, Miss,” Rose breathed, her eyes wide. “No wonder you don’t wear trousers.”

Susan groaned as Rose’s fingers brushed her bulge, the silk amplifying every touch. She reached behind Rose, unhooking her bra with a practiced flick. The pink satin fell away, revealing Rose’s magnificent orbs, their rosy peaks already hardening. Susan cupped them, marveling at their weight, then leaned down to take one in her mouth, her tongue swirling as Rose gasped.

“Miss… please,” Rose moaned, her hands fumbling with Susan’s panties. She tugged them down, and Susan’s massive cock sprang free, thick and pulsing, her hefty spheres swaying beneath. Rose’s eyes gleamed with hunger. “It’s so much bigger than his,” she said, wrapping her fingers around the shaft, stroking slowly. “And these…” Her other hand cupped Susan’s orbs, each one filling her palm. “He’s got nothing like this.”

Susan’s control snapped. She lifted Rose onto the desk, papers scattering, and pushed her skirt up to her waist. Rose’s lace panties were damp, clinging to her slick folds. Susan tore them aside, exposing Rose’s glistening sex, and positioned herself between her thighs. “Tell me you want this,” Susan growled, her cock throbbing against Rose’s entrance.

“I want it,” Rose panted, hooking her legs around Susan’s waist. “Fuck me, Miss.”

Susan thrust forward, her massive cock sliding into Rose’s tight heat, inch by inch, until she was fully sheathed. Rose cried out, her J-cup treasures bouncing with each movement. Susan gripped her hips, setting a relentless pace, her weighty orbs slapping against Rose’s thighs with every thrust. The desk creaked, but Susan didn’t care—pleasure consumed her, Rose’s moans spurring her on.

“Harder,” Rose begged, her fingers digging into Susan’s shoulders. Susan obliged, her cock plunging deeper, her orbs swinging heavily. Rose’s sex clenched around her, drawing a groan from Susan’s lips. She reached down, rubbing Rose’s swollen clit, and Rose shattered, her orgasm ripping through her with a scream. Her body trembled, her magnificent orbs quivering as she rode the waves.

Susan wasn’t far behind. The sight of Rose’s pleasure, her curves bouncing, pushed her over the edge. With a final thrust, she came, her cock pulsing as she filled Rose, her orbs tightening with each release. She collapsed forward, their heaving chests pressed together, sweat mingling.

For a moment, they stayed like that, catching their breath. Then Rose giggled, brushing a curl from Susan’s face. “Best lesson ever, Miss.”

Susan pulled back, adjusting her skirt to cover her still-impressive bulge. “This can’t happen again, Rose,” she said, though her voice lacked conviction. She helped Rose fix her blouse, the pink satin bra back in place, though it seemed even tighter now.

Rose smirked, hopping off the desk. “We’ll see, Miss.” She sashayed to the door, her skirt swishing, and blew Susan a kiss before slipping out.

Susan sank into her chair, her silk panties damp, her K-cup assets heaving. She was supposed to meet Miss Gertrude Haverford for tea, but her mind was reeling. She tidied her desk, trying to focus, when a knock came again. Bracing herself, she called, “Come in.”

Gertrude entered, her tweed skirt hugging her hips, her J-cup treasures straining her blouse. She bent to set down a teapot, her skirt riding up to reveal silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “Thought you might need a pick-me-up,” she said, straightening with a wink. Her eyes narrowed, taking in Susan’s flushed cheeks. “Had a lively office hour, did we?”

Susan blushed. “Just… helping a student.”

Gertrude chuckled, pouring tea. “Oh, I know that look. My Roger’s useless after I’ve seen the girls’… equipment. Makes me wonder why I bother with him.” She leaned closer, her blouse gaping to show her satin bra. “You ever think about… exploring other options?”

Susan’s pulse raced again, but she forced a smile. “Tea’s fine for now, Gertrude.”

Gertrude laughed, patting her arm. “Suit yourself, love. But St. Titania’s has a way of loosening inhibitions.”

As they sipped tea, Susan’s mind wandered to Rose’s curves, her own throbbing release, and the term ahead. St. Titania’s was a cauldron of desire—satin, lace, and endless temptation—and Susan was already boiling over.




Chapter Four: Whispers in the Quad

The early evening air was crisp as Susan Worthington stepped out of her office, the last rays of sunlight gilding the stone arches of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies. Her navy skirt swished with each step, its flouncy hem flirting with the tops of her lace stockings. Her cream silk blouse clung to her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath—stitched with delicate peonies—straining to contain her voluptuous curves. Beneath her skirt, her silk panties hugged her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, a constant reminder of why she chose skirts over trousers. After her encounter with Rose, Susan’s nerves were frayed, but the cool breeze helped steady her as she headed toward the quad for a moment of respite.

The quad was alive with students, their laughter and chatter mingling with the rustle of leaves. Susan paused by a stone bench, her auburn curls catching the fading light. Her monumental assets quivered as she adjusted her blouse, acutely aware of the eyes that followed her—students, teachers, even the groundskeeper, who tipped his cap with a grin. St. Titania’s was a place where beauty was currency, and Susan’s own endowments, both feminine and otherwise, made her a focal point.

A group of students lounged nearby, their uniform skirts scandalously short, blouses stretched tight over curves that seemed to defy nature. Susan spotted Violet, the raven-haired shemale from her seminar, leaning against a tree. Violet’s H-cup treasures were barely contained by her blouse, which gaped to reveal a teal satin bra with lace edging. As she bent to pick up a fallen book, her pleated skirt flipped up, showcasing silk panties stretched over her substantial spheres, their weight evident even from a distance. “These books,” Violet muttered, straightening with a smirk, clearly aware of her audience.

Susan averted her eyes, though the sight was commonplace here. Another student, a girl named Daisy with I-cup glories, sat cross-legged on the grass, her skirt riding up to reveal lace garters. Her blouse was half-unbuttoned, her cream satin bra gleaming in the twilight. “My boyfriend’s hopeless,” Daisy was saying to her friend, a shemale named Poppy with G-cup assets. “Saw Violet changing for gym, and let’s just say he’s got nothing to compete with… down there.” She gestured vaguely toward Violet, who laughed and tossed her hair.

Poppy nodded, her own skirt inching up as she shifted, hinting at her weighty orbs beneath violet silk. “Mine’s the same. Always moaning about how I’m too much for him. Honestly, sometimes I think I’d be better off with someone like… well, you know.” Her eyes flicked toward Susan, who pretended not to notice.

Susan settled onto the bench, pulling out her notebook to jot down lesson plans. The quad’s energy was infectious, but she needed to focus. Tomorrow’s class was on Shelley, and she wanted to spark discussion without the usual derailments. Yet her mind wandered to Rose’s visit—the heat of it, the recklessness. She shook her head, forcing herself to write, though her pen paused when she heard her name.

“Miss Worthington’s dreamy,” said a voice—Lily, the chestnut-haired girl with H-cup treasures, lounging nearby. Her blouse strained over her satin bra, its pale blue lace visible as she leaned back. “Bet she’s got half the staff pining for her. Did you see her skirt today? Barely hides… anything.”

Her friend, a shemale named Charlotte with J-cup assets, giggled. “Oh, I saw. That bulge? My girlfriend’s jealous, and she’s no slouch herself.” Charlotte bent to adjust her shoe, her skirt flipping up to reveal crimson panties clinging to her hefty spheres. She lingered a moment, clearly enjoying the attention, then straightened. “Wish I had her for private lessons.”

Susan’s cheeks warmed, but she kept her eyes on her notebook, scribbling nonsense to look busy. The students’ chatter was relentless, their voices carrying tales of boyfriends’ shortcomings and their own prodigious endowments. It was a strange world, this St. Titania’s, where such talk was as natural as breathing, and Susan was still finding her place in it.

A shadow fell over her, and she looked up to see Miss Evelyn Marwood approaching, her ruby sweater hugging her H-cup glories. Evelyn’s pencil skirt accentuated her hips, and as she bent to set down a stack of papers, it rode up slightly, revealing a glimpse of her garter belt. “Mind if I join you, Susan?” she asked, her smile warm.

“Please,” Susan said, scooting over. “It’s nice to have company that isn’t… speculating about my wardrobe.”

Evelyn laughed, her assets jiggling. “Oh, you’ll get used to that. The girls are shameless, and the shemales? Worse. Half of them are in love with you already.” She crossed her legs, her skirt inching higher, though as a woman, her curves were all softness. “Had a lad myself once, but after seeing what some of our colleagues are packing, I gave up on men. Too disappointing.”

Susan smiled, unsure how to respond. “I just want to teach them something worthwhile.”

“You will,” Evelyn said, patting her hand. “But don’t be surprised if they teach you a thing or two about… freedom. This place has a way of loosening you up.” Her eyes twinkled, and Susan wondered if Evelyn had heard whispers about her office hours.

Across the quad, Miss Gertrude Haverford appeared, her tweed skirt as snug as ever, her J-cup treasures straining her blouse. She bent to pick up a student’s dropped scarf, her skirt riding up to reveal silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “These girls,” she called, straightening with a grin, “leaving their things everywhere.”

Susan waved, grateful for the distraction. Gertrude joined them, settling onto the bench with a sigh. “Long day, ladies. My Roger’s in a mood again. Says I’m too much for him after I mentioned Poppy’s… assets in passing.” She chuckled, her chest heaving. “Can’t help it if the truth stings.”

Evelyn smirked. “You’re wicked, Gertrude. Poor Roger doesn’t stand a chance.”

“Nor should he,” Gertrude said, winking at Susan. “You holding up, love? First week’s a whirlwind.”

“Barely,” Susan admitted, closing her notebook. “The girls are… intense.”

“That they are,” Gertrude said. “But you’ve got the spark for it. Just watch out for the ones like Violet. She’ll have you wrapped around her finger if you’re not careful.”

As the three chatted, the quad began to empty, students drifting toward the dorms. Susan watched them go, their skirts swishing, blouses straining, a parade of satin and lace. One shemale, Beatrice, paused to adjust her stockings, her skirt flipping up to show her substantial orbs against emerald silk. “These uniforms,” she muttered, though her smile suggested she didn’t mind.

Susan stood, brushing off her skirt. “I should prepare for tomorrow. Shelley’s a tough sell.”

Evelyn rose too, her sweater clinging to her curves. “You’ll manage. And if you need a break, join us for wine at the faculty lounge. Helps take the edge off.”

“Count me in,” Gertrude said, her blouse gaping to reveal her satin bra as she stood. “Nothing like a glass to soothe the soul after a day of dodging bulges.”

Susan laughed, feeling lighter. The quad was quiet now, the air thick with the scent of roses. St. Titania’s was a maze of temptation and beauty, but as Susan headed back to her office, she felt ready to navigate it—one lesson, one curve, one swish of satin at a time.




Chapter Five: A Private Tutorial

The moon hung low over St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, its silvery light spilling through the tall windows of Susan Worthington’s office. Susan sat at her desk, grading essays, her navy skirt riding up to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. Her cream silk blouse strained over her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath—embroidered with tiny daisies—barely containing her voluptuous curves. Beneath her flouncy skirt, her silk panties clung to her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, the fabric taut with the faintest stir of arousal. The day’s chatter in the quad had left her on edge, the students’ brazen displays and Evelyn’s teasing lingering in her mind.

A soft knock broke her focus. Susan glanced at the clock—past regular office hours, but she’d told students her door was open. “Come in,” she called, smoothing her skirt, though it did little to hide the subtle bulge beneath.

The door opened, and Violet, the raven-haired shemale from her seminar, slipped inside, closing it with a quiet click. Her uniform skirt was scandalously short, swishing against her thighs, and her blouse gaped to reveal a teal satin bra struggling to contain her H-cup treasures. Violet’s eyes gleamed with mischief as she sauntered forward, her hips swaying. “Miss Worthington,” she said, her voice low, “I’m hopeless with Shelley. Thought you might… give me some extra help.”

Susan’s pulse quickened. Violet’s gaze lingered on her blouse, then dropped to her skirt, where the outline of her prodigious endowment was unmistakable. “Violet,” Susan said, trying to keep her tone professional, “let’s sit and go over the poem. Which part’s troubling you?”

Violet didn’t move toward the chair. Instead, she leaned against the desk, her skirt riding up to hint at silk panties stretched over her substantial spheres. “It’s not just the poem, Miss,” she said, unbuttoning her blouse slowly. “It’s hard to focus when you’re… well, you.” The blouse fell open, revealing her satin bra, its lace trim framing her magnificent orbs. She bent slightly, her skirt flipping up further, showcasing her weighty orbs, each one straining the silk.

Susan’s breath caught. She knew she should stop this—her encounter with Rose had been reckless enough—but Violet’s boldness was intoxicating. “Violet, this isn’t appropriate,” she murmured, even as her hands twitched with want.

Violet smirked, stepping closer. “Maybe not, but I know you want it.” She reached for Susan’s blouse, deftly undoing the buttons to reveal her floral satin bra, the K-cup curves spilling over the cups. Violet’s fingers traced the lace, sending a shiver through Susan. “God, Miss, you’re unreal.”

Susan groaned, her resolve crumbling. She stood, yanking her skirt up to her waist, exposing her silk panties, stretched obscenely over her eleven-inch cock, now fully erect, and her hefty orbs, swaying with each movement. Violet’s eyes widened, her own arousal evident. “Fuck,” she whispered, tugging her own skirt up to reveal her teal panties, her thick cock straining against the silk, her weighty spheres bulging beneath.

Susan grabbed Violet’s hips, pulling her close. “Tell me you want this,” she growled, her cock throbbing against Violet’s bulge.

“I want it,” Violet moaned, her hands fumbling with Susan’s panties. She tugged them down, freeing Susan’s massive cock, its length glistening with precum, her orbs heavy and taut. Violet knelt, her lips brushing the tip, then took Susan into her mouth, her tongue swirling as she sucked greedily. Susan gasped, her fingers tangling in Violet’s hair, her weighty orbs tightening as pleasure surged.

“Violet,” Susan panted, pulling her up. She tore Violet’s panties aside, revealing her thick cock, nearly as impressive as Susan’s, and her substantial spheres, each one a perfect globe. Susan pushed Violet onto the desk, papers scattering, and lifted her legs, exposing her tight entrance. She spat into her hand, slicking her cock, and pressed the tip against Violet, easing in slowly.

Violet moaned, her H-cup treasures bouncing as Susan filled her, inch by inch, until her eleven-inch length was buried deep. “Fuck, Miss,” Violet gasped, her own cock twitching, precum dripping onto her satin bra. Susan gripped Violet’s hips, setting a steady rhythm, her weighty orbs slapping against Violet’s thighs with each thrust. The desk groaned under their weight, but Susan was lost in the heat of Violet’s body, her moans spurring her on.

“Harder,” Violet begged, her fingers stroking her own cock, her spheres swaying. Susan obliged, thrusting deeper, her cock stretching Violet’s tight heat. She reached down, cupping Violet’s hefty orbs, marveling at their weight, then squeezed gently, drawing a cry from Violet’s lips. The sensation pushed Violet over the edge—her cock pulsed, ropes of cum splattering across her satin-clad chest, her treasures quivering as she came.

Susan’s own release was close. The sight of Violet’s pleasure—her curves bouncing, her cock spent—sent her spiraling. With a final thrust, she came, her cock throbbing as she filled Violet, her weighty orbs tightening with each pulse. She collapsed forward, their sweat-slick bodies pressed together, Violet’s cum smearing between them.

For a moment, they lay there, panting, the office thick with the scent of sex. Then Violet giggled, brushing a curl from Susan’s face. “Best tutoring I’ve ever had, Miss.”

Susan pulled back, her cock softening as she adjusted her skirt, the silk panties damp against her skin. “This can’t happen again,” she said, though her voice wavered. She helped Violet fix her blouse, the teal satin bra now stained but still clinging to her curves. Violet’s skirt fell back into place, though it barely hid her softening bulge.

“We’ll see,” Violet said with a wink, hopping off the desk. She smoothed her hair and sauntered to the door, her hips swaying. “Thanks for the… lesson.” She slipped out, leaving Susan alone.

Susan sank into her chair, her K-cup assets heaving, her mind a whirl. She’d crossed another line, and the thrill of it warred with guilt. She tidied the desk, trying to focus, when a knock came again. Her heart leapt, but she steadied herself. “Come in,” she called.

Miss Gertrude Haverford entered, her tweed skirt hugging her hips, her J-cup treasures straining her blouse. She bent to set down a folder, her skirt riding up to reveal silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “Thought you might want these schedules,” she said, straightening with a smile. Her eyes narrowed, catching Susan’s flushed cheeks and the faint musk in the air. “Busy evening, love?”

Susan blushed, fumbling with her papers. “Just… helping a student.”

Gertrude chuckled, her chest heaving. “Oh, I know that look. My Roger’d be green with envy if he knew what goes on here. Says he can’t keep up with me, let alone the likes of Violet.” She leaned closer, her blouse gaping to show her satin bra. “You ever need a chat—or more—my door’s open.”

Susan smiled weakly. “Thanks, Gertrude. I’ll… keep that in mind.”

Gertrude patted her arm and left, her skirt swishing. Susan stared at the closed door, her body still humming from Violet’s touch. The term was young, and St. Titania’s was a labyrinth of desire—satin, silk, and endless curves. Susan wasn’t sure how much deeper she could fall, but the pull was undeniable.




Chapter Six: Shadows of Shelley

The morning mist clung to the grounds of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, softening the edges of the stone buildings as Susan Worthington made her way to her classroom. Her navy skirt, a touch less flouncy today but still short enough to hint at her lace stockings, swished with each step. Her cream silk blouse hugged her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath—woven with subtle ivy patterns—struggling to contain her voluptuous curves. Beneath her skirt, her silk panties cradled her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, a private weight that made trousers an impractical dream. After last night’s reckless encounter with Violet, Susan felt a mix of exhilaration and unease, determined to keep her focus on teaching.

The classroom was already buzzing when she arrived, the air thick with the scent of perfume and the rustle of uniforms. The students, all eighteen and radiant, filled the room with their extraordinary beauty. Their short pleated skirts barely grazed their thighs, and their tight blouses strained over curves that seemed to defy gravity, each supported by a bespoke satin bra visible through half-open buttons. Susan set her books on the desk, her auburn curls catching the light from the tall windows. Her monumental assets quivered as she took a deep breath, steeling herself for the lesson on Percy Bysshe Shelley.

“Good morning, ladies,” Susan said, her voice clear despite the flutter in her chest. “Today, we’re discussing Shelley’s Ode to the West Wind. Let’s explore its themes of transformation.”

A shemale student named Poppy, with G-cup treasures and golden hair, raised her hand. Her blouse parted slightly, revealing a lilac satin bra with delicate embroidery. “Miss Worthington, is this the one about storms? My girlfriend says it’s all bluster, but she’s not exactly… deep.” Poppy shifted, her skirt riding up to hint at silk panties stretched over her substantial spheres, their weight evident even seated.

Susan smiled, ignoring the distraction. “It’s about change, Poppy, not just storms. Shelley’s calling for renewal. What do you think he’s renewing?”

Poppy shrugged, her chest jiggling. “Dunno. My girlfriend’s always on about renewing our wardrobe. Says my skirts don’t show enough.” A ripple of giggles spread through the room, and Susan noted Poppy’s skirt, which barely concealed her prodigious endowments.

“Let’s stay with the poem,” Susan said, turning to the blackboard. As she wrote key phrases, she felt the students’ eyes on her, their gazes lingering on her blouse, which clung to her curves, and her skirt, which swished to reveal glimpses of lace. She pushed on, discussing Shelley’s imagery, but the room was a minefield of distractions.

A girl named Daisy, with I-cup glories, leaned forward to ask a question, her blouse gaping to show a peach satin bra. “Miss, is Shelley saying we should all change? My boyfriend’s hopeless—saw Poppy in the showers, and let’s just say he’s not in her league.” Her skirt inched up, revealing lace garters, and Susan quickly looked away.

“Daisy, focus on the text,” Susan said, keeping her tone firm. “Shelley’s talking about broader forces, not personal… comparisons.”

Another shemale, Charlotte, with J-cup assets, dropped her pencil and bent to retrieve it, her skirt flipping up to reveal crimson silk panties clinging to her hefty spheres. “Clumsy me,” she said with a grin, lingering a moment before straightening. Her blouse strained, the satin bra beneath peeking out, and Susan’s cheeks warmed.

The lesson stumbled forward, punctuated by sighs and whispers. A girl named Lily, with H-cup treasures, adjusted her stockings, her skirt riding up to show her creamy thighs. “My boyfriend hates poetry,” she muttered to her neighbor. “Says it’s pointless, but then, he’s barely got enough… spark to light a match.” Her satin bra, pale blue and lacy, gleamed through her blouse, and Susan pretended not to hear.

When the bell rang, Susan exhaled, relieved. “Read Prometheus Unbound for tomorrow,” she called as the students gathered their things. “And let’s try to keep the chatter on Shelley.”

Most filed out, but Violet lingered, her teal satin bra visible as she adjusted her blouse. “Miss, I’m still struggling,” she said, her voice soft but laced with intent. Her skirt swished, hinting at her weighty orbs beneath silk panties, and Susan’s pulse quickened, memories of last night flooding back.

“Come by during office hours,” Susan said, keeping her tone neutral. “We’ll go over it properly.”

Violet smirked and sauntered out, leaving Susan to gather her books. She headed to the staff room for a break, hoping for a moment of calm. The room was cozy, with plush armchairs and a tea urn steaming in the corner. Miss Evelyn Marwood was there, her ruby sweater hugging her H-cup glories. She bent to pick up a biscuit, her pencil skirt riding up to reveal a glimpse of her garter belt. “Morning, Susan,” she said, straightening with a smile. “Surviving the girls?”

“Barely,” Susan admitted, pouring tea. Her K-cup assets heaved as she sat, her skirt riding up slightly. “They’re relentless.”

Evelyn laughed, her curves jiggling. “That’s St. Titania’s for you. My last beau gave up after one term here—said he couldn’t compete with the… scenery.” Her eyes twinkled, and Susan wondered if Evelyn suspected anything about her late-night tutoring.

Miss Gertrude Haverford swept in, her tweed skirt as snug as ever, her J-cup treasures straining her blouse. She bent to set down a stack of papers, her skirt inching up to reveal silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “These schedules,” she muttered, straightening with a grin. “Always a mess.” She joined them, sipping tea. “How’s our new star, Susan? My Roger’s been sulky since I mentioned Charlotte’s… attributes. Poor lad’s got nothing on her.”

Susan smiled, sipping her tea to hide her flush. “Just trying to teach them something, Gertrude.”

“You will,” Gertrude said, patting her arm. “But don’t be surprised if they teach you a bit about… indulgence. This place has a way of unraveling you.”

Evelyn nodded. “Join us at the faculty lounge tonight. A glass of wine does wonders after dodging skirts all day.”

“I might,” Susan said, though her mind was on Violet’s lingering glance. She excused herself, heading to her office to prepare for the afternoon. The corridors were quieter now, but she passed a group of students by the fountain. One shemale, Beatrice, bent to tie her shoe, her skirt flipping up to show emerald silk panties clinging to her substantial spheres. “These laces,” Beatrice said with a laugh, catching Susan’s eye.

Susan hurried on, her blouse clinging to her curves, her skirt swishing. St. Titania’s was a whirlwind of satin, lace, and temptation, and though she’d vowed to keep her focus, the pull of its beauty was relentless. As she reached her office, she steeled herself for the hours ahead—one poem, one curve, one fleeting glance at a time.




Chapter Seven: Tangled in Temptation

The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across Susan Worthington’s office at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, its golden light filtering through the heavy drapes. Susan sat at her desk, her navy skirt riding up to reveal the delicate lace of her stockings. Her cream silk blouse clung to her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath—adorned with intricate forget-me-nots—straining to contain her voluptuous curves. Beneath her skirt, her silk panties stretched taut over her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, the fabric damp with anticipation. The morning’s lesson on Shelley had been a trial of focus, and Violet’s lingering promise of a visit had left Susan restless, her body humming with unresolved desire.

A knock at the door snapped her from her thoughts. Susan adjusted her blouse, her monumental assets quivering, and called, “Come in,” her voice betraying a hint of nerves.

The door opened, and Poppy, the golden-haired shemale with G-cup treasures, stepped inside, closing it softly. Her uniform skirt was scandalously short, swishing against her thighs, and her blouse parted to reveal a lilac satin bra that barely held her magnificent orbs. Poppy’s eyes sparkled with intent as she approached, her hips swaying. “Miss Worthington,” she said, her voice low, “I’m struggling with Prometheus Unbound. Thought you might… guide me.”

Susan’s pulse raced. Poppy’s gaze roamed over her blouse, then dropped to her skirt, where the outline of her prodigious endowment was unmistakable. “Poppy,” Susan said, trying to maintain control, “let’s sit and review the text. Where are you stuck?”

Poppy ignored the chair, perching on the edge of the desk instead. Her skirt rode up, revealing silk panties stretched over her substantial spheres, their weight evident even through the fabric. “It’s not just the poem, Miss,” she said, unbuttoning her blouse slowly. “It’s you. I can’t stop thinking about… this.” Her blouse fell open, exposing her satin bra, its lace trim framing her curves. She leaned forward, her skirt flipping higher, showcasing her hefty orbs, each one straining the silk.

Susan’s breath hitched. She knew she should stop this—Violet’s visit had been reckless, Rose’s even more so—but Poppy’s boldness ignited a fire she couldn’t douse. “Poppy, this is wrong,” she murmured, even as her hands reached for Poppy’s blouse, tugging it off to reveal her G-cup assets, the satin bra barely containing them. Susan’s fingers traced the lace, eliciting a soft moan from Poppy.

“Wrong feels so good,” Poppy whispered, her hands finding Susan’s skirt. She yanked it up, exposing Susan’s silk panties, stretched obscenely over her eleven-inch cock, now fully erect, and her weighty orbs, swaying with each breath. “Fuck, Miss,” Poppy breathed, her eyes wide. “My girlfriend’s got nothing on you.”

Susan groaned as Poppy’s fingers brushed her bulge, the silk amplifying every touch. She unhooked Poppy’s bra, the lilac satin falling away to reveal her magnificent orbs, their rosy peaks hardening under Susan’s gaze. Susan leaned down, taking one in her mouth, her tongue swirling as Poppy gasped, her hands fumbling with Susan’s panties.

Poppy tugged them down, freeing Susan’s massive cock, its length glistening with precum, her hefty orbs taut and heavy. “God, these,” Poppy murmured, cupping Susan’s orbs, each one filling her palm. She stroked Susan’s cock slowly, her touch sending shivers through Susan’s body. Susan pulled back, her control slipping, and lifted Poppy’s skirt, tearing her silk panties aside to reveal her thick cock, nearly as impressive as Susan’s, and her substantial spheres, each one a perfect globe.

“Tell me you want this,” Susan growled, her cock throbbing against Poppy’s entrance, her orbs brushing Poppy’s thighs.

“I want it,” Poppy moaned, hooking her legs around Susan’s waist. “Fuck me, Miss.”

Susan spat into her hand, slicking her cock, and pressed into Poppy’s tight heat, inch by inch, until her eleven-inch length was fully sheathed. Poppy cried out, her G-cup treasures bouncing with each thrust. Susan gripped her hips, setting a relentless pace, her weighty orbs slapping against Poppy’s thighs, the sound mingling with Poppy’s moans. The desk creaked, papers scattering, but Susan was lost in the rhythm, Poppy’s body clenching around her.

“Harder,” Poppy begged, her fingers stroking her own cock, her spheres swaying. Susan thrust deeper, her cock stretching Poppy’s heat, her orbs tightening with each movement. She reached down, squeezing Poppy’s hefty spheres gently, drawing a gasp from Poppy’s lips. The sensation pushed Poppy over the edge—her cock pulsed, ropes of cum splattering across her chest, her satin-clad curves quivering as she came.

Susan’s release was imminent. The sight of Poppy’s pleasure—her bouncing assets, her spent cock—sent her spiraling. With a final thrust, she came, her cock throbbing as she filled Poppy, her weighty orbs pulsing with each wave. She collapsed forward, their sweat-slick bodies pressed together, Poppy’s cum smearing between them.

For a moment, they lay there, panting, the office thick with the scent of their desire. Then Poppy giggled, brushing a curl from Susan’s face. “Best lesson yet, Miss.”

Susan pulled back, her cock softening as she adjusted her skirt, the silk panties damp against her skin. “This can’t keep happening,” she said, though her voice lacked conviction. She helped Poppy fix her blouse, the lilac satin bra back in place, though it seemed tighter now, stained with traces of their passion.

Poppy smirked, hopping off the desk. “Sure, Miss. Until next time.” She smoothed her skirt, which barely hid her softening bulge, and sauntered to the door, blowing Susan a kiss before slipping out.

Susan sank into her chair, her K-cup assets heaving, her mind a whirl of guilt and thrill. She’d crossed yet another line, and the weight of it pressed on her. She tidied the desk, trying to focus, when a knock came again. Her heart leapt, but she steadied herself. “Come in,” she called.

Miss Evelyn Marwood entered, her ruby sweater hugging her H-cup glories, her pencil skirt accentuating her hips. She bent to set down a stack of exams, her skirt riding up to reveal a glimpse of her garter belt. “Thought you might want these for tomorrow,” she said, straightening with a smile. Her eyes narrowed, catching Susan’s flushed cheeks and the faint musk lingering in the air. “Busy afternoon, Susan?”

Susan blushed, fumbling with her papers. “Just… tutoring.”

Evelyn chuckled, her curves jiggling. “Oh, I bet. My last beau couldn’t handle the… energy here. Said he felt small next to the likes of Poppy.” She leaned closer, her blouse gaping to show her satin bra. “You ever need to unwind, the faculty lounge is open late. Wine helps.”

Susan smiled weakly. “Thanks, Evelyn. I’ll think about it.”

Evelyn patted her arm and left, her skirt swishing. Susan stared at the closed door, her body still thrumming from Poppy’s touch. St. Titania’s was a cauldron of satin, lace, and unrelenting desire, and Susan was sinking deeper with every encounter. The term stretched ahead, a maze of curves and temptation, and she wasn’t sure how much longer she could resist its pull.




Chapter Eight: Whispers of the Lounge

The evening air was cool as Susan Worthington stepped out of her office, the stone corridors of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies quiet save for the distant hum of student chatter. Her navy skirt, slightly less daring today but still short enough to graze her lace stockings, swished softly. Her cream silk blouse clung to her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath—stitched with tiny orchids—struggling to contain her voluptuous curves. Beneath her skirt, her silk panties cradled her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, a private burden that made her movements deliberate. After her encounter with Poppy, Susan felt a tangle of exhilaration and guilt, and she craved the normalcy of the faculty lounge to clear her head.

The lounge was tucked in a cozy corner of the main building, its oak-paneled walls warmed by a crackling fire. Susan paused at the door, adjusting her blouse, her monumental assets quivering slightly. She’d promised Evelyn she’d consider joining, and tonight, the idea of wine and conversation felt like a lifeline. Pushing open the door, she was greeted by the murmur of voices and the clink of glasses.

Miss Evelyn Marwood lounged in an armchair, her ruby sweater hugging her H-cup glories. Her pencil skirt rode up as she crossed her legs, revealing a hint of her garter belt. “Susan, you made it!” she called, raising her glass. “Come, sit. You look like you need this.” Her smile was warm, but her eyes held a knowing glint, as if she sensed the storm beneath Susan’s composure.

Susan smiled, settling into a plush chair. “It’s been a long day,” she admitted, her skirt inching up to show the lace trim of her stockings. Her K-cup assets heaved as she leaned back, grateful for the fire’s warmth.

Miss Gertrude Haverford was there too, her tweed skirt as snug as ever, her J-cup treasures straining her blouse. She bent to pour wine from a decanter, her skirt riding up to reveal silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “These bottles,” she muttered, straightening with a grin. “Always hiding at the back.” She handed Susan a glass, her chest heaving. “Here, love. This’ll soothe the soul after wrangling those girls.”

“Thanks, Gertrude,” Susan said, sipping the rich red wine. Its warmth spread through her, easing the tension in her shoulders. The lounge was a haven, filled with the soft glow of lamps and the scent of polished wood, a stark contrast to the charged atmosphere of her classroom.

Evelyn leaned forward, her sweater clinging to her curves. “So, how’s our star teacher faring? The girls giving you a run for your money?” Her blouse gaped slightly, revealing a cream satin bra, and Susan quickly averted her eyes.

“They’re… spirited,” Susan said, choosing her words carefully. “Shelley’s a tough sell when half the room’s more interested in their boyfriends’ shortcomings.”

Gertrude laughed, her assets jiggling. “Oh, don’t I know it. My Roger’s been in a huff since I mentioned Poppy’s… equipment. Poor lad’s got nothing to compete with, and he knows it.” She sighed, adjusting her blouse, which strained over her satin bra. “Sometimes I wonder why I bother with him when there’s so much… talent here.”

Susan blushed, sipping her wine to hide her discomfort. The memory of Poppy’s curves, her silk-clad spheres, flashed through her mind, but she pushed it away. “I just want them to learn something,” she said. “Poetry’s worth it, even if they don’t see it yet.”

“You’ll get there,” Evelyn said, patting her hand. “But don’t be surprised if they teach you a thing or two about… letting go. This place has a way of unraveling you.” Her fingers lingered a moment, and Susan wondered if Evelyn’s warmth held more than friendship.

The door opened, and Miss Clara Honeywell swept in, her emerald sweater accentuating her H-cup glories. She bent to set down a tray of biscuits, her pencil skirt riding up to reveal lace garters. “Thought we’d need sustenance,” she said, straightening with a smile. “Evening, Susan. Surviving the chaos?”

“Barely,” Susan said, smiling back. Clara’s presence was grounding, her easy laugh a reminder that not every moment at St. Titania’s was charged with temptation. Still, Susan noted Clara’s blouse, which gaped to show a peach satin bra, and felt the familiar pull of the school’s beauty.

Clara joined them, pouring herself a glass. “My last beau gave up after one dance here,” she said, her chest heaving as she laughed. “Said he couldn’t keep up with the… scenery. Honestly, after seeing what some of our girls are packing, I don’t blame him.”

Gertrude snorted. “Scenery’s the word. Did you see Violet in the quad today? Bent over to pick up a book, skirt up to here, showing off those spheres like she was born to it.” She mimed a dramatic bend, her own skirt inching up to hint at her silk-clad endowments.

Susan’s cheeks warmed, but she laughed, the wine loosening her reserve. “It’s relentless. Every dropped pencil’s a performance.”

Evelyn grinned. “That’s St. Titania’s. You’ll get used to it—or you won’t, and that’s half the fun.” She raised her glass. “To surviving the curves.”

They clinked glasses, and Susan felt a flicker of belonging. The lounge was a bubble, a place where she could breathe without the weight of student gazes or her own reckless desires. Yet even here, the school’s allure was inescapable—Gertrude’s blouse straining, Evelyn’s garters peeking, Clara’s curves bouncing as she reached for a biscuit.

As the evening wore on, the conversation turned to lighter things: books, music, the upcoming spring dance. Susan listened, her mind drifting to her next lesson. She’d planned to tackle Byron, but the thought of his fiery verses in a room full of flipping skirts made her wary. Still, the wine and laughter bolstered her resolve—she’d find a way to teach, no matter the distractions.

Gertrude yawned, her J-cup assets heaving. “Time for me to turn in. Roger’ll be waiting, sulky or not.” She stood, adjusting her skirt, which clung to her hips. “You should join us more often, Susan. Does wonders for the spirit.”

“I will,” Susan promised, rising too. Her skirt swished, her blouse clinging to her curves, and she felt every eye on her as she moved to the door. Evelyn followed, her sweater accentuating her form.

“Walk you out?” Evelyn offered, her smile soft. “It’s dark, and these corridors can be… distracting.”

Susan nodded, grateful. They stepped into the hall, the fire’s warmth fading behind them. The corridors were empty, but Susan caught a glimpse of a student—Beatrice, the shemale with emerald silk panties—bending to tie her shoe by the staircase, her skirt flipping up to reveal her hefty spheres. “These laces,” Beatrice muttered, catching Susan’s eye with a grin.

Susan hurried on, Evelyn at her side, their footsteps echoing. St. Titania’s was a world of satin, lace, and endless allure, but tonight, Susan felt a spark of control. She’d teach, she’d laugh, she’d navigate the curves—one lesson, one glass of wine, one steady breath at a time.




Chapter Nine: Fire of Byron

The late morning light streamed through the tall windows of Susan Worthington’s classroom at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, casting a warm glow over the polished desks. Susan stood at the front, her navy skirt riding up slightly to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. Her cream silk blouse strained over her K-cup splendours, the satin brassiere beneath—embroidered with tiny jasmine blooms—barely containing her voluptuous curves. Beneath her skirt, her silk panties clung to her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, the fabric taut with a restless heat. Last night’s respite in the faculty lounge had steadied her, but the morning’s lesson on Byron had her on edge, his fiery verses a dangerous spark in a room full of temptation.

The classroom buzzed with students, their short pleated skirts swishing, their tight blouses straining over curves that seemed to defy gravity. Susan’s heart raced as she began. “Good morning, ladies,” she said, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest. “Today, we’re diving into Byron’s Don Juan. Let’s discuss its passion and defiance.”

A shemale student named Charlotte, with J-cup treasures and auburn hair, leaned forward, her blouse gaping to reveal a crimson satin bra. “Miss Worthington, is this the one where he’s all… wild? My girlfriend says it’s like her, but she’s not exactly… subtle.” Her skirt rode up, hinting at silk panties stretched over her substantial spheres, their weight evident even seated.

Susan smiled, ignoring the distraction. “Byron’s wild, Charlotte, but it’s his words we’re after. What makes Don Juan defiant?”

Charlotte shrugged, her chest jiggling, but before she could answer, the door opened, and Miss Evelyn Marwood slipped in, her ruby sweater hugging her H-cup glories. “Mind if I observe, Susan?” she asked, her pencil skirt accentuating her hips as she bent to set a notebook on a desk, revealing a glimpse of her garter belt. “I’m curious how you handle Byron.”

Susan’s pulse quickened. “Of course, Evelyn,” she said, gesturing to a chair. Evelyn’s presence, warm yet probing, added a new layer of tension. Susan pressed on, discussing Byron’s themes, but the room was a whirlwind of distractions—skirts flipping, blouses straining, and now Evelyn’s gaze, lingering on Susan’s curves.

The lesson ended, and as students filed out, Evelyn lingered, her sweater clinging to her form. “Impressive, Susan,” she said, stepping closer. “But you look… tense. Care to join me in my office for a chat?” Her eyes flicked to Susan’s skirt, where the outline of her endowment was faint but unmistakable.

Susan hesitated, the memory of Poppy and Violet flashing through her mind. “Sure,” she said, her voice betraying a tremor. They walked to Evelyn’s office, a cozy space lined with books and a velvet chaise. Evelyn closed the door, the click loud in the quiet.

“You’re doing well,” Evelyn said, perching on the desk, her skirt riding up to show her lace garters. “But this place… it gets under your skin.” She unbuttoned her sweater slowly, revealing a cream satin bra that struggled to contain her H-cup assets. “Sometimes you need to let go.”

Susan’s breath caught. “Evelyn, we shouldn’t—”

“Shouldn’t’s overrated,” Evelyn murmured, tugging Susan’s blouse open to expose her jasmine-stitched bra, her K-cup curves spilling over the cups. Evelyn’s fingers traced the lace, sending a shiver through Susan. “God, you’re stunning,” she whispered, yanking Susan’s skirt up to reveal her silk panties, stretched obscenely over her eleven-inch cock, now hardening, and her weighty orbs, swaying heavily.

Susan groaned, her resolve crumbling. She pulled Evelyn’s sweater off, unhooking her bra to free her magnificent orbs, their rosy peaks hardening under Susan’s touch. Evelyn moaned, her hands fumbling with Susan’s panties, tugging them down to release Susan’s massive cock, its length glistening, her hefty orbs taut. “Fuck,” Evelyn breathed, stroking the shaft, her fingers barely circling it. “No wonder the girls can’t focus.”

Susan lifted Evelyn onto the desk, books scattering, and tore her skirt up, exposing her lace panties, damp with arousal. As a woman, Evelyn’s curves were all softness, her slick folds glistening. Susan spat into her hand, slicking her cock, and pressed the tip against Evelyn’s entrance. “Tell me you want this,” Susan growled, her orbs brushing Evelyn’s thighs.

“I want it,” Evelyn moaned, hooking her legs around Susan’s waist. “Fuck me, Susan.”

Susan thrust forward, her eleven-inch cock sliding into Evelyn’s tight heat, inch by inch, until she was fully sheathed. Evelyn gasped, her H-cup treasures bouncing with each movement. Susan gripped her hips, setting a relentless pace, her weighty orbs slapping against Evelyn’s thighs, the sound mingling with Evelyn’s cries. The desk groaned, but Susan was lost in the rhythm, Evelyn’s body clenching around her.

“Harder,” Evelyn begged, her fingers rubbing her swollen clit, her curves quivering. Susan thrust deeper, her cock stretching Evelyn’s heat, her orbs tightening with each movement. She reached down, cupping Evelyn’s assets, squeezing gently, drawing a moan from Evelyn’s lips. The sensation pushed Evelyn over the edge—her body shuddered, her orgasm ripping through her with a cry, her slick walls pulsing around Susan’s cock.

Susan’s release was close. The sight of Evelyn’s pleasure—her bouncing curves, her flushed skin—sent her spiraling. With a final thrust, she came, her cock throbbing as she filled Evelyn, her weighty orbs pulsing with each wave. She collapsed forward, their sweat-slick bodies pressed together, Evelyn’s breath hot against her neck.

For a moment, they lay there, panting, the office thick with the scent of their passion. Then Evelyn chuckled, brushing a curl from Susan’s face. “Better than wine, I’d say.”

Susan pulled back, her cock softening as she adjusted her skirt, the silk panties damp against her skin. “This… can’t keep happening,” she said, though her voice wavered. She helped Evelyn fix her sweater, the cream satin bra back in place, though it seemed tighter now, marked by their heat.

Evelyn smirked, hopping off the desk. “We’ll see, darling.” She smoothed her skirt, which barely hid her flushed thighs, and sauntered to the door. “You know where to find me.”

Susan sank into a chair, her K-cup assets heaving, her mind a whirl of guilt and thrill. She’d crossed another line, this time with a colleague, and the weight of it pressed on her. She tidied the desk, trying to focus, when a knock came. Her heart leapt, but she steadied herself. “Come in,” she called.

Miss Gertrude Haverford entered, her tweed skirt hugging her hips, her J-cup treasures straining her blouse. She bent to set down a folder, her skirt riding up to reveal silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “Schedules for next week,” she said, straightening with a grin. Her eyes narrowed, catching Susan’s flushed cheeks. “Busy morning, love?”

Susan blushed, fumbling with her papers. “Just… teaching.”

Gertrude chuckled, her chest heaving. “Oh, I bet. My Roger’d be useless after a day here. Says he can’t keep up with the likes of Evelyn.” She leaned closer, her blouse gaping to show her satin bra. “You ever need a chat, my door’s open.”

Susan smiled weakly. “Thanks, Gertrude.”

Gertrude patted her arm and left, her skirt swishing. Susan stared at the closed door, her body still thrumming from Evelyn’s touch. St. Titania’s was a labyrinth of satin, lace, and unrelenting desire, and Susan was sinking deeper with every step—curves, whispers, and all.




Chapter Ten: The Dance of Spring

The grand hall of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies shimmered under the glow of crystal chandeliers, transformed for the annual spring dance into a vision of opulence. Susan Worthington stood near the entrance, her navy skirt replaced by a floor-length emerald gown that hugged her curves, its plunging neckline showcasing her K-cup splendours. The satin brassiere beneath, embroidered with delicate ferns, strained to contain her voluptuous assets, while her silk panties clung to her eleven-inch endowment and weighty orbs, hidden beneath the gown’s flowing fabric. The term had been a whirlwind of passion and poetry, and tonight marked its crescendo—a celebration Susan both dreaded and craved.

The hall buzzed with students, their dresses a riot of satin and lace, each one tailored to flaunt their extraordinary figures. Short skirts had given way to gowns, but the effect was no less daring—slits revealing thighs, bodices straining over curves. Susan’s auburn curls were pinned loosely, catching the light as she scanned the crowd, her heart a mix of nerves and resolve. After months of succumbing to temptation—Rose, Violet, Poppy, Evelyn—she’d vowed to end the term with restraint, to be the teacher she’d meant to be.

Miss Evelyn Marwood glided over, her ruby gown accentuating her H-cup glories, its neckline plunging to reveal a cream satin bra. “You look divine, Susan,” she said, her smile warm but laced with memory. She bent to adjust her shoe, her gown’s slit parting to show lace garters, and Susan’s cheeks warmed at the flash of their shared moment. “Ready for the chaos?”

“Barely,” Susan admitted, her assets heaving as she laughed. “But I’m here to chaperone, not… indulge.”

Evelyn’s eyes twinkled. “Good luck with that.”

The music swelled, a lively waltz, and students flooded the dance floor. Susan spotted Violet, her teal gown clinging to her G-cup treasures, the fabric hinting at her substantial spheres beneath. Violet twirled with a girlfriend, her skirt flaring to reveal silk panties, and Susan quickly looked away. Nearby, Poppy swayed in a lilac gown, her H-cup assets bouncing, her skirt riding up to show her weighty orbs against satin. Rose, in pink satin, laughed with a partner, her J-cup curves quivering, her gown’s slit exposing lace stockings.

Susan moved through the crowd, her gown swishing, acutely aware of the eyes on her—students, teachers, even the few boyfriends brave enough to attend. One, Daisy’s beau, looked sulky as Daisy, in a peach gown with I-cup glories, whispered to Charlotte about his “lacking spark.” Charlotte, her J-cup assets straining her crimson gown, bent to fix her hem, her skirt parting to reveal silk-clad spheres, and the boyfriend’s face reddened.

Miss Gertrude Haverford joined Susan, her silver gown hugging her J-cup treasures. She bent to pick up a dropped fan, her skirt’s slit revealing silk panties stretched over her hefty spheres. “These dances,” she muttered, straightening with a grin. “Always a spectacle. My Roger stayed home—says he can’t compete with this lot.” Her eyes flicked to Susan’s gown. “You’re stealing the show, love.”

Susan blushed. “I’m just trying to keep things calm.”

Gertrude chuckled. “Fat chance.”

As the night wore on, Susan chaperoned diligently, breaking up overly close dances and steering tipsy students toward punch. Yet the air was thick with allure—gowns slipping, bras peeking, curves swaying. Lily, in a blue gown with H-cup assets, adjusted her straps, her satin bra gleaming, and sighed to a friend, “My boyfriend’s useless after seeing Poppy’s… equipment.” Susan pretended not to hear, her resolve tested by every glance.

Near midnight, the music slowed, and Evelyn pulled Susan onto the floor. “One dance,” she insisted, her hands warm on Susan’s waist. Their gowns brushed together, Evelyn’s curves pressing close, and Susan’s pulse raced, memories of their office encounter stirring. But she kept her grip light, her eyes on the chandelier, determined to stay professional.

“You’ve changed us, Susan,” Evelyn murmured, her breath tickling Susan’s ear. “The girls talk about your lessons, not just your… figure. You’ve done more than you think.”

Susan smiled, her K-cup assets heaving. “I hope so. I came here to teach, not… lose myself.”

“You’ve done both,” Evelyn said, squeezing her hand. “And that’s St. Titania’s magic.”

The dance ended, and Susan stepped back, her gown swishing. The hall was thinning, students drifting to dorms, their laughter echoing. Susan lingered, watching Violet and Poppy share a final twirl, their gowns flaring to reveal silk and lace. Rose waved goodbye, her pink gown shimmering, and Susan felt a pang—not of desire, but pride. They’d learned something, even amid the chaos.

Gertrude joined her, her silver gown catching the light. “Term’s over, love. What now?”

Susan adjusted her gown, her silk panties shifting against her endowments. “I’ll be back,” she said. “There’s more to teach—and learn.”

Gertrude patted her arm, her blouse gaping to show her satin bra. “That’s the spirit. This place never lets you go.”

As Susan left the hall, the cool night air greeted her, the stars bright above. She passed the quad, where Beatrice bent to pick up a dropped ribbon, her gown’s slit revealing emerald silk panties and her hefty spheres. “These ribbons,” Beatrice muttered, grinning at Susan, who smiled and kept walking.

St. Titania’s was a world of satin, lace, and unrelenting beauty, and Susan had navigated its temptations—stumbling, falling, but rising stronger. She’d taught poetry, sparked minds, and found her own fire. As she reached her quarters, her gown swishing, her curves swaying, she felt ready for the next term—one lesson, one curve, one steady breath at a time.
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