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Foreword

 


Hello readers, just a quick note
before we begin the storytelling. Goodbye, Miss Granger
makes repeated pop culture references to the Harry Potter series of
books written by J.K. Rowling and later adapted into a spectacular
series of movies.

Let me say right now: if you are
looking for erotic Harry Potter fan fiction, THIS IS NOT IT. I have
heard that J.K. Rowling disapproves of it and I’m not going there;
this is a story about a woman named Jeannie Granger who grew up
loving the books and rueing the movies because of her resemblance
to Emma Watson, the young actress who played Hermione Granger in
all eight Harry Potter movies. Jeannie (as an adult) has some hot
and steamy sex in my story, but it is not about Hermione Granger or
Emma Watson. So there!

If you are not familiar with the
Harry Potter books and movies, fear not; being a fan is not
important to enjoy my story. Most of what you need to know is right
there in the story, but here are the missing bits that will help
you make some of connections in the plot that I don’t spell out. If
you ARE well-versed in Harry Potter, feel free to skip ahead to the
Prologue.

The Harry Potter series follows
a group of children through their years at an English boarding
school called Hogwarts; it’s a school for young witches and wizards
to learn magic. The title character, Harry Potter, is supported by
two best friends through his adventures: Hermione Granger and Ron
Weasley; these two develop a love interest as they grow into later
teen years.

With each of the seven stories,
the children grow a year older. At the beginning of the first
movie, the child actors were all eleven years old, so fans of the
series essentially got to see them grow up. All the child actors
were wonderful choices, but the casting of Emma Watson was either
inspired or tin-ass lucky. At eleven years old she was a cute
little kid, but over the course of the next ten years she developed
an unconventional beauty that was a perfect fit to her bookish
character.

Her developing beauty was not
lost on the movie producers. The makers of the second-last movie,
Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows Part 1, placed
18-year-old Watson in a modest but gorgeous scoop-neck red dress;
and that one decision placed her on the bedroom wall of a million
teenage boys around the world.

She was simply stunning. Google
“Hermione Red Dress” to see what I’m talking about. There was only
a few minutes of actual footage in the movie, but there are
articles, interviews, hundreds of promotional fashion pictures and
movie stills, ‘How-To’ guides and blogs galore. AND THIS IS A
DEMURE DRESS! There is no diving neckline here. No racy hem-line
showing her knickers. Watson is small busted and she had a push-up
bra to give her a helping-hand in the cleavage stakes, but her
appearance in this otherwise modest dress gathered the young
actress at least as many teenage admirers as any Hollywood cup-cake
with her boobs hanging out in a comic-book remake.

Trust me. Google “Hermione Red
Dress”. Watson is either eighteen or nineteen in these photos, so
I’m not trying to put you onto some kind of kiddie porn. Add about
five to seven years and this is how I want you to imagine Jeannie
Granger at the beginning of Goodbye, Miss Granger.

Lastly, believe it or not, I
chose the name Jeannie for my character before I ever watched
Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows Part 1, where
Hermione’s middle name is revealed to be Jean. And I never even
read the book! It was just a happy coincidence that I’m pleased to
accept.

Thanks for reading. Let’s begin
the story.

 


 



Prologue

 


“Miss Granger, may I ask a
question?”

Oh shit, here we go. Class
smart-ass, Craig Wellman. It was the last week of school and
the Year 12s were getting feisty; we’d spent the school year
preparing them for life after high-school, treating them like
adults, loosening the apron strings and encouraging them to engage
us as peers, if not as equals. It worked for most of them; at
eighteen they can legally drive a car or drink a beer; though
preferably not at the same time. Heck, they could fight in a war;
they’re adults after all.

But there were always
exceptions. Not every kid matured at the same rate; some of them
were little more than overgrown twelve-year-olds with side-burns
and hair on their chest. I know that sounds sexist and maybe it is;
the girls for the most part were fine. But the boys? Oh my
goodness, the boys! For a young teacher … check that; for a young
female teacher; 5’4” in sensible heels and 54 kilograms (118
pounds), some of these boys were double my size; it was challenging
to give them a little adult responsibility and still maintain
enough respect to keep control of the class.

And dick-heads like Craig
Wellman did not help matters.

“Yes Craig,” audible sigh from
me.

“Miss Granger,” he began in a
refined British accent, snorting back a laugh before he could
deliver the punch-line. “Can you give us the third unforgivable
spell?”

Raucous guffaws from most of the
boys; rolling eyes from the girls. Harry Potter jokes were nothing
new to me; I’d shared a surname with J.K Rowling’s famous
girl-witch, Hermione Granger, for over half of my life and believe
me, I had dealt with worse than Craig Wellman’s dull wit over the
years. A LOT worse.

“Well Craig,” I chirped
brightly, not wanting to let him see that he had hit a tender spot.
“They’re ’Unforgivable Curses’, not spells,” that deflated
him a little bit. “I’ll have to consult my ‘Goblet of Fire’
first-edition, but I believe the third Unforgivable Curse is
Broomenema.”

That stopped him dead. A look of
confusion crossed his face, momentarily stifling the giggles.

“Broom-what?”

“Broomenema,” I smiled. “That’s
when you turn the head of your broomstick into your ass. It’s not
so much unforgivable as ill-advised.”

The class dissolved into
screaming chaos. Bazinga! Gotcha, Craigie-waigie!

I’d taken a bit of a chance
burning a student with a relatively ribald joke like that, but
Craig was the class clown after all. It took him a few extra
seconds to get it and then he was laughing out long and loud with
the rest of them.

I walked through the rows of
desks and used my physical presence to restore order; giving Craig
a smile and an ‘I’m watching you’ two-fingered salute at my eyes as
I passed him at the back of the class.

Just as the laughter was dying
down, a voice chimed in from near the front. “If I was you, Craig,
I’d give the bristle end a miss as well.”

More laughter from everybody,
although I was pleased to note it wasn’t quite as raucous as for my
joke. I did a quick scan to find the comedian: Josh Kerrigan. He’s
tall – well, they all are compared to me – and has a trim, manly
body for an 18-year-old, sandy blonde hair and a ready smile with
nice, straight teeth. He’s not the captain of the football team, or
a super athlete, or a nerdy genius; he’s just a normal kid … a
normal, good-looking kid … with a ripped chest … okay, it’s
possible I have a little crush on him.

As I walked back to the front of
class, Josh held out his fingers at hip-level and I couldn’t help
myself; I gave him a little low-five as I went past. It felt nice.
Am I a bad teacher? I suppressed a pang of guilt as I
thought about my fiancé for a moment. Am I a bad fiancée? I
don’t think so; it doesn’t hurt to look, right?

Just a few more moments before
the bell rang; I had planned to have a little fun with them and
maybe give them an opportunity to learn something useful for a
change. I still had time.

“Okay, one week of high school
left, you lot,” I called out to a muted series of cheers. “So, I’m
giving you …” pause for effect. “Homework!” Groans and grand ‘why
me’ gestures all round. “Wait for it, wait for it!” I quietened
them, trying to hide my smile. “And I want it on my desk,” another
pause to build up tension, “next Friday morning in class.”

Stunned silence all round. Next
Friday was the last day of school for the Year 12s; also known as
Muck-Up Day. They would party all night Thursday, drinking alcohol
and setting up practical jokes for the rest of the school to see
when they came in; and even though the teachers would still turn up
to class, tradition dictated that none of the students ever
did.

Nobody was game to admit that
they wouldn’t be turning up on Friday morning and they were trying
to silently work out among themselves whether I was joking about
the homework without tipping me off.

I allowed myself a little smirk
to let them know this was optional homework, although I really did
hope that some of them would take it seriously and try to impress
me.

“I want you to write me an
essay,” I continued.

There was a much louder chorus
of confusion this time. Mathematics teachers simply didn’t ask for
essays.

“I want a thousand words,” I
said, looking meaningfully at all of the eyes staring back at me
with a mix of incredulity and apprehension, “on the most
influential mathematician of the twentieth century.”

I expected some more groans but
I didn’t get them; it was mostly just a confused silence. I think a
lot of them had already decided that I was joking.

“Who’s that?” It was Josh
asking; I hoped he’d take this seriously because he can be terribly
bright when he applies himself.

“I want YOU to tell me,” I
explained. “Do some research, pick a twentieth century
mathematician and tell me why he … or she! … was so
influential.”

Then the bell rang. Perfect
timing! Like a raft of migrating penguins they rose as one and
spilled out the door with youthful Friday good cheer. As I packed
up my stuff, I looked up and felt a little heart flutter to see
Josh was lingering, trying to be the last to leave. Geez, get a
hold of yourself Jeannie! He’s a kid!

“Miss Granger,” he began,
walking up to my desk. “Are you coming to the fair in fancy dress?
All the Year 12s will be.”

The senior school fair was on
next Friday afternoon instead of classes; it was our concession to
the fact that we knew none of them would be in class. At least if
we offer them some fun in the afternoon then they might take it a
bit easier on the booze in the morning and the night before.
Sometimes it even worked.

That was sweet. Josh was
discreetly reminding me that next Friday was Muck-Up Day and not to
expect too much homework to be handed in.

“Now this isn’t a trick, is it
Josh?” I smiled up at him. “I turn up to school, the only one in
fancy dress, and you all get a laugh at my expense?”

“No Miss Granger,” he looked
genuinely mortified. “Honest! Ask anyone.”

“I’m messing with you Josh,” I
laughed. “I know about the fancy dress tradition.”

“Oh!” he looked relieved. “Good.
Who are you coming as?”

“Well until today,” I said with
a smile, “I was going to dust off an old Hermione Granger Red Dress
that I had at Uni, but I’m not sure I want to give Craig the
ammunition.”

“Ohhh, Miss Granger,” he said
with genuine awe in his voice. “That would be really
ti-i-ight!”

“What?” I cried, looking down
with concern at my trim waist. “I haven’t put on any weight since
Uni.”

“No, Miss,” he said earnestly.
“Tight means good.”

“I thought ‘bad’ meant good,” I
said, quite seriously, my hands still folded protectively over my
stomach.

“Not anymore,” he shook his
head. “’Bad’ is bad again and ‘tight’ is good. And you would look
really tight in Hermione’s Red Dress.”

Oh my God, my nipples just
tingled. This was bad; and I don’t mean bad-as-in-good. I
shouldn’t be getting the girly-love-tingles for an
eighteen-year-old student, no matter how nicely his tanned skin
stretches over his clavicle. Shit! Stop it, Jeannie! You’re
getting yourself wet!

“Thank you Josh,” I said,
resisting the urge to look away as I felt a blush rise to my
cheeks. “You pay a lovely compliment. Now get going before you miss
your next class.”

“Yes, Miss Granger,” he smiled
at me and sailed out the door.

 


Chapter 1 – A Plain but Ambitious
Girl

 


I wasn’t lying about the
Goblet of Fire First Edition; I have First Editions of all
seven Harry Potter books, courtesy of my father who collected them
for me one by one when I was a child.

For eleven years I was just
plain old Jean Granger; it was Dad who called me Jeannie – often
with a snatch of David Bowie’s Jean-Genie – and it was only later
that I insisted everybody use it, after J.K Rowling stole my
name.

It was in 1997 that J.K. Rowling
gave the world Harry Potter and Hermione Granger, or – as she was
known to the teachers at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry
– Miss Granger. Hermione Granger, eleven years old, just like me;
but a sassy little know-it-all whom we thought we might hate …
until she redeemed herself by being a good friend to Harry and Ron.
And then we loved her.

To have someone with my name –
okay, maybe just my surname – and my exact age in what was becoming
a famous kids’ story book … it was special. It was like having my
own secret identity; a fantasy world that I could step into
whenever I liked. And I enjoyed a small notoriety at school, too.
Not as much as a kid called Potter might have enjoyed; but kids
mentioned it … in a nice way.

I had already read the paperback
twice, but Dad ordered me a First Edition of Harry Potter and
the Philosopher’s Stone and gave it to me for Christmas. I
treasured it.

J.K. Rowling was like my
personal fantasy writer; giving Hermione, and by extension me, new
adventures for the next three years as I went through puberty. She
was even beginning to hint at a love interest with either Harry or
Ron, which was deliciously appealing because I was getting
interested in boys too.

And then they made the
movie.

Actually, it wasn’t too bad at
first. I was fourteen when Philosopher’s Stone was released
as a movie and Emma Watson, the actress playing Hermione – was only
eleven, so nobody saw the resemblance. When Chamber of
Secrets came out the following year, a couple of people, adults
mostly, made the connection; I had a few people say “You know, you
Granger girls DO look a little bit alike.”

But a year later when Emma
Watson was thirteen – goodness knows what it was like for her going
through puberty on a movie screen – and with her face and body
changing shape, it became clear that we were more than just a
little bit alike; we could have been sisters. The sort of sisters
who looked like twins.

Added to the coincidence of our
shared age and surname, looking like the “real” Hermione should
have made the fantasy even more special … and for a while it did.
Until the trouble.
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I turned sixteen in the year
Chamber of Secrets was released at the movies. I didn’t have
a boyfriend – I never had had one – but things seemed to be
changing on that front. Without really understanding what was
happening, I found myself arriving early for each class at school
so that I could stand outside and wait for the teacher to come; and
there was a boy doing the same thing. His name was Rick.

Goodness knows how shy kids ever
hook up, because Rick and I spent five minutes alone together,
three times per day … in complete silence. I looked at my shoes.
Rick looked at the ceiling … or at his watch … or anywhere but me.
For pity’s sake, why didn’t one of us have a wing-man … or
wing-woman, whatever!

This must have gone on for
weeks, and it probably would have kept going on if one day I
didn’t look at my watch, lose my grip on my books and then spill
them with a shriek all over the floor in front of Rick. It’s
possible that I orchestrated it; I don’t remember … okay, I DO
remember, but I’m not telling.

Anyway, I mouthed some suitable
sixteen-year-old curse like ‘bugger’ and went to ground to start
picking everything up; as did Rick … according to plan … if there
had been a plan … which there wasn’t, so there! We both
collected half an armful of my books and stood up, looking at each
other for what might have been the first time and still not saying
anything. C’mon Rick, meet me half way!

“Here you go,” he smiled and
gave me a ‘happens all the time’ kind of look. Well, it was a
start.

“Thanks …” I whispered, looking
back down at my shoes, “… Rick,” I finished belatedly, looking back
up to accept my stuff as he handed it over; my battered copy of
Goblet of Fire on the top. Way to go, Miss Cool!

“You’re reading Harry Potter?”
he asked, fingering the dog-eared edges of the paperback.

“Mmmm,” I affirmed. The jobs of
the debate team were under no threat from us for the time
being.

“That’s kind of funny,” he said
tentatively, as if to suggest that it was only funny in a very
austere kind of way, and that he would cease to find it funny at
very short notice if I told him it wasn’t in the least bit
funny.

“Because of the whole …” I
gestured roundly at my face and hair, which Emma Watson might have
been interested to see if she was ever curious what she might look
like in three years’ time.

“Yeah,” he said, brushing away
some tremendously persistent invisible lint on his sleeve. “And
because of the name … you know?”

“Jean?” I asked, frowning with
mock confusion.

“Huh?” he looked confused too.
“No. Um? Granger. You know … like Hermione.”

“I’m pulling your leg, Rick,” I
smiled at him.

“Oh!” he smiled back. “Yeah,
good one … Jean.” He tried out my name for the first time, pausing
as if tasting it, seeing if he liked the feel of it on his tongue.
It seemed that he did because he smiled again, wider this time. “I
read them too,” he said. “They’re good.” Who said the art of
conversation is lost?

The exquisite torture of our
first exchange – if that’s what you can call it – was mercifully
snuffed when some more students arrived for class and we fell back
into our gender roles of pretending each other didn’t exist.

But with the ice broken, we
talked freely for the next week in five minute snatches before
class, and not always about Harry Potter. We tried the usual
conversational gambits: teachers, other kids, pop stars, TV shows;
but it was when we started telling each other about our families
that I realised we were in a relationship of sorts.

It was the last period before
lunch and we were just about to lose our privacy outside the
classroom by the arrival of some more kids when Rick looked at me
with a panicky desperation in his eyes.

“Jean,” he whispered urgently.
“Do you want to … sit on the oval at lunchtime … with me, I
mean.”

He took a few dry swallows
trying to get that out and now the other kids were right there, so
I couldn’t answer without breaking some rule that existed only in
my head. I licked my lips a couple of times, looked at him with
wide, excited eyes … and nodded. He smiled, relief washing over his
features as he took a step away so that he could concentrate more
fully on the task of straightening his cuffs.
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I remember every minute of that
day in exquisite detail, but for the life of me I have no
recollection of what we learned in that hour before lunch. I don’t
even know what subject it was. I do remember watching Rick for a
while … a fairly long while … sitting two rows in front and one to
the left. I could see his ear, the side of his neck and the corner
of his lips. I wondered what those lips might be like to kiss.

I watched the second-hand make
its final, tortuous circuit of the clock face before the twelve
o’clock bell and felt my heart-rate steadily lift as adrenalin
surged through my system. I thought my life as someone who had
never had a boyfriend might be in its final moments. I was wrong,
sadly; but at the time it was a sweet feeling that I will never
forget.

I fetched my sandwiches from my
locker and stepped out into the sunshine in front of the school
oval. Rick was standing by the football goals watching for me, and
for one breathless, terrifying moment I thought he was going to
wave and yell ‘Hey Jean, over here.’ But he didn’t, of course. He
just stood there, smiling; and I walked towards him, smiling …
maybe blushing too.

“Where do you want to sit?” he
asked simply.

“How about in the shade?” I
nodded at a row of elms that lined one side of the oval near the
long-jump pit. The contrast between the shade and Sydney’s bright
November sunshine lent that row of trees what was probably a false
sense of privacy. Neither of us was ready to sneak off behind the
shelter sheds just yet, but nor were we quite ready to share our
fledgling romance with the rest of the student body.

We sat. We ate. We talked about
the sort of stuff we always talked about in our thrice-daily five
minute rendezvous, and as usual it lasted about five minutes. I
know what I was thinking, and I’m certain he was thinking the same
thing. I longed for the courage to tell him that I liked him; that
I wanted to sit closer to him; and that if only he would ask me to
be his girlfriend then I would say yes. Oh God, yes.

We sat looking at each other in
awkward silence for a minute and then Harry Potter came to our
rescue. I had brought an old Chamber of Secrets paperback
with me out of habit more than any intention to actually read; but
in desperation Rick gestured to it, “Do you want to read?” he
asked.

“Um,” I didn’t want to read, but
I didn’t want this ‘date’ to turn into a train-wreck either. “But
you don’t have a book.”

“We can read together,” he
smiled at me. “If you don’t mind.”

Oh. You. Genius! He would
have to sit right up close to read with me. A big sunbeam smile lit
up my face.

“Okay,” I grinned. “Do you want
to go back to the start?”

“Nah,” he waved away the
suggestion. “I’ve read it before. A few times.” Join the club,
buster. I could almost recite it.

I was leaning on one arm and
sitting with my legs folded to the side; Rick moved beside me and
mirrored my pose so that our arms crossed over behind us and
brushed whenever one of us moved, which we both did … a lot. I held
the book open with one hand and rested it on my knee, and Rick had
to lean so close that I could hear him breathing. At the end of
each page I turned my head to look at him and see if he had
finished too, and when he looked up our faces would be inches
apart.

I would have given anything at
that moment to know the secret sign that movie stars use to let
their screen-lovers know they are ready to kiss.

After a couple of pages, I was
getting sloppy with my book-holding and had allowed the spine to
close a little. Without saying anything, Rick reached in and closed
his hand around mine, adding the pressure of his own thumb in the
fold to open the book wider. Could he hear my breathing? He could
hardly miss it; I sounded like a steam engine.

Holding my hand and with the
backs of his fingers resting lightly on my bare knee, I thought I
might explode. I didn’t want that moment to end. When I finished
the next page, I was going to open my lips and shut my eyes when I
looked up. He was either going to have to kiss me or turn the page
his own damn self! But we never got there.

“Miss Granger!” The unmistakable
sarcastic tones of a school-ground bully; in our case: Alan
Chester. Alan thought he was funny, but he wasn’t; he was just an
asshole who people laughed at when he was bullying anyone else but
them.

“Miss Granger,” he repeated, now
that he had our attention. “A plain but ambitious girl seems to be
developing a taste for famous wizards.”

It was a quote from Goblet of
Fire; a passage where Hermione was incensed to read a cruel
newspaper article about herself. It was clever wit by Chester’s
standards. I froze, loathing rose up inside me like bile; to be
teased with one of the few things I truly loved. But Chester wasn’t
done.

“How’re you doing Ricky?” he
sneered. “Casting any spells? Has she done any magic on your
wand?”

Rick leaped up like he had been
bitten. Nobody likes to be the focus of the school bully – I know I
sure didn’t – but to be caught by a prick like Alan Chester in the
tentative stages of your very first romance … well, some people
wouldn’t blame him for what he did next. I’m not one of those
people.

“Aw, get real, Chester!” he
ambled over and chucked him on the shoulder like they were mates.
“I was just seeing if she’d fall for it and now you’ve messed it
up.” He could have left it there, but no. “And she’s just like
Hermione. She’d do every wizard in Hogwarts given half a
chance.”

Oh Rick. What did you just
do?

Chester laughed like this was
the funniest thing he’d heard all year, rather than the most cruel
and stupid and hurtful. He turned and put an arm around Rick and
said “Tell me everything, man” as they walked off, leaving me
speechless with a half-read novel (which would stay that way) and
with tears of rage and shame welling up in my eyes.

I spent the period after lunch
crying in the girls’ toilets; lucky for me there’s no roll-call in
Year 10. At home after school, I spent a few minutes screaming into
my pillow, another hour crying, and then did the only thing I truly
regret from that day; I hunted out my Goblet of Fire
paperback and ripped out the page that Chester had quoted, tore it
into tiny pieces and then hurled it out my bedroom window in a fit
of impotent grief.

After five years as my constant
imaginary companion, Hermione had let me down. That probably sounds
like a harsh judgement on a storybook character; especially one who
handled her detractors with far more grace and composure than I
did; but that was how I felt. Like a wing-man (is wing-girl even a
thing?), she had brokered my introduction to Rick, vouched for his
suitability as a romantic interest, and she had virtually placed my
hand in his … and in another minute she might have pressed his lips
to mine. But then she let that ignorant shit … no, check that, BOTH
of those ignorant shits … tear out my heart.

Of course it didn’t end there.
Word got around and other people tried out ‘Miss Granger’ jokes on
me just to see how I would react. ‘Badly’ as it turned out; and
even though that helped my cause not at all, nobody ever came close
to the stunning cruelty and timing of Alan Chester that sunny day
on the oval.

Harry Potter and the Order of
the Phoenix came out in paperback the following year. I bought
it and read it at home, but like my love of the series, the story
was dark and dangerous with conspiracy and torture and smear
campaigns. I felt nothing.

The Prisoner of Azkaban
movie debuted in my final year of high school and that started the
teasing again with fresh fervour. To the delight of my high-school
peers (and to my horror), Hermione, now a pretty 14-year-old,
looked almost more like me than I did.

Dad was still buying me first
editions at Christmas and I was still reading the paperbacks at
home, but the magic of Harry Potter was spoiled. I finished high
school friendless and without ever having a boyfriend; nobody would
make Rick’s mistake and associate with me for fear of making
themselves a target.

At least Hermione was getting
somewhere with Ron. I envied her.

 


Chapter 2 – Wardrobe Emergency

 


Under normal circumstances I’m a
positive person; despite my emotional misery, I finished school
with good marks and was accepted into my chosen course at
university: a Bachelor of Science with a major in Pure Mathematics.
And I did well; well enough to progress on to my Master’s degree in
2008-09.

Hermione Granger didn’t haunt me
beyond high school, although I did have one scare when J.K. Rowling
published the final book, Harry Potter and the Deathly
Hallows, where Hermione’s middle name was revealed in the
reading of Dumbledore’s will. You guessed it: Jean! My heart froze
when I first read that line lying in bed one night, the paperback
still shiny and un-creased. I had visions of undergraduates
parading around me in the student union cafeteria calling out
“And To Miss Hermione JEAN Granger, I leave my copy of The
Tales of Beedle the Bard, in the hope that she will find it
entertaining and instructive." Except every student would name
a different book title, each more embarrassing and sexually
suggestive than the last.

The scars from high school had
mostly healed, but they hadn’t faded, and even at age twenty-one
they still held a power over me. In a pointless act of defence I
dyed my hair, which I didn’t like and dyed it back again; and I
changed my name to Jeannie, which I kept. I liked Jeannie; it was a
little closer to ‘Hermione’, and that was worrisome, but it was
also a little further away from the Jean Granger who had been so
traumatised at high school. I started to move on. I even went to
see Harry Potter and The Order of the Phoenix at the
cinema and NOBODY commented on how much I looked like Hermione …
although I concede the puffer jacket and baseball cap I wore DID
make the feat more challenging.
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I still didn’t have a boyfriend.
Boys had asked me out (they didn’t stay nervous 16-year-olds
forever, thank goodness) but I never accepted; too risky, too much
pain lurking just below the surface.

I made friends though; some
girls, some non-threatening guys already in relationships. I didn’t
share my love of J.K. Rowling’s stories with them and they never
commented on my famous doppelganger; it’s not that they never
noticed, I think they just didn’t care.

I met Belinda in the second year
of my Master’s degree; she was a few years younger and was enrolled
in a Bachelor of Arts to pursue writing, but for some unaccountable
reason she had chosen her one optional unit from the science
faculty: Number Theory, of all things! I don’t think she had any
idea what she was getting herself into, poor lamb, but maths at
university is a big step up from high school and not something to
be taken lightly. Certainly not as a solitary unit in a humanities
degree.

She made it almost half way
through the semester before she realised she needed a tutor, and by
happy coincidence I had discovered a few weeks earlier that if I
wanted to keep paying my rent then I was going to need a job. The
stars aligned; I helped Belinda pass Number Theory, and she paid
me, became my roommate and best friend since childhood, and helped
me meet my future fiancé.

I probably should have given her
a discount.

 


~~~

 


“Sweetie, wardrobe emergency!”
Belinda blurted as she burst through the door. “We need a red
dress!”

It was the end of summer and the
beginning of the new year at university. I had finished my Master’s
and re-enrolled for a Bachelor of Education, thinking that the only
outlets for five years of Pure Mathematics study were either
research or teaching. I’ll try teaching first.

Belinda was still an undergrad
and had been on campus for O-week (Orientation Week), checking out
all of the new clubs and societies; seeing who had the best
freebies and the best parties.

“We? Or you?” I asked, and not
just because I didn’t see how ‘we’ could both need the same dress.
I’m small; small hips, small waist, small 8A bust; but Belinda is
tiny, under five feet tall with size 6 hips and waist and an 8C
bust that looks bigger because of her stature. We don’t share
clothes.

“Neither,” she chirped, her eyes
sparkling with excitement that suggested she was in the grip of one
of her grand plans. “It’s for you, but you need my help.”

“Why …?” Goodness, which
question did I want answered first? Let’s work backwards; Belinda
doesn’t make mental leaps easily so she’s easier to unwind that to
reset. “Hang on, why do you need to help dress me?”

“Sweetie, you know I love you,
right?” she looked uncharacteristically serious for a moment.

“Um? Sure, OK.” I sensed a trap,
but didn’t know what it was.

“Good,” she said. “So you’ll
understand how much it hurts me to say this; but it comes from the
heart. You can’t dress sexy for shit.”

“O-o-o-okay…” this was not news;
I really couldn’t dress sexy for shit. This conversation was
starting to make more sense; Belinda was trying to hook me up and a
sexy dress was part of her plan. “So why do we … no, why do
I,” I stressed the last word, “need a sexy red dress?”

“Because I’m taking you to the
HAGS launch,” she smiled and took both of my hands; eyes still
glinting with barely suppressed glee. “And it’s going to be FILLED
with single, undergrad science geeks.”

Oh my God, she answers one
question and raises three more! I wasn’t going to back-track
her this time; she could give me the whole darn story from the
beginning.

“Slow down, Blin,” I took
advantage of her holding my hands and made her sit down. “Why
science geeks? Why are they single? What is HAGS? And why would I
let you take me? You got all that?”

I could see the cogs turning as
she thought through my list, then control returned to the forebrain
and she smiled at me again.

“Yes!” she began excitedly.
“One: Why science geeks? Science covers ninety percent of geekdom;
I was generalising. If it makes you feel better there will be
undergrad geeks there and I’m pretty sure the science faculty will
be represented.”

“Okay,” I wasn’t sure that
answered anything, but I let her continue.

“Two: Why would they be single?
Please! They’re geeks.” She looked serious for a moment. “And I
don’t mean that in a nasty way. It doesn’t mean they’re ugly; just
socially awkward. Like you!”

I don’t think she intended that
as an insult, but it stung a little anyway; mostly because it was
true.

“Three: HAGS is the Hermione
Granger Appreciation Society …”

“The WHAT?” My heart froze. Even
in the presence of my most trusted friend, someone who would never
knowingly hurt me, I still felt a bolt of fear at the mention of
that name out loud.

“I know, right?” she said. “It
doesn’t make sense. I don’t think they’re really dyslexic;
they just wanted to make a word out of it.”

“But why would I want to go to
the Hermione Granger Appreciation Society?” I hoped my voice didn’t
sound as cold as it felt. I sensed only good intentions in her and
she didn’t deserve the frosty glare that was probably on my
face.

“Really?” she looked confused.
“Well, firstly: seven pristine Harry Potter First Editions on your
bookshelf. And second – you might not realise this – but you kind
of look like her.”

“Don’t be silly,” I waved her
away, but a chill was stiffening the hairs on the back of my
neck.

“I’m serious,” she said,
fiddling with her phone. “I didn’t see it at first either, but
Andrew and I went to see Deathly Hallows Part One and he
pointed it out when she came out in this gorgeous red dress. Here:
look!”

She turned her phone around. I
didn’t need to look; I knew exactly what it was: Emma Watson, all
grown up now (well, eighteen or nineteen) and utterly beautiful in
a scoop neck, knee-length red dress. I went to see the movie on my
own and was completely enchanted; she looked like a princess, not a
witch, and for a couple of hours I sank back into that old magic
and lived the adventure with her.

“Mmm. Maybe,” I frowned.

“Mmm. Definitely!” she nodded.
She held up the phone beside my face. “Actually it’s closer than I
thought; just pin back your hair and pack your boobs into a tight
bodice and you’re HER!”

“Don’t be ridiculous!” I waved
off the hand holding the phone. “She’s beautiful.”

“Are you fishing for
compliments, Jeannie?” she teased.

“You’re not going to give up on
this, are you?” I sighed.

“Nope,” she smiled. “Because I’m
right.”

“Okay,” I said quietly. “You’re
not the first to point it out.” And then getting back on topic: “So
you want me to wear that dress so you can hook me up with undergrad
boys. Why would undergrad boys want to hook up with me?”

“Do you want me to get the phone
out again?” she glared at me, but there was love in there too. “The
HAGS sign-up desk has a life-sized cardboard Hermione in that
dress! That’s what gave me the idea. They’re already in love
with you!”

“Okay, point taken,” I conceded.
“You think I’m geek catnip.” I rephrased: “Why would I want
to hook up with undergrad boys?”

“Because you haven’t had a date
in the almost eighteen months I’ve known you,” she lectured. “And
geek boys are like training wheels; you say ‘Hi, my name’s
Jeannie,’ and if he doesn’t faint, you tell him how much you like
Star Wars – or in this case, Harry Potter – and then just let him
run like a wind-up toy while you work out whether you like him. He
won’t try to grab your ass or your tits, and if you have to cut him
loose, he won’t yell at you and call you a frigid bitch, because
that conversation you just shared was the most intimate experience
he’s had with a girl in his life.”

“You’ve done this before,
haven’t you?” I laughed.

“What’s more amazing is that you
haven’t,” she giggled. “But seriously,” she put on her serious face
for a moment, even though ‘serious’ for her is always a pretty thin
veneer. “Most geeks are really nice. They’re grateful to have a
girl just talk to them and they’re really biddable.” Her
eyes were glinting again.

“Biddable?” She was bringing me
around.

“Just show them where to lick
and let them go,” she grinned.

“BELINDA!” I swatted her hand in
mock horror. I don’t think she knew I was a virgin, otherwise she
might have been a bit more tactful … or maybe not; she’s just that
kind of girl.

 


~~~

 


“I’m not so sure about this
anymore,” I said nervously.

I was standing in front of my
full length mirror with Belinda beside me. I looked frightened. She
looked … I don’t know what; if she was a guy I would have said
‘love struck’. She was staring at me in what looked like
adoration.

“I look ridiculous,” I said.

“You look amazing,” she husked,
licking her lips. Costume-wise, Belinda looked comical; her tiny
figure dressed in a child’s grey Harry Potter school uniform with
her breasts bursting out of the too-small white school blouse.

We were both Hermione, but we
couldn’t have looked more different. With a half-cup push-up bra
lending me some shape, the tight bodice of the crimson dress
stretched across my small breasts, separately outlining the modest
curve beneath each one. I had to keep touching them to make sure
they were real. The scoop neck-line revealed a broad, smooth
décolletage and, for the first time in my life, a suggestion of
cleavage! I twisted my hips back and forth to flare out the skirt;
it had a gorgeous floral detail underscoring the bodice and four
chiffon ruffles down the front to give it extra volume.

I did look amazing. I
knew that Emma Watson was beautiful, and I knew that I looked like
Emma Watson … For a mathematics major, you’d think I’d be able to
piece that together.

Belinda had done my hair: long
and light brown, parted over my left eye and pinned back at the
temples to frame my face; and I had done the makeup, just some
eye-liner and lip gloss.

“Are you sure?” I asked. I had
never dressed up like this in my life and I felt like I needed
constant reassurance.

“Uh huh,” she said, swallowing.
If she didn’t have a boyfriend I’d swear she was batting for the
other team.

“Well let’s go, then,” I said,
turning to face her; my voice betraying none of the butterflies in
my stomach. As frightening as this was, I was secretly overjoyed to
be my childhood heroine for a night.

 


Chapter 3 – Wicked Bitch of the West

 


When we arrived at the HAGS
party it was already well underway with loud music and lots of
people. It was an outdoor function on the lawn behind the Sports
and Rec. complex, and with typical undergrad ingenuity, someone had
hooked up a couple of guitar amps to their mobile phone and backed
in a Toyota Hilux ute and filled the tray with ice, domestic beer,
and both types of pre-mixed drinks: Jim-Beam-and-Coke AND
Johnny-Walker-and-Coke. Awesome! Just what it was like when I
was an undergrad. I could come back in fifty years and they
might have a new ute, but everything else would be the same. In
their defence, the type of girls who typically come to these things
already liked beer, so a few bottles of bubbly or chardonnay would
just be a waste of precious student union funding.

Belinda had joined HAGS the day
before, but I had to present at the signup desk, which was manned –
and I use the term loosely – by a spotty 19-year-old whose mother
probably still bought all his clothes at Target. Not that I should
judge. His jaw dropped and his eyes popped when I stepped up to the
desk and he gulped audibly as he handed me a ballpoint pen. I had
to bend over the table to fill in the form and when I looked back
up again there was a decidedly rosy glow to his cheeks to match my
dress.

“Can I … um … get a …?” he held
up his phone questioningly.

“A photo?” Belinda trilled.
“Sure! Miz Watson loves photo ops with her fans.”

“BELINDA!” I hissed. I doubt he
believed her line of bullshit because I had to show him my student
ID a moment earlier to sign up; but Belinda’s attitude spoke of a
desire to milk as much fun out of me as she could tonight. If I’m
being honest, I’d have to admit I was enjoying it; the boy at the
sign-up desk wasn’t the only one looking at me with his mouth open,
and some of them were bordering on cute to good-looking.

Belinda took his phone and
ushered him around the desk to stand between me and the life-sized
Hermione cut-out. I gave my hair what I hope looked like a playful
flick and put my arm around him; the poor guy didn’t know what to
do with his hands; he was too overwhelmed to touch me.

“Smile!” Belinda sang.

I turned my head and got up on
tip-toes to give him a kiss on the cheek just as she took the photo
and a small group of onlookers burst into spontaneous applause. I
didn’t know what to do then, so I just gave them a smile and a wave
and Belinda hurried me towards the beer-ute for a drink. She fished
two cans out of the ice and we opened them to a stereo hiss of
escaping gas.

“A toast,” she smiled
mischievously, holding up her can. “To Hermione,” she said.

“To Hermione,” I agreed with a
big grin and took a mouthful of beer.

“Queen of the maths geeks,” she
continued with a giggle. “May she forever have her choice of hot
undergrad boy-flesh.”

I snorted and almost blew foam
out my nose but settled for an uncontrolled coughing fit instead,
with Belinda laughing and clapping me on the back.

“You’re a bitch, Belinda,” I
said smiling, not a trace of malice.

“To Belinda,” she toasted again
merrily. “Good bitch of the South.”

“Judy Garland’s ghost will haunt
you for that,” I laughed, and then drank along with her.

With a can of beer inside me and
a lot of laughing, I had a little buzz on; I couldn’t remember ever
having so much fun. Belinda and I weren’t the only girls there, but
all the others seemed to be partnered up. Andrew hadn’t turned up
yet, so even though Belinda had the appearance of a single girl, in
reality I was just about the only one.

Belinda was playing a game of
Guess the Major with me; pointing out a more or less geeky guy and
trying to guess his Major. Her knowledge of science was pretty
limited, so I kept guessing ever more improbable and nerdy branches
of mathematics and physics, making up justifications for my choices
based on how they looked and what they wore.

“What about that guy?” she
asked, nodding towards a short, round guy wearing a red T-shirt
with a silver triangle that looked like a super-hero insignia.

“Easy,” I said. “Spherical
Trigonometry.”

Belinda giggled dutifully at my
wit. “And him?” a tall gaunt guy with a droopy moustache.

“String theory,” I said,
deadpan.

“That’s not a real thing,” she
giggled. “How can you have a theory of string? What about
sticky-tape theory?”

“They missed a golden
opportunity there,” I said. “They called the next one Super-String
Theory instead.”

“You’re making this up!” she
poked me.

“I am not!” I laughed. “Don’t
you want to know what came next?”

“Super-Dooper String Theory?”
she guessed.

“That’s pretty close,” I
laughed. “Second Super-String Theory.”

“And they let these people walk
around free?” she snorted.

“Don’t worry, you’re safe,” I
said. “Physicists hardly ever leave the lab. The ones here are all
high-functioning.”

“You’re not very nice to your
fellow geeks, you know,” she said, laughing.

“They’re not my geeks,” I
smiled. “I’ve had two beers. I have the I.Q. of a humanities
undergrad now.”

“Jeannie!” she hissed at me with
a big grin. “Wicked bitch of the West!”

“I told you, don’t go there,” I
drained my can of beer and felt a warm buzz in my middle. “Judy
Garland’s ghost will rip off your head and shit down your
neck.”

“You’re having fun, aren’t you?”
she laughed. “Let’s get you another beer and then we can find you
some nice men.”

We were making our way over to
the beer-ute when Belinda’s phone rang.

“It’s Andrew,” she said. “Hang
on, it’s probably some lame excuse for why he’s late.”

She answered it, but couldn’t
hear properly over the music. She caught my eye and held up a
finger – just one minute – and then trotted off to find a quieter
place.

I realised with a chill that I
was all alone without my wing-girl for protection, and …
yep, everyone was watching me. Well, not everyone
exactly; just all the single guys. I felt like a leg of lamb
dropped into the shark tank … and in a moment they would start to
feed.

I looked around in desperation,
thinking that maybe I could mitigate things by choosing my own guy
to talk to. As I searched the faces, one guy stepped through the
crowd, searching around like he was lost. He was pretty short,
about 5’6”, but still taller than me even in low heels. He looked
well-dressed in jeans and an open collar shirt that showed off a
strong neck and a little bit of hair on his chest. His beard made
it hard to tell the shape of his face, but he had cute cheekbones,
dark eyes and thick, wavy, dark brown hair.

Still scanning the faces in the
crowd, his eyes passed straight over me and then, like a delayed
reaction, I saw them widen and flick back again, almost
imperceptibly dropping to take in the tight bodice of my dress
before he locked back onto my eyes.

I almost looked away, but with
the boldness gained by a couple of cans of beer I kept eye contact
and smiled. He was cute and exactly the type of guy that Belinda
had brought me here to meet.

Miraculously, he came towards
me. Oh shit, here goes. I wish I had another drink.

“Hi,” he said simply. “I’m
looking for someone.”

Oh my goodness, that was bold! I
guess I came here looking for someone too, but I’m hardly about to
march up to a stranger and announce it.

“Well, perhaps you’ve found
her,” I smiled. Holy crap! Who said that? ‘Cos it sure as
shit wasn’t the Jeannie I grew up with!

“Pardon?” his eyes widened with
surprise, not quite sure he heard that right.

“My name’s Jeannie,” I said,
moving my lips closer to his ear; ostensibly to make sure he heard
me, but also to smell his aftershave, which was something woody and
reminiscent of the outdoors.

“I’m Kevin,” he copied my action
by leaning close to my ear and I felt a tingle of excitement
wondering if he was smelling me too. “I’m sorry,” he continued,
“but I have to confess that I don’t know you.”

“What?” I smiled, but I was
confused. “Well that makes us even.”

“No,” he shook his head. “I
don’t recognise you. I mean, I know you’re some kind of celebrity,
but I’m not very good with names or faces.”

This was entertaining. I usually
get told exactly who I look like, but this was almost the exact
opposite. “Then how do you know I’m not just some boring Pure Maths
post-grad?” I grinned playfully.

“Because there’s a life-sized
cardboard cut-out of you beside the sign-up desk,” he informed me.
“That’s why I noticed you when I came in. I thought you were
another cut-out until you moved.”

“Oh!” I said, disappointed. “Is
that the only reason?”

“Um? Oh, no,” he backpedalled.
“Just at first. Your dress; it’s … um … very …”

“Conspicuous?”

“Striking, I was going to say,”
he laughed, recovering nicely. “But yes, that too.” We looked
around together at the collection of t-shirts and jeans, plus a
small number of Hogwarts school uniforms like Belinda’s. “Why are
there school kids here drinking Jimmy-and-Coke?”

I suddenly understood the last
minute of conversation; he doesn’t know Harry Potter or Hogwarts …
and he certainly doesn’t know Hermione Granger.

“Kevin,” I laughed. “Do you know
what party you’re at?”

“Hags?” he asked
uncertainly.

“Which stands for?” I raised an
eyebrow. I shouldn’t tease, but this was kind of fun.

“I didn’t know it stood for
anything,” he admitted, scratching his beard. “I just thought it
was playful self-deprecation, like the Old Bastards Club. Hardly
any of them are old … I didn’t ask about their parents though.”

“So you came to HAGS to see if
it was studded with young hotties?” I laughed.

“No,” he shook his head, smiling
to indicate that he got the joke. “I told you, I’m looking for
someone. He told me to meet here.”

“Hi Kev,” Belinda returned
carrying fresh drinks. “Andrew says he running late. He told me to
find you and feed you beer.” She handed cans to both of us. “I
didn’t know you two knew each other.”

“We don’t,” I said, my mind was
trying to catch up. I was beginning to enjoy Kevin’s company and
when Belinda stepped in, my inner lioness growled ‘he’s mine’.
“Hang on, how do you two know each other?”

“Kevin is Andrew’s best mate,”
Belinda explained. “Now, Jeannie,” she smiled at me, “we need to
find you a guy so that you don’t scare the game away from Kev. When
Andrew gets here, he’s going to want to get straight into wing-man
mode.”

“Oh!” I looked back and forth
between Kevin and Belinda. How could I tell her I’d already picked
a man to meet? “I thought I might … ah …”

“I’m messing with you, Jeans,”
she giggled. “You two are cute. And single! How cool is that?”

“So … ah … you two know each
other,” Kevin frowned.

“Roommates,” Belinda smiled. “Or
are we besties, sweetie?”

“Besties,” I agreed with a
forced smile. Until you scare Kevin off, then you’re public
enemy number one, bitch.

“And you’re not a celebrity?”
Kevin asked.

“Did you tell him you were Emma
Watson?” Belinda laughed. “That’s my job, stop spoiling my
fun!”

“I’m a boring, Pure Maths
post-grad,” I smiled at Kevin.

“Oh!” he said. He didn’t look
disappointed at all. “I’m Applied Maths. Honours year, so
technically a dirty under-grad like Belinda.”

“I don’t think anybody’s quite
like Belinda,” I laughed.

“Hey, our Number Theory lecturer
told us a maths joke,” Belinda chimed in. “It’s a bit dirty,
though.”

“Say no!” I grabbed Kevin’s
wrist in mock horror. “Don’t get her started!”

“If I said no,” he grinned,
“would you tell it anyway, Blin?”

“Why is a prime number like a
virgin?” she asked.

“If you ignore her, she’ll go
away,” I smiled at Kevin, still holding his wrist. I probably
should let go soon.

“I don’t know, Belinda,” said
Kevin, playing the straight-man to a tee. “Why is a prime number
like a virgin?”

“Because the only things that go
into it are one and itself,” she sang, holding up first one and
then two fingers together.

I jerked involuntarily, spilling
some of my nearly-full beer; I’m sure Kevin felt it through my hand
on his wrist. At twenty-four, I was feeling more than a little
self-conscious about my virginity and Belinda had caught me off
guard with a thinly veiled joke about female masturbation, which is
the only kind of sexual contact I get.

I felt a warm flush rising up my
cheeks and took a swig of beer to try to cool it down. Kevin put
his hand over mine; I wanted to look somewhere else, but I took a
peek at his face and saw his earlobes glowing red. Was he
blushing too behind that beard? He gave me a strained smile and
squeezed my hand. Why was he embarrassed? It’s not like
he was the virgin here?

Belinda tried to recover. “Kev,
Jeannie’s got a wild party trick.”

“Belinda,” I moaned.
“Really?”

“I hope it’s suitable for mixed
company,” Kevin said with an ironic smile.

“Seven hundred and forty-seven,”
Belinda blurted, eyes shining with glee.

“Three, three, and
eighty-three,” I sighed. “I’ve told you a dozen times, Belinda,
pick one where the digits don’t add to a multiple of three.”

“Seven and four is … eleven …
and seven …” Belinda counted on her fingers. “Eighteen, that’s not
a multiple of three.”

“Yes it is, sweetie,” I
said.

“Twice,” agreed Kevin. “So you
factorise numbers in your head,” Kevin smiled at me. “That’s
impressive. How far do you go?”

Oh dear, awkward
double-entendre. “How far can you take me?” I laughed behind my
hand. I did not just do that!

“I-I-I-I’m going to … um,”
Belinda looked around desperately, “go over there and … do
something else … by myself.” She stepped hurriedly away to let me
sweep up the shattered pieces of my dignity after that shameless
come-on.

But it was as though Kevin
didn’t notice.

“Seven thousand and eighty-one,”
he challenged.

“Seventy-three and
ninety-seven,” I smiled at him crookedly. “You picked two high
primes and multiplied them in your head, didn’t you?” He gave me an
embarrassed smile; caught red handed trying to trick me. “That’s
pretty good at short notice.” I was a little impressed.

“Not as impressive as
instantaneously factorising four digit numbers,” he marvelled.

“It’s not instantaneous,” I
admitted. “You probably know all the primes under one hundred?”

“Mmmm? Probably,” he agreed. “I
might need a couple of seconds to think about some of them.”

“Well you just need to memorise
the product of any two of them,” I shrugged. “And it doesn’t hurt
to be able to quickly recognise multiples of three when you’re
doing it for Belinda.”

He looked at me with serious
eyes. “You’re very smart,” he shook his head slowly, watching me in
a way that made me feel warm inside.

“Does that make me scary?” I
asked, looking shyly down at my drink.

“Scary wasn’t the word that I
was thinking of,” he said. Actually, he kind of sighed it.

I wondered what his beard would
feel like against my cheek.

 


~~~

 


The party was fun. I got a
little bit drunk, I danced badly with Kevin (not something either
of us will be hurrying to repeat) and of course I won the
fancy-dress competition with a spontaneous, rapturous ovation from
all of the boys in the crowd. I couldn’t believe I’d kept Hermione
in the closet for so long. I loved this dress; I loved how it made
me feel and I was hungry to experience more.

Finally it came time to go home.
We live close to the university so Kevin offered to walk with me,
while Belinda and Andrew discovered after a rushed conversation
that they would rather catch a taxi to Andrew’s house than come
back to ours. I sensed that I was being given space.

As we turned to walk up my
street, images from a thousand teenage movies flashed through my
mind’s eye: the kiss at the end of the date. But we hadn’t been on
a date, we just met there; would I get my kiss?

Heart pounding, I stopped in
front of the gate to our building.

“What?” Kevin looked around.
“Why are you stopping?”

“This is me,” I said pointing to
the gate. “We’re home.”

“Oh,” he said, obviously taken
aback. “I was hoping it would take longer.”

“But why?” I laughed.

“Because if I had a bit more
time,” he began sombrely, “then I think I might have had the
courage to hold your hand.”

Oh goodness, the blood rush! I
could see how people get addicted to this feeling.

“It’s a nice night,” I said
quietly. “We could walk around the block.”

“Could we?” he asked with
cautious hope in his voice.

“Mm-hm!” I smiled. “But first
you need to tell me something; because I can’t wait until we get
back to find out.”

“Anything.” He cocked his head,
curious about my question.

“Are you going to …” I
swallowed. “Are you going to kiss me goodnight?” The alcohol was
doing its job; we were both saying things that we wouldn’t normally
say.

“Oh great,” he rolled his eyes
and smiled, breaking some of the tension. “Now I’m not going to be
able to enjoy the walk because I’ll be obsessing about the
kiss.”

“Well,” I said softly, taking
half a step closer so that our bodies were touching. “If you kiss
me now and make it a bad one, then you can relax knowing you’ll do
a lot better when we get back.

“That’s actually a pretty good
idea,” he said quite seriously.

I put both hands around his
waist and stood with our tummies touching. Leaning back a little, I
turned my face up to his and looked into his eyes, just a couple of
inches above my own. He closed his arms around my body and held me
gently to his chest, my small breasts cushioning our light
embrace.

He turned his head slightly to
the right so that we didn’t bump noses. “Remember to make it a bad
one,” I husked.

I swallowed nervously as his
lips touched mine and forgot to kiss. Noooo! God, I was late to
my first kiss! I felt the warm puff of his halting breath as he
closed on my lower lip and then heard the tiny smack of his kiss as
he pulled fractionally away. Desperately, I opened my mouth and
chased after him, catching most of his upper lip between mine,
pressing harder and closing down a little bit wetter than he had
done before pulling away, agonisingly slow, with a moist smack from
both of us.

“Was that bad enough?” he
whispered.

“It was terrible,” I mouthed,
almost inaudible. We held each other close and I could feel the
heat of his breath on my lips. It was my first kiss and I was
filing away every sight, sound, smell and sensation; I wanted to be
able to recall every part of this moment and use it to banish the
horror of that day beneath the elms seven years earlier.

After a few more moments he let
me go – reluctantly, I thought – and took my hand.

“We should walk,” he said
simply.

Yes, we definitely should,
because I’m not sure what would happen next if I kept holding him
that close. We walked slowly, relishing the contact of our hands
and the occasional brushing of our bodies whenever the alcohol in
our systems re-routed our paths across each other.

I looked up at the stars and
contemplated what would happen when we got back to my building. I’d
just had my first kiss, and I wasn’t going to taint the memory with
what most women claim to be a disappointing experience of
first-time sex. I wasn’t ready for that anyway; but nor was I
finished with Kevin for the night.

I could still feel the soft
touch of his lips against my own and that sensuous wet, slide when
I kissed more deeply than I intended. I sensed that there was much
joy to be experienced in kissing, and if I was sixteen again then
it is something that I would have ample opportunity to explore. But
at twenty-four, the pace of a physical relationship was different;
there was no taboo against sex, nothing to stop your passions from
overtaking you. I knew I would kiss again – and I would enjoy it –
but it would never again be like tonight and I wasn’t done yet. I
wanted more from Kevin; not everything, but more.

Back at my gate again, this time
we stepped into each other’s arms without the nervous preamble of
earlier.

“Goodnight, Jeannie,” he said,
our mouths just an inch apart.

“Goodnight,” I whispered, and
opened my lips to him, letting him come to me. And he did. Touching
softly against my lips, we closed our mouths together, but instead
of pulling away we both opened again and tilting our heads in
unison for better contact, we pressed together more firmly, with
our mouths and with our bodies, tasting and touching and learning
about each other in a breathless head-rush of new love.

“Come inside with me,” I
breathed.

“But I …” I felt his heart
quicken against my breasts. “I didn’t bring any …”

“Not for that,” I whispered. “To
kiss.” And I underscored this by kissing him again; and it was
every bit as good as the first two.

I fumbled my keys like a horny
prom-queen outside a motel. With one hand around my waist, Kevin
closed the other over my shaking fingers and helped me to open the
door. Finally inside, I buried my fingers in his beard and felt the
soft bristles tickle my palms.

“I’ve been wanting to do that
all night,” I smiled, then taking two fistfuls of beard I pulled
him close and kissed him loudly on the mouth. “Mmmm, handles,” I
grinned. “Handy.”

Kissing me back through a smile,
he reversed into the lounge, holding me close, and then fell onto
the sofa. With a muffled shriek I fell with him, scrambling so as
not to land my knees somewhere I may later regret, and ended up
straddling his hips in my red dress, the hardness of his
belt-buckle pressing at first uncomfortably – and then delightfully
– against the lacy gusset of my panties.

I got my wish that night; with
lots of kissing and squeezing, first with me on top, and then
Kevin; incredibly he never once tried to go further, not even to
touch my breasts, although at times I longed for him to do so. We
kept going until first light when finally, with eyes hanging out
from lack of sleep and my face incandescent with pash-rash, I
suggested to Kevin that we could see each other again after we had
both gotten some sleep.

Crawling into bed with the new
day’s sun peeking through my blinds, I slid two fingers into my
panties and with the recollection of Kevin’s hard manhood pressing
into my thigh or my stomach throughout the night, I brought myself
to a quick but sweet orgasm and fell immediately asleep.

 


Chapter 4 – Belinda’s Rules for
Virgins

 


I woke up at midday with a mild
hangover and my face burning from third-degree pash-rash. I pulled
on my robe and trudged to bathroom, and as I sat on the toilet, I
jerked in surprise at the crazy-woman looking back at me in the
bathroom mirror. God help Emma Watson if she ever looked like this;
I had bloodshot eyes, hair in a crazy tangle, and my lips and chin
were glowing red and swollen. I looked like a meth-addict’s
mug-shot.

Stretching for the medicine
cabinet while I peed what felt like an entire case of Victoria
Bitter, I gobbled a couple of paracetamol and smeared cold-cream
over my face without rubbing it in. By the time I flushed the
toilet and brushed my hair, I was thinking about Kevin again and
was on the slow path to recovering some of the previous night’s
good cheer.

Belinda was in the kitchen
making coffee.

“Please, please tell me you’re
making one for me,” I pleaded, squinting as I shuffled into the
bright daylight of the kitchen.

“Regretting our actions of last
night, are we?” she chirped, way too cheerfully. “Good God!” she
squawked, turning around and seeing me for the first time. “What
happened to your face?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,”
I groaned, sitting at the counter. “At least not until you’ve
finished making me coffee.”

She ignored me – as usual – and
came over to inspect the damage. “Ouch! That hurts just to look
at!” she sympathised, going back to work on the coffee machine. “I
hope it was worth it. Do you want two coffees? Is he still in the
bedroom?”

“What? No!” I clipped back,
probably a bit more vehemently than was warranted. “He didn’t stay
… we didn’t …” I left the sentence unfinished, my cheeks burning
with colour to match my lips and chin.

“Bullshit!” she giggled. And
then she called, “Kev! Get yourself decent and come out! Otherwise
you’ll miss out on coffee.”

“I’m not bullshitting,” I smiled
at her playful presumption. “He’s not here.”

“I’ve seen that kind of
beard-burn before,” she leaned against the kitchen bench and
studied me. “In the mirror, no less. It comes from an all-nighter
of hot sex. Are you telling me you boffed him and sent him packing?
‘Cos that’s harsh, Jeannie.”

“I’m certainly not telling you
that,” I shot back, trying to get annoyed, but still blearily
blissed-out with new love and wanting to share. “I’m telling you we
kissed and then I sent him packing so I wouldn’t be tempted
to boff him.”

“What? When?” she sounded
confused, but I think she was starting to believe me. “It’s midday
now. What time did you go to bed?”

“About six,” I said. “If you’re
going to grill me, can you at least do it over coffee?”

“But …”

“Coffee!” I demanded. “No more
details until I’m caffeinated.” She quickly finished frothing the
milk; I could see her almost bursting; dancing from foot to foot
like she was busting for the toilet.

“Details!” she blurted, plonking
the coffee in front of me and slopping a bit on the counter. She
pulled her stool close and stared at me expectantly.

“What, no chocolate sprinkle?” I
pouted, enjoying my little bit of power, relishing the anticipation
of sharing and a bit frightened at the same time. Belinda jumped up
so fast I had to catch her stool before it fell over. She came back
with the chocolate shaker and pounded out two brown clouds, some of
which settled over the foam on my coffee.

“Details!”

“Have you considered a career in
waitressing?” I asked, suppressing a smile.

“Have you considered a career in
comedy?” she shot back. “Details, Jeans. You have five unaccounted
hours from when you left the party to when you went to bed. You say
you didn’t boff him. Or are you using the Clinton definition? Don’t
make me run that red dress under a black-light?”

“There are no details,” I
laughed in spite of myself. “And no, there are no cum-stains on my
dress, thank you so much for the imagery,” and then in a pretty bad
Texan drawl: “Ah did naht have sex with they-at may-an!”

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”
she looked at me sideways. “You had a five-hour pash-fest with
Kev.”

“Four and a half,” I said. “We
walked around the block to warm up for the pash-fest.”

“Four and a half hours of
pashing?” she studied the red gaps beneath the cold cream with a
pained expression.

“Uh huh.”

“Clothes stayed on?”

“Yep.”

“Undies too?”

“They’re clothes, aren’t they?”
I smirked.

“The Clinton impression cost you
some credibility,” she quipped. “And no coming whatsoever?”

“With Kevin?” I asked, knowing
she would get the implication.

“Bullshit!” she blurted, eyes
boggling. “You sent him away with blue-balls and then went and
finished yourself off with that jackhammer you keep in your
drawer?”

“Oh!” I blushed again, sipping
my coffee and looking away. “Sorry, I didn’t realise it was that
noisy.”

“God, don’t throw it out!” she
said earnestly. “It makes Andrew super horny. Rhinoceros-horny. In
fact if you could throw in some moaning, you’d be doing me a
favour.”

“Oh my goodness,” I blushed
redder still. “I’d love a way to salvage some dignity from this
conversation. I’d tell you I didn’t bother with it last night …” I
sniffed my fingers for effect; trying to appear brazen and
unconcerned about my masturbation to hide my embarrassment, “… but
I don’t think it would help.”

“Yeah, over-sharing, Jeans,” she
frowned. “There’s just one thing still unclear.”

“And that is?” I was feeling
more confident now, I could see that Belinda wasn’t going to judge
me. I probably should have known that all the time.

“Why?”

“Why what?” I didn’t
understand.

“Why not get him to finish you
off?” she asked simply. “You didn’t kiss him for five hours and
decide you didn’t like him.”

“Four and a half.”

“Whatever,” she waved it away.
“It’s not like you’re saving yourself for …” Belinda fell silent
with her mouth open; the question unasked. The silence spun out for
a few seconds while I watched the results of an internal dialogue
play out on her face. “You’re a virgin,” she said finally.

I wasn’t as embarrassed as I
thought I would be. I wasn’t really embarrassed at all, in fact. It
wasn’t like she was dancing around the table, pointing at me and
singing “Nyah-nyah-ne-na-nyah” like a primary school kid. Even so,
I couldn’t put words to it; I just made a resigned, shrugging
expression with my mouth that probably looked pretty funny behind
the cold-cream.

“One more question,” she asked
seriously. “How did you keep his hands out your knickers for that
long?”

“I didn’t need to,” I replied, a
bit surprised she would ask. I thought it was nice that he didn’t
take liberties.

“Not even …?” she cupped her own
breast suggestively.

“Nope,” I said proudly. “Perfect
gentleman.”

“So Kev’s a virgin, too?” she
raised an eyebrow and sat back thoughtfully.

“What? No!” I blurted. “I mean,
I don’t know. Why would you say that?”

“There’s only two plausible
reasons why a guy would pash for five hours …”

“Four and a half,” I
interrupted.

“… whatever, for four and a half
hours without copping a feel. Either he’s never done it before,”
she paused.

“Or?” I asked. “He’s a
gentleman?”

“No,” she smiled. “Or you cuffed
him to the bedposts.”

“Funny girl,” I smiled
ironically.

“One more question?”

“You said that about five
questions ago,” I observed.

“Do you want to?” she asked.

“Want to what?” I asked
obtusely, knowing exactly what she meant, but prolonging the
admission.

“Boff him, you dope,” she said.
“Let him park his car. Slip you the sausage. Get the mad-milkman to
make a special delivery down Pleasure Lane …” I had to hold up a
hand to stop her; I sensed she could go on like this for a
while.

I still didn’t answer
though.

“Well?”

I sipped coffee, making an
“Mmm-hmm” affirmation into the cup that I hoped sounded
non-committal.

Belinda looked at me
thoughtfully for a few moments.

“Will you let me do something
for you?” she asked in her serious voice.

“You’re not going to break him
in for me. Not even if you beg,” I said in the best deadpan I could
muster.

“I’m being serious,” she said,
still quite seriously, and two such statements in a row is close to
a record for Belinda. “How many women have you heard say their
first time was a wonderful experience?”

“Heaps,” I answered.

“Not counting erotica,” she
stipulated.

“None at all,” I confirmed. “Not
one.” The logical implication – that I was building myself up for a
big disappointment – was coming through loud and clear.

“There’s a reason for that,” she
went on. “Most women have their first time as a teenager, and it’s
usually with a teenage guy, and often he’s a virgin too.” She took
a sip of coffee while she assembled the speech in her head. “Here’s
the thing: teenage guys are the worst lovers in the world; virgins
are even worse. Put them together …?” she made a mock explosion
gesture with her hands. ”They don’t know where anything is; they
don’t know what you want; they can last longer than about thirty
seconds; and worst of all: they don’t care.”

“But Kevin’s not a teenager,” I
defended his unproven sexual prowess. “He’s in fourth-year; he’s
got to be at least twenty-one or two.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Belinda waved
me off. “It’s the virgin-factor. They only get better with
experience, not age.”

“You understand that I’m not
sending him off to Belinda’s better-boffer boot-camp, don’t you?” I
said, only half joking.

“I’m taking this seriously,” she
said. She sounded a little hurt that I wasn’t. “I’ve been working
on a set of instructions – kind of a recipe – for girls to use on
their first time.” She paused, waiting for that bit to sink in. “I
want you to try it.”

It felt a bit surreal having
someone take such an interest in my sex life. I was feeling mixed
emotions: a little bit of embarrassment, some lust from thinking
about sex with Kevin, some apprehension because Belinda was almost
certainly right about the disappointing sex with virgins, and
finally, a sprinkling of excitement at the possibility of a
fairy-tale first time … or maybe just one that was memorable for
the right reasons.

Even if I didn’t use her
crazy-girl Kama Sutra, it couldn’t hurt to listen, right?

“Make me more coffee,” I said,
“and then tell me.”

 


~~~

 


Kevin called a little after 3pm.
That probably sounds desperate to normal people, but by 1:30pm I’d
showered, eaten, applied four different types of soothing balm,
anti-inflammatory gel, topical steroids, and finally concealer to
my chin. By 2pm I was a graduate of Belinda’s school of virtuous
virgins and had begged her to get Andrew to send me Kevin’s number
without telling Kevin, and saved it into my phone. By 3pm I had
been staring at it for an hour and had begun silently swearing at
it for refusing to ring.

“Does he have your number?”
Belinda asked as she walked through the lounge room, seeing me
cross-legged on the couch, frowning at my phone.

Shit!

“Um, Belinda!” I called after
her. “Could you … um …?”

“I sent it thirty seconds ago!”
she called from the bedroom.

And then it rang. I nearly
dropped the bloody thing.

“Hello?” If he didn’t care about
calling me less than twelve hours after he’d left, then I sure as
heck didn’t care about answering on the first ring. But I wasn’t
going to advertise the fact I knew it was him; a girl’s got her
pride.

“Jeannie? It’s Kevin,” he said
tentatively. I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came
out. “… from last night,” he filled in the silence nervously. I
almost snorted with laughter; it broke the ice for me.

“Hmmm … Kevin?” I mused, using
humour to cover my own trepidation. “Which one were you again?”

“The geeky one with the beard,”
he said, picking up on my joke straight away.

“I went to a Harry Potter fan
club last night,” I laughed. “You’ll have to be more specific. Were
you the fat one, the smelly one, or the good kisser?”

“Oh God,” he moaned good
naturedly. “The last one, I hope.”

“Good,” I said primly. “The
other ones were terrible kissers.”

“I … um … had a really good time
last night …”

“Me too,” I agreed eagerly. I
was smiling to myself, thinking about the previous night; all that
tension, wondering what was going to happen, and then our first
kiss … and then more.

“… and I wondered if you wanted
to go out to dinner tonight? Or maybe drinks later? Or coffee
earlier? Or …”

“They all sound good to me,” I
interrupted quickly, thinking it might be awkward if I let him keep
going as far as breakfast tomorrow.

“All of them? Um? Okay then, I’m
up for all of them,” he stammered, misunderstanding me. But I’d
already started thinking about what it would feel like kissing him
again, and I discovered that I was up for all of them too. “So
coffee first, I guess,” he said. “Do you want me to pick you
up?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said dreamily. I
felt all princessey getting picked up from my house by my gallant
knight.

“Okay,” he agreed brightly. I
just have to change my jeans, I’ll be there in fifteen minutes. See
you then.”

“What? Um … okay … bye.” The
line went dead. Shit.

“BELINDA!” I yelled, jumping off
the couch. “CLEAR THE BATHROOM!”

Shit-shit-shit-shit-shit! Ten
minutes to pick out clothes, five to get dressed, five for make-up,
ten for hair, no time for nails, another five to pick shoes and ten
to reject them because they don’t match my bag … how much does that
leave to pick out jewellery?

I bolted into my bedroom in a
panic and skidded to halt when I saw Belinda in there.

“Settle, Gretel,” she said
calmly, coming to me and holding me gently by the forearms. “I’ve
picked out your clothes already; they’re on the bed. You get
dressed while I find the right shoes and load up your bag, then
I’ll do your hair and earrings while you do make-up. You’ll be
ready and still have time for a nervous pre-date wee.”

“What? You knew this was going
to happen?” I didn’t know whether to be thankful that she’d saved
me or offended that she didn’t let me in on what was happening.
Right now I was reserving judgement, but leaning towards
offended.

“I knew it was a possibility,”
she said. “But I didn’t want to get you all worked up just in case;
plus I need to keep you calm so you can road-test my plan.” She
took a breath and looked at me meaningfully. “Now are we going to
get you ready? Or do you want to talk about it some more?”

“I love you, Blin,” I kissed the
corner of her mouth, making her smile. Turns out I was thankful
after all.

I started to strip while Belinda
pawed through the thirty or so pairs of shoes in the bottom of my
closet, and then I quickly inventoried the clothes she had laid
out: a cornflower blue, above-the-knee, A-line skirt; a white,
sleeveless peasant blouse; and a nude, strapless bra.

“You picked out my bra?” I
challenged; still thankful, but beginning to think she might be
over-stepping.

“I offer a complete service,”
came the muffled reply from the bottom of the closet. It was hard
to get mad at Belinda.

“Strapless?” I asked. “Really?”
The blouse wasn’t off-the-shoulder, so the strapless bra was
completely unnecessary.

“My mistake,” she shot back,
poking her head out of the closet again. “Just give me fifteen
minutes with Kev when he gets here so I can teach him how to unhook
a bra. Do you mind if we use my bedroom?”

Note to self: Belinda doesn’t
like her decisions being questioned.

“But I … um … don’t …?” Not only
didn’t I understand, I couldn’t finish a sentence either. The clasp
on the strapless bra is at least as tricky as any other. There was
a principle here that I was missing.

“You untuck your blouse, pull
the bra down to your waist, and voilà!” With her head buried in the
closet again, Belinda gestured grandly with a pair of red pumps to
underscore her point. “You’re completely gropeable and still
dressed for polite company. It’s good for getting felt-up in
secluded car parks, movie theatres and on late-night public
transport … it’s the versatile bra!”

Oh my goodness! My
forebrain wasn’t thrilled at the idea of letting Kevin touch my
breasts in a semi-public setting, but my nipples thought
differently and immediately firmed to rigid peaks as I felt a
shiver run down my spine. I quickly put on the strapless bra before
Belinda could turn around and see how easily she had aroused
me.

“I’m surprised you didn’t pick
out my panties as well,” I muttered ironically, quickly stepping
out of my jeans and pulling on the skirt.

“No need,” she emerged from the
closet still holding the red pumps. “You won’t be wearing any.”

She stood for a moment regarding
my shocked expression, frozen in the act of straightening the
skirt.

“C’mon. Take them off,” she
said, snapping her fingers at me, letting me know there would be no
discussion.

“I already did,” I lied.

“Show me,” she challenged,
raising a blonde eyebrow sceptically.

“I’m not showing you my … bits!”
I was flustered. God, I don’t know why I couldn’t say ‘pussy’ in
front of her after the stunningly detailed virgin-buster tutorial
she’d provided earlier.

“Flash your bum at me then,” she
smiled. “Or you could just stop fibbing and take them off.”

“I can’t go without panties in
this,” I pleaded, holding out the skirt. It flared airily out from
my hips and made me feel really exposed; it was really designed to
be worn with tights, not bare legs, and it certainly wasn’t
designed to be worn without panties.

“This is why women don’t have
orgasms during unplanned sex,” Belinda instructed me with a waving
finger. “They put up too many barriers. If you do all the foreplay
with your undies on, then you give him a head-start. If you let him
squeeze your tits and rub your pussy through …”

“Language!” I interrupted.

“… through a layer of fabric,
then don’t expect him to come back and start over once you both get
your gear off.” I must have looked like a rabbit in the headlights,
because she sat me down on the bed and used a kinder voice. “Virgin
foreplay is done with clothes on because no-one is brave enough to
undress until you get to at least third-base; and it can last for
an hour of more until someone gets up the courage to make the next
move.” She took my hand. “With undies on, you’re going to miss out
on the longest, sweetest, skin-on-skin foreplay of your life. With
undies off, the worst case is you come before he does.”

Belinda smiled at her own joke
and kept holding my gaze in an attempt to convince me of her
superior wisdom … and it worked; I reached under my skirt and
peeled my panties off.

“Satisfied?” I said, tossing
them in the hamper.

“Nope,” she chirped, turning to
raid my jewellery box. “But you will be!”

I put on the red shoes and
looked in the mirror. It wasn’t an ensemble I would normally
choose; with my hair in a pony-tail, the skirt and blouse looked
kind of prim and innocent, but the red pumps somehow made it
coquettish and sexy.

“It’s missing something,” I
said, turning back and forth, trying to work out what it was and
also trying to get used to feel of the skirt swishing over my bare
bottom.

“These!” Belinda presented a
pair of red pendant-earrings and a broad, bright red hair-ribbon.
She held up the earrings to my ears and looked at me in the mirror.
She was right (of course), they tied the shoes in and emphasised
the whole virgin-sexy vibe that had begun with the
skirt-without-tights combo.

I started applying makeup while
Belinda worked on my hair, though I don’t think it saved much time
because she had to stop brushing for the fiddly bits – lipstick,
eye liner, mascara. She re-tied my pony-tail higher than I normally
do, making it point up at an angle before dropping down. It looked
kind of … perky? playful? … instead of practical, which is the only
reason I ever tie it up.

Belinda put the earrings in and
tied on the red hair ribbon just as I finished my makeup and I was
ready with three minutes to spare. If I was going to be seeing more
of Kevin then I hoped this wouldn’t set unrealistic expectations
about how long it takes to get ready to go out.

I looked at the final product in
the mirror. It was me (of course), in my clothes, with
my hair and makeup … but it looked like someone else
entirely. Someone really sexy. It was the juxtaposition; the demure
skirt versus the bare legs and sexy shoes; the school-girl
hair-ribbon versus the sexually suggestive red lipstick and
earrings. Those combinations created a tension – a frisson –
that was somehow more sexy than a flat-out slinky dress and
come-fuck-me boots.

“Oh, wow!” I whispered. “That’s
different.”

“I call it ‘Slutty Sunday-School
Teacher’,” Belinda said, smiling at me in the mirror. “You still
have time for that nervous wee. I’ll go watch for Kev.”

I turned to face her and felt a
lump rising in my throat. I was so excited about seeing Kevin again
and so thankful for the way Belinda was playing mother-hen; all of
the urgency and emotion was building inside me and coming to a
head. I wanted to thank her but I would probably start crying, so I
just hugged her instead.

“Thank you,” I mouthed in her
ear, squeezing harder; I don’t even know if she heard.

 


Chapter 5 – Needs a Man’s Touch

 


Kevin was a few minutes late.
Not that I was holding him to his fifteen minute promise, but I
felt kind of proud on Belinda’s behalf of what she had achieved in
so little time. I was also keyed up and excited, I ended up peeking
out the front window waiting for him.

Like a doting mother, she made
me bring him inside and tried the old ‘Have her home by ten
o’clock, young man’ line. We both laughed at her; it must have been
the nervous tension because it really wasn’t very funny. She also
made me show off my outfit; twirling to make the skirt flare up and
causing me to blush, even though I knew it couldn’t flare high
enough to see I wore no panties. Then she started to grill Kevin
mercilessly about how pretty he thought I looked, making his ears
go red. I finally put a stop to it and dragged him out the door to
the sounds of Belinda’s musical laughter.

“I won’t be here later,” she
called after us. “I’m spending the night at Andrew’s.”

Good to know.

We left his car and walked to
the train station, then we caught the train in to Circular Quay,
holding hands all the way and sitting close enough for our legs to
touch.

“Where are you taking me?” I
asked as we walked down from the train platform, my hair and skirt
bouncing playfully with every step.

“Do you want to know?” he
replied. “Or do you want it to be a surprise?”

“Surprise,” I said, giving his
hand a squeeze. I’m a sucker for surprises.

He made me stand away from him
while he went to the ferry terminal and bought tickets, which kind
of narrowed down the possibilities for a surprise; the ferries go
to a lot of places in Sydney Harbour, but not all of them are
date-worthy. Twilight at Taronga Park Zoo was my guess, and that
was fine with me; the red pumps only had a two-inch heel so I could
manage a bit of walking, and walking meant holding hands, and
stopping at exhibits meant touching, maybe some hugging. Hopefully
not too much kissing though; my lips still hurt from the night
before.

“C’mon, let’s go get coffee,” he
said, tucking the tickets into his pocket and taking my hand again.
We walked around the quay-side to the Opera House, stopping for
take-away coffee along the way, which we then carried up to foot of
the steps.

“Do you want to sit down here?”
he offered.

“Um … this skirt isn’t ideal for
sitting on the ground,” I said, wondering how many tourists’
cameras would appear if I began flashing my pussy to the entire
Sydney Opera House forecourt. “It’s a bit …,” I didn’t finish the
sentence; I just held the hem out on both sides, demonstrating how
short and open it was.

“Mmmm,” he mused thoughtfully, a
smirk playing at the corner of his lips. “It could have been
worse.”

“How?” I asked, sensing a
joke.

“You could have forgotten to
wear panties,” he laughed.

Blush! Oh my goodness, I
was burning up.

“I didn’t forget,” I
said, gathering my courage. “I didn’t wear any deliberately.”

That silenced him. I wonder
what he’ll be thinking about for the rest of the afternoon
now!

“Let’s go stand at the railing,”
I suggested.

We walked out onto Bennelong
Point and watched the ferries come and go under the Harbour Bridge;
leaning against the railing and sipping coffee while the breeze
nipped at the hem of my skirt, threatening to expose my bottom. I
put an arm around Kevin’s waist and pulled close so that our hips
were touching. He turned to look at me, his eyes dark shadows
behind his sunglasses, and I craned my neck up to give him a
coffee-flavoured kiss; just a soft one, lips only.

Kevin put his arm around me; his
fingers resting lightly on the curve of my waist and his thumb a
scant couple of inches beneath the support of my bra. Suddenly I
wanted that hand to head north; I was glad we didn’t get more
intimate the previous night, but now – after all of that talk of
first-time sex with Belinda – I was curious, and I was so
ready.

He kissed me back, more deeply
and insistently.

“Ow!” I pulled back, just an
inch. “I’m still sore. From last night. Pash-rash” I smiled,
indicating the skin around my lips and my chin, still heavily made
up.

“Oh!” he said, the
disappointment obvious. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said,
and then smiled. “Well, not entirely, anyway. You just have to be
gentle with me.” I gave him another kiss; soft, dry, lips only.
“Like that,” I whispered, our noses still touching.

He kissed back again, more
gently this time. “Is that better?”

“A bit,” I said. “Maybe you need
to practice. Here, hold this.” I gave him my coffee cup and now,
with his hands full, I turned him to face me and embraced him with
both arms, pecking at his lips with short, gentle kisses while I
explored the contours of his back, following the lean lines of
muscle under his shoulder-blades, down over his kidneys, and
finally sliding my fingers into the back pockets of his jeans,
feeling the shape of his backside until he tensed the muscles
deliciously beneath my fingertips.

“That’s not fair,” he murmured
through my kisses, his hands full and using his forearms to hug me
ineffectually around my bra-strap, yet still managing to press by
breasts deliciously into his chest.

“Let’s walk back through the
gardens,” I said, letting him go and taking my cup back. We crossed
the forecourt again towards Farm Cove and through the gates into
the Royal Botanic Gardens, where we binned the coffee cups and took
the steps up to the low bluff that overlooks the Sydney Opera
House. There’s lots of little paths and thick, shady trees and not
so many tourists, so it feels kind of private. We walked slowly
with arms around each other; his on my waist and mine in his
back-pocket, feeling his backside though the denim. It was slow
progress because we stopped at regular intervals to hold and kiss,
his hands occasionally straying down to cup my bottom, making me
wonder whether he was checking for a panty-line that wasn’t
there.

 


~~~

 


Back at Circular Quay, Kevin led
me to what might be Australia’s most recognisable water-craft: the
Manly Ferry. So much for a surprise. I wasn’t disappointed though,
I like Manly; nice cafes and restaurants, nice beaches, and the
ferry ride is romantic – it’s quaint and old-fashioned like a
vintage train ride.

We went straight to the seats by
the port-side railing on the upper deck where we could sit in the
sunshine and look out at the Harbour Bridge. A few minutes later
the ferry got underway, the massive engines turning Wharf 3 into a
vicious, white washing machine; and before long we had rounded
Bennelong Point and were motoring at something close to full speed,
which we found out later is only a stately eighteen knots on the
old ferries.

Most of the other passengers
were either downstairs or inside and we had the port-side rail to
ourselves. Looking out over the fancy North Shore houses, we
laughed and joked about which one would be best to live in. Would
it have room for our yacht? And what about our vintage car
collection? We settled on the one next door to Kirribilli House,
just so we could drop in on the Prime Minister and ask to borrow
his lawnmower. In other words, we were being immature, but we were
having fun nonetheless. The combination of sunshine and laughter
had me feeling frisky and holding hands wasn’t doing the job for me
anymore.

“Oooh, look at that one over
there!” I pointed past Kevin, and when he turned around I quickly
hopped into his lap with an arm around his neck and folded my bare
legs into the seat I had just vacated.

“This is new,” he smiled
happily.

“My seat was uncomfortable,” I
said, kissing him. “But this is better.”

Conversation suffered after
that. I undid one of the buttons of his shirt and slid my hand in
to stroke his chest; combing my fingers through the hairs while his
hand gradually grew bolder (and my seat grew lumpier!) as he first
cupped my bottom over the skirt and then slid it beneath the hem to
explore my smooth upper thigh. By the time the ferry crossed into
North Harbour my lipstick was mostly on Kevin, and his other hand –
ostensibly supporting my back – had migrated upwards to measure the
modest swell of my breast through the bra cup. It surprised me
not-at-all that Belinda was completely right about the unsatisfying
nature of being felt-up through a bra.

“I need to freshen up my
lipstick,” I said as the ferry decelerated coming into Manly
Cove.

“How’s mine?” Kevin asked,
leaning back to let me look at his lips.

“Smeared,” I laughed, wiping off
the worst of it with my thumb. “You could use a touch-up.”

“You go ahead. I’ll mind the
seats,” he said enigmatically, although his reluctance to get up
might be informed by the bulge in his jeans that I had been
wriggling around on, trying unsuccessfully to seat it between my
legs where it seemed to belong.

Walking off to the toilet, I
knew that Kevin was watching my bottom so I took longer strides to
make the skirt bounce and swish, but it had the unexpected
side-effect of making my engorged pussy lips rub together with wet
friction, sending a shiver of desire through me that raised
goose-bumps all over my body. As I fixed my lipstick in the mirror,
I noticed the flushed cheeks, the dilated pupils, the hard nipples
poking through my bra and felt the burning warmth between my
thighs; and I wondered whether I was going to make it all the way
through this date, or maybe I should just rent a hotel room in
Manly and get Kevin to finish me off then and there.

Dinner was sweet and romantic in
its simplicity. We walked across the neck of land between Manly
Cove on the harbour side to Manly Beach on the Pacific Ocean, and
found a bottle-O – where we bought a bottle of South Australian
champagne (oops, je suis désolé France, I mean Sparkling
White Wine) – and a discount shop where we picked up two plastic
champagne flutes for a dollar each. With drinks sorted, we ordered
a seafood basket from a take-away fish shop and took it across the
road to eat and drink and watch the waves as the sun went down
behind us.

Like a couple of idiots, we
replayed the Lady and The Tramp spaghetti scene with a
crumbed calamari ring, nibbling into the middle and then stealing a
greasy kiss and laughing when our lips met. As the darkness slowly
deepened and the bottle slowly emptied, our sense of privacy and
intimacy grew out of proportion to the situation, which was
essentially a very public – though sparsely populated – city
beach.

Lying on my back with Kevin
propped on one elbow beside me, I conspired to untuck the front of
my blouse per Belinda’s instructions. I was trying to work out how
I could discreetly pull down my bra when his fingers left my naked
thigh and crept beneath the white cotton, making my stomach muscles
flutter nervously as they moved inexpertly but eagerly up to stroke
across the satiny cups.

Fuck decorum; it’s
overrated. Without breaking our kiss, I reached under my blouse
and hoiked my bra down from under each arm, my breasts popping free
on the second try and giving me enough slack to pull the entire
thing down to my waist and out of the way.

Thank you Belinda! I will
never question your choice of underwear again! Oh God, and she
was so right; Kevin’s first tentative touches to my breasts sent
out ecstatic shivers through my entire body, making me squeeze my
thighs together as the fire kindling there flared hotter. I heard
his breathing double as his gentle fingers found my areola and
traced the little bumps there that rose to his touch. Hearing his
arousal only served to heighten mine, and I whimpered and arched my
back, pressing my breast more firmly into his hand, desperate for
more.

I couldn’t believe I had made it
to twenty-four years without being touched like this. I’m no prude;
I touch myself to masturbate, and I thought – wrongly as it turned
out – that a man’s touch would be not so different; I even
considered that it would be less satisfying because masturbation
gave me more control.

Kevin’s first touch to my nipple
burst that bubble. It was stiff and hard and resisted as he brushed
across it, leaning but not yielding before snapping back like a
bowstring and sending miniature shockwaves of pleasure through my
breast. His fingers returned unerringly, gently pinching and
shaping it, feeling its hard, excited texture and making me moan
into our kiss.

I cried out a little louder when
he moved to my other breast, not expecting the renewed surge of
pleasure as fresh nerve-endings responded explosively to their
first touch, dumping adrenalin into my system and raising my
heartbeat to an excited pounding that I could hear in my ears.

Kevin shifted his weight on his
elbow, moving more of his upper body over mine as he bent one knee
to rest on my naked thighs. The movement down there set off a
passionate reflex; without meaning to, I arched downwards with my
hips and relaxed my legs, allowing them to part and his knee to
slide between my thighs. I was immediately conscious of my naked
pussy; now vulnerable and unguarded with his leg holding mine
apart; my aching sex now covered only by the flap of my skirt. I
could tell how wet and open I was with the night air cooling
against my glistening lips; I felt exposed all the way to my
core.

I felt a moment of loss when his
hand left my breasts, but it was forgotten in a breathless rush
when his palm closed around the side of my thigh and slid
sensuously up to my hip, finally getting the chance to search more
thoroughly for the panties that were never there. I rolled towards
him and as his hand rounded my naked bottom, I felt his fingers
brush smoothly over my tailbone – the last possible bastion for a
high-cut G-string – and I felt a thrill of excitement again when I
heard his breath whistle through his nose as he realised the
implications of my state of undress.

“Did you get dressed in a
hurry?” he whispered, amusement and horniness obvious in his voice
as his index finger traced the cleft of my buttocks.

“Actually yes,” I giggled. “Take
a memo; girls need more than fifteen minutes to get ready for a
date.”

“Noted,” he said, kissing me
again and closing his palm over my lower buttock, his fingertips
perilously close to my wet opening. “But I feel a compelling case
for fifteen minutes notice right now,” he finished, giving my
bottom a gentle squeeze, his fingertips stroking and circling,
edging closer to my sex. Surely he could feel the heat pouring out
of there, enticing him forward, begging him to come in.

I lifted my knee so our legs
were scissored together and my pussy opened even further, my juices
now flowing freely and trickling onto my thigh. Kevin pulled back
his hand to explore the shape of my naked bottom before stretching
between my thighs again, brushing across my swollen lips and coming
away leaving a slick trail, causing both of us to gasp in shared
excitement. Reaching again, he touched me a second time; just two
fingers resting either side of my opening; not pulling away this
time, but scarcely moving, testing the pillowy softness of my most
intimate place and the texture of the sodden hairs plastered to my
skin. It wasn’t exactly the Black Forest down there – my
bikini-line was waxed for summer – but all of a sudden I felt so
very different from those clean-shaven girls on the internet; it
was a distinction I kind of liked.

Tentatively, Kevin traced the
edges of my sex with his fingertips, keeping them just on the outer
curve of skin where it angles in to my pink centre. Down to my
perineum and then slowly back up to the limit of his reach, either
side of my clitoris. I wriggled up to give him better access and
his fingers met at the beginning of my slit, teasing the cleft just
there, using the lubrication he had collected from lower down to
stroke smoothly down over my clitoral hood and then back up.

Belinda’s voice rose unbidden in
my memory from that afternoon: “He won’t know where anything is;
either give him a good, long look or give him
instructions.”

“A bit lower,” I breathed
nervously, my passion and horniness overriding my embarrassment to
be giving directions, and then, “O-o-o-oh!” as his fingertip slid
over my clitoris and into the hot, pink opening of my sex. He
stroked slowly and wetly over my inner folds, no doubt sensing this
was the source of the heat and moisture, teasing me and spreading
me wider, my pussy all-but-begging for his cock to come and plug
the hole that was so wantonly open and needy.

He slid one finger inside me –
just up to the first knuckle – and my pussy sucked down tightly on
it as if I had never had my own fingers up there. And this was so
wonderfully different, so utterly unlike my own touch or that of a
vibrator. It occurred to me to savour and remember the moment as
another in the progressive loss of my virginity that for so many
girls happens all at once; at eighteen when I first penetrated
myself with my own finger; at twenty when I broke my hymen with a
vibrator; and now when I first let a boy touch me down there.

And would tonight finish that
progression? Would I finally come to the moment when I had no more
virginity to lose? How could I not? There was no backing out now.
Belinda had been right about everything; the bra, the panties, the
fumbling fingers. For all of her instruction, it really boiled down
to just one fact: that even with the best of intentions, he will
come quickly and that ‘first-time’ moment will be over before it
begins. Belinda’s school of better-boinking was all about
prolonging that moment.

Kevin slowly pumped his finger
in and out of my pussy, pausing to swirl it around my clitoris and
causing me to gasp and cry out, my body stiffening in his arms as I
became his puppet, controlling all of my muscles from my core with
a single finger while he kissed gently at my gasping lips.

“More,” I cried quietly in his
ear, wriggling again to improve his reach behind me and between my
thighs; goodness knows why I didn’t just roll back and let him have
at me from the front.

“Yes!” I begged as he touched a
second finger to my steaming entrance, and then I wailed softly –
aware of the possibility of others in the darkness – as he
stretched me wider, sliding thickly into my steaming pussy with
both fingers, fucking me with a slow, sensuous rhythm while he
kissed my lips in gentle, loving pecks.

Straining deeper with his first
two fingers brought the bent knuckle of his ring-finger to my
clitoris. “O-God-O-God-O-God!” I cried in a panicky contralto as I
felt a fire spread out and engulf my loins; it was the beginnings
of an orgasm. “Again!” I begged in his ear.

He kept fucking me with both
fingers but straightened the ring-finger, sliding its length over
my clitoris like a violin bow. “Oh-Oh-Oh-Oh,” I gasped in time with
his thrusts, heat and pressure building inside me, the muscles in
my thighs and down my back tensing for the moment I knew was almost
there.

“Please! Please, just a little
more,” I gasped in his ear. He strained again with his arm while I
arched my back, driving his fingers into me all the way to the
webbing, flicking wetly back and forth over my clitoris as he held
his ground deep into my core.

I couldn’t breathe. “Yes!” I
squeaked, my eyes pinched shut and lips peeled back from my teeth.
And then I was there; an electric heat burned white-hot in my
centre for a moment and then exploded through me. Back arching and
legs straightening, I involuntarily clamped shut on Kevin’s hand,
trapping it in my clenching, spasming pussy while the climax racked
my body in powerful waves. Finally I could take a breath and I
gasped hungrily, trying not to spit on him when another surge
coursed through me, making me shiver and moan through clenched
teeth in his ear, bucking my groin against his leg and wishing it
was his cock trapped inside me instead of his fingers.

“Oh! Thank you. Thank you,” I
gasped in his ear as I slowly came down from the last contraction
and released his hand, feeling his fingers slide wetly from my
pussy. “Sorry about that,” I grinned as he shook some feeling back
into them after being crushed between my thighs.

“Are you ready to go home now?”
he asked, kissing me softly as I rearranged my skirt.

“Uh huh,” I said. “I don’t want
to do it here.” Just to let him know that – oh yes – we absolutely
were going to do it. “How long until the next ferry?”

“Not long,” he answered, fishing
out his phone and looking at the time. “How fast can you move in
those heels?”

“Fast enough with the right
motivation,” I grinned, boldly squeezing his cock though his jeans.
Oh my goodness, it was hard and thick and I felt it surge
powerfully beneath my fingers. I couldn’t wait to have it inside
me.

 


Chapter 6 – Brian and the Skipper

 


We made it back to Manly Cove
with time to spare and I even managed to get my bra back on
straight. We went to the upper deck again, but this time we weren’t
alone; there were a few couples already outside enjoying the summer
evening and cuddling in the seats along the rail, so we separated
into the toilets to tidy up and met back in the upper cabin
amidships where we took a couple of adjacent seats.

Just before departure, one of
the crew came up to our deck and walked past us, making for the
stairs up to the bridge. Just as he passed, he did a double-take,
kept walking for a few steps and then turned around with his head
cocked and a frown of concentration across his face.

“You’re some kinda movie star,”
he said, “Aren’t-cha?” He looked to be about thirty, slim and
scruffy in his rumpled uniform with freckles and a few days’ worth
of red stubble on his face.

“No … I … um …,” I began.

And then quick as a flash, “Aw,
go-orn Ems,” Kevin interrupted in what might be the worst Cockney
accent I’ve ever heard, “’e’s got-chew fair ‘n’ square.”

Oh dear, now what? Do the right
thing and disappoint Kevin, exposing him as a prankster – or worse,
a liar – to the guy? Or go along and have a fun story to tell
later?

“You’ve got a good eye, Sir,” I
said in my best Hermione Oxford English accent (which actually
sounded pretty good to my ear) and giving him a big sunny smile
while I pinched Kevin’s knee. “You’re the first one to recognise me
today.”

“I knew it!” he smiled broadly.
“You’re that one from Star Wars, right? With all the white make-up?
And you married Darth Vader! What was that about?”

“Oh!” I grinned, this was a
first. “You might be thinking of Natalie Portman. I think she’s
American.” I felt a bit disappointed not to be recognised,
especially when I was trying so hard with the accent. “I’m …”

“No! Don’t tell me!” he said,
holding up both hands. “I’ll get it.” That look of concentration
returned to his face. “Hey, d’youse guys wanna come up to the
bridge? We’ve gotta get going and I want to work this out. You can
meet The Skip.”

Kevin and I looked at each
other; we were both grinning like idiots. If “The Skip” was every
bit as observant as his off-sider then we could have a good laugh
about this later.

“I’m Brian,” he said, holding
open the door to the stairs for us.

“Kev,” Kevin said in that stupid
accent again. “Pleased t’meecha.”

“No, don’t tell me,” Brian
grinned as I held out my hand to shake. “I’m still working on
it.”

I looked at the steep stairs and
then down at my skirt. “Um … you go first, Brian,” I blushed,
flapping my skirt with my hand.

“Yeah, right,” he smiled, eying
my legs. “Don’t get many ladies up on the bridge.”

“Oh, Brian,” I smiled
coquettishly at him. “That’s probably because you never ask.”

He blushed a little at my joke,
but turned and followed Kevin up the stairs, leaving me to follow.
We came out on an open deck behind the wheelhouse and Brian led us
around to the hatch to go inside.

“Oh, hey! I’ve got it!” he
exclaimed, pointing at me. Then he turned around into the
wheelhouse, “Ducks on the pond, Skip. We’ve got a movie star on
board!”

Kevin went in first and I heard
an older man laugh, “Jesus, Brian. You think every bloke with a
beard is fuckin’ Hugh Jackman. This one’s six inches too short and
twenty years too young.” And then to Kevin, “I swear, mate, no
offense right? But the last Hugh Jackman he brought up here was a
bloody Iranian.”

“Not him, Skip. Her!” he said
proudly, letting me in. “I just worked it out; she’s the one from
them Pirate movies with Johnny Depp and that other poofter
bloke.”

None for two, Brian! I think
that was Keira Knightley. At least he had the right side of
the Atlantic this time.

“Geez you’re a goose, Brian,”
The Skip laughed. “Nah, she’s that bird from Harry Potter. Emma
Thompson!”

“Watson,” I corrected him,
grinning madly at what felt like a comedy routine.

“Yeah, right. I should know; my
boy’s got a fu- … a friggin’ life sized poster of you in a red
dress on his wall. See it every time I walk in. Make a point of it,
in fact; pardon me for sayin’ so love, but you’re kind of easy on
the eyes.” Then his face clouded over in panic. “Oh shit, I hope
you were eighteen when that picture was taken. Pardon my
French.”

I could only laugh.

“I’m Laurie,” Skip leaned
forward to shake hands without shifting his bulk off the stool.
“But you can call me Skip up here.” He looked to be in his late
forties, greying hair and overweight, but with a friendly,
welcoming smile.

“Hello Skip,” I smiled back.
“I’m … Emma,” I almost buggered it up, “and this is Kevin.”

“Wotcha!” Kevin gave an informal
salute from behind Brian. Oh, take him now, Lord!

“Well pull up a pew,” Skip
indicated some chairs against the rear wall of the wheelhouse. “Me
‘n’ Brian’ve gotta get this tub on its way to Circular Quay. We can
yak when we’re outta the Cove.”

Brian sat on the stool beside
Skip. “And you’ll haf’ta shoosh when we’re on the radio,” he said.
“Else the Harbour Master’ll rip us both a new one.” I made a
zipping motion across my lips and smiled back.

Skip put on a radio headset and
conducted an unintelligible conversation with the wharf crew which
I hope meant they had cast off and we were cleared to leave port.
He brought the engines up to a high idle to move us smoothly away
from the wharf and then slowly added more power until we were
underway and cruising out past Manly Point.

“Don’choo have another movie to
make, love?” Skip asked. “Shift y’r arse, Brian. Give the girl a
seat with a view.” And then back to me, “My Davey can’t stop goin’
on about it.”

“They’ve finished filming,” I
said, swapping seats with Brian and marvelling at how I managed not
to completely lie. “The movie comes out in in a few months.” I was
really settling in to the accent. It felt completely natural; I
couldn’t be more at home than talking about Harry Potter and
Hermione. Kevin stood beside me with an arm around my shoulder and
watched out the window.

“Shame they hooked you up that
ranga kid,” he went on. “Got a head on him like Brian’s. Shoulda
used a good-lookin’ kid like Hugh Jackman here,” he gestured at
Kevin.

“I know right?” I laughed,
musically. “Except he can’t act.” I reached down and squeezed his
thigh. “Can’t even do impressions! Do your Australian accent,
Kevin!”

“Aw, cripes Em’,” he said in his
normal voice, trying not to laugh. “You’re embarrassing me.”

“Acksh’ly mate, that’s not bad,”
Brian said. “Keep at it. Hardly anyone’d guess you’re a bloody
Pom.” And then, realising what he’d said. “No offence, y’know.”

“None taken,” Kevin laughed.

We watched the view out the
window as Skip did most of the talking; telling us about the
Freshwater – which is the ferry we were on – and regaling us with
anecdotes from half a lifetime of work on Sydney Harbour.

“This is Bradley’s Head coming
up on our right,” Skip pointed to some lights marking the edge of
the dark harbour. “You’ll be able to see the Sydney Harbour Bridge
and the city in a tick.”

Sure enough, the lights of the
skyscrapers appeared first and then the familiar coat-hanger of the
bridge came into view – tiny and unfamiliar to me from this
distance.

“Oh wow!” I breathed, almost
forgetting my English accent. “What a view you get from up
here!”

“It’s got nothin’ on the view
from up top,” Brian pointed above his head. “Three-sixty views in
every direction.”

“What’s up there?” I asked. “I
thought this was the top deck.”

“It is,” Skip agreed. “But
there’s a ladder up to the roof. There’s a rail around the radio
mast and more stairs up to the crow’s nest. Brian’s like a bloody
dog hanging his head outta the car. He’d spend the whole trip up
there if I let him.”

“Is it romantic?” I asked,
exchanging a glance with Kevin.

“I dunno about romantic,” Skip
said. “It’s not like that scene in Titanic, if that’s what you mean
…”

“Hey,” Brian interrupted,
pointing at me again with a bright look in his eyes. “You were in
that one too, right?”

“Fuck, Brian – oh shit … I mean
… pardon … beg yours, Miss,” I tried not to smile at Skip’s serial
profanity. “What are you smoking, Brian? She was a baby when that
movie came out.”

Actually, I was in Grade 5; I
remember because my Mum wouldn’t let me watch it. But right now I
was pretending to be a few years younger, so Skip had a point.

“Can we go up there?” I asked
him eagerly. The thought of panoramic views from the middle of
Sydney Harbour was too good to pass up.

Skip laughed at my excitement.
“If y’can see y’way clear to an autograph and photo for my boy,
then I reckon yes,” he negotiated. “But I need Brian to stay here
…”

“Awww, Ski-i-i-p!”

“… and you can’t go up the
crow’s nest without rigging, so you gotta stay inside the
rail.”

“Done and done!” I chirped.
“Where do I sign?”

We found a felt-tipped marker
and I “autographed” a laminated evacuation map of the ferry:

 


To Davey, son of the World’s Best Ferry
Captain

Love always,

Emma Watson (Hermione)

-xxx-

 


I wore Brian’s Sydney
Ferries cap and jacket and they took some photos of me behind
the wheel, Skip taking care to avoid the incriminating view out the
window which would show me operating a passenger ferry in the
middle of Sydney Harbour. It didn’t take long, and then Brian
showed us out to the ladder and went back into the wheelhouse.

“Ladies first,” Kevin joked,
staring lewdly at my bottom.

“Very funny,” I poked my tongue
out at him, holding my skirt down so that the wind didn’t whip it
up and expose my pussy.

He just laughed and quickly
climbed the ladder; I took one last look to make sure Brian wasn’t
coming back out and then followed. Kevin took my hand as I climbed
onto the roof and we looked around together. It was just as Skip
had described; a little railed-off area a few metres square with a
huge tower in the middle.

And the view? It was
spectacular! The inky black water glinted with reflections of
Sydney’s lights all around us. I turned in a slow circle, looking
for landmarks in the darkness, but the only ones I could pick out
were Centrepoint Tower and the Harbour Bridge. Still, it was like
the world’s biggest display of Christmas fairy lights. Just
beautiful.

It was blustery, but the wind
wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be up so high on a moving
ferry, and Kevin and I stood with arms around each other for a
minute just looking.

“Wow,” he said finally.

“I don’t think Skip knows what
‘romantic’ is,” I breathed. “This is beautiful.”

I leaned my head against Kevin’s
cheek and he turned to kiss my forehead. Looking up into his face
with a few escaped tendrils of my hair dancing between us, I kissed
him back; that almost familiar surge of adrenalin making my heart
pound again as he closed me tighter in his arms.

“Do you know,” I said, smiling
and fingering the buttons on his shirt. “I’m sure Leonardo DiCaprio
had more buttons undone on his shirt.” I popped one of them, and
then when he didn’t complain I opened two more and placed a palm
against his bare chest.

“Do you know,” he smiled back.
“The Titanic was in iceberg country in the North Atlantic. When I
saw the movie, I remember Leonardo with a warm jacket and his shirt
buttoned up to the neck.”

“That’s not how I remember it at
all,” I said, slowly opening another button and kissing him on the
lips. “In the one I remember, he had his shirt flying open … ,” I
opened the last button and smoothed both hands over his chest and
shoulders, “… and he was standing on the rail with Kate Winslet
behind him …”

“I think you’ve got your roles
reversed,” he laughed. “Or did you see some Mexican remake? Were
they speaking English?”

“Shush,” I said, putting a
finger over his lips and turning him around to face the bow while I
stood behind him. “He definitely had his shirt open. Or maybe it
was off? I can’t remember.”

“Open!” he blurted. “I’m sure it
was just open.”

“Good,” I said in his ear, still
holding him in my arms and running my hands slowly over his chest.
“I knew we saw the same movie.”

“You’re the boss,” he said under
his breath. That kind of sass would not go unrewarded.

“So anyway,” I continued, “he’s
yelling ‘I’m the king of the world’, or …”

“Kate wasn’t even in that
scene …”

“Shush!” I gently pinched his
nipple, making him jump. “I won’t warn you again.”

“Continue,” he said, much more
contrite. I liked that.

“Or maybe he was yelling ‘I’m
flying’,” I said. “And she was behind him, holding onto him,
looking out upon the sunset, her passion building inside her like a
volcano.”

I had moved my hands down to his
flat stomach and I felt the softer hairs beneath his navel tickling
my palms. I must have been tickling right back, because I felt his
stomach muscles contract, opening a small gap at the top of his
jeans that my fingers slipped into before I even knew what they
were doing.

“And she made him close his
eyes,” I said, and then leaning close, “Are they closed?”

“They’re closed,” he affirmed,
his stomach fluttering nervously as I slid my fingertips down to
the waistband of his shorts.

“Good,” I said. “So she made him
close his eyes and then she unbuttoned her blouse.”

“I’m definitely watching this
movie again,” he whispered as I opened the button of his jeans and
unzipped the fly. I felt my way down the front of his shorts, my
fingers floating over the soft bed of pubic hair underneath until I
reached the hard bulge of his cock. I felt it move and I recoiled
momentarily, but then searched on blindly with both hands, gently
touching and pressing, testing his hardness, trying (and failing)
to work out the root from the tip and settling for rubbing softly
all over the bulge with my palm.

“And as she held him,” I didn’t
know where I was taking this story and didn’t have the courage to
turn it into a porno, “with her naked breasts pressed into his back
and her heart pounding, she moved her lips close to his ear and she
whispered …”

I paused in the narrative to
build tension, using the time to further my exploration, I left one
hand cupping his manhood through the shorts and slipped the
fingertips of my other hand beneath the waistband, anxious and
excited in equal measures to touch my first cock. I think we were
both holding our breath. I delved lower and my fingers touched his
shaft; it was hot and hard and I was sure I could feel blood
pulsing beneath the surface.

“What did she …” Kevin gulped.
“What did she whisper?”

“I don’t remember,” I breathed.
The little Titanic fantasy was all but forgotten; all I could
concentrate on was the thick slab of cock throbbing beneath my
fingers. I smoothed my palm over the top of it and closed my
fingers around the sides, all of a sudden getting my orientation
and realising which end was which. I was holding it near the base
and there was another two inches or so projecting from my hand,
maybe six inches in total, and I could easily touch my fingers and
thumb, so not exactly a porn-star dick – that was a relief.

I squeezed gently and it surged
and throbbed deliciously in my hand. Oh, this was so NOT like a
vibrator. What must it feel like when it does that inside
you? Reaching into his shorts with my other hand, I felt
further down and found his balls, not sure whether I was revolted
or excited by the squishy skin around them. His cock throbbed again
and then in a delayed reaction, his balls swelled threateningly in
my other hand. It made me think of the hot cum that was boiling
away inside, ready to surge forward into my willing body.
‘Revolted’ was out; I must be excited.

Using my wrists to lever down
his shorts, I brought out my prize – although standing behind him
as I was, I still couldn’t see it. Gripping him firmly, I stroked
upwards, pulling the cock-skin along and marvelling at the hard
ridges and veins that passed silkily beneath my grip. I had only
ever used a smooth vibrator, but now I wondered what I was missing;
it was like peanut-butter: boring without the lumps! Right now,
the lumps were ALL I wanted.

With my heart hammering, I
squeezed tighter and stroked all the way back down to the base,
pressing my fist into his pubis and making him gasp, though not
with pain, I thought. His cock pumped again; and again I wondered
how it would feel throbbing like that inside me. I closed my eyes
and pictured it doing exactly that: opening me up for the first
time as he slid thickly into my silky sheath, the close walls of my
virgin sex holding him tight in their embrace as he surged inside
me, his unyielding hardness forcing me open.

I whimpered into his ear with my
need, stroking his cock again, slowly up and down, squeezing his
shaft to feel it pump and then tightening around his balls as they
echoed the swelling a moment later.

“Oh shit,” I heard Kevin
whisper. The next time his cock flexed it stayed that way,
improbably hard and thick in my slowly pumping fist, then I heard
him catch his breath and suddenly I felt his manhood spasm and a
buzzing vibration beneath my knuckles as he came, his rushing seed
streaming through his cock beneath my tight grasp in half a dozen
fast pumps.

“I remember now,” I said quietly
in his ear, still slowly pumping his cock and feeling the weak
spasms subside as it softened in my hand. “Kate Winslet moved her
lips close to his ear and she whispered: ‘I’m ready’.”

“I’m ready too,” he replied
breathlessly. “Or at least, I will be soon.”

Belinda had warned me he would
be quick, and I could see how that would be disappointing if he was
inside me. But this way it was good; if he had taken a long time
then I would be wondering whether I was doing it right. And also
according to Belinda – she was now assuming goddess-like wisdom in
my mind – he would last longer next time. And longer the time after
that. That one was the winner, she claimed; that was the golden
ratio. Make your first-time his third; or third of the night, at
least.

One down, two to go.

 


Chapter 7 – No Means Yes

 


We only said a fleeting goodbye
and thank-you to Skip and Brian on the way back down because Kevin
wanted to tidy up in the bathroom. Apparently there are things you
shouldn’t do facing into a twenty knot breeze. Live and learn.

By the time the ferry pulled
into Circular Quay, Kevin had regained some his former eagerness
and we lined up at the exit with an urgency that wasn’t precisely
matched by the other passengers. Brian came down to help with
docking and when he was done I gave him a kiss on the cheek as
Kevin and I hurried down the gangplank to the wharf and almost ran
to the train platform.

Erk! Twenty minutes until the
next train! We looked at each other urgently.

“Taxi?” Kevin suggested,
eyebrows raised.

“I’ll pay,” I blurted, grabbing
his hand and hurrying back downstairs to the taxi rank.

Improbably, there was actually a
taxi waiting. Still more improbably, it was clean and the driver
spoke English. Most improbably of all, he drove carefully and
safely using the most direct route to my apartment! I was worried
that we were being abducted by aliens.

Pay the driver. Keep the change.
Slam. Stumble. Fumble the keys. Fall through the door. Kissing.
Hands everywhere. Find the light switch. Panting. Heart pounding in
my ears.

“Wait,” I husked. “I’ve changed
my mind.”

“WHAT?” he blurted, eyes flying
open.

“Kidding,” I smiled. “I just
want to slow things down.”

“Success,” he said tightly,
taking his hands from under my skirt and placing them in the small
of my back.

We kissed again, less
desperately but more enjoyably; I wanted to enjoy all of
this, to remember every moment. Still kissing, we edged towards the
bedroom, shedding shoes along the way while I unbuttoned Kevin’s
shirt for the second time that night and he pulled my blouse over
my head. He started fumbling at my strapless bra clasp, and
silently thanking Belinda again, I slipped my fingers up and under
the cups and pulled it straight down to my waist.

“That’s very practical,” he
mumbled into my lips as I unzipped his jeans and dropped them to
his ankles. Guiding him slowly backwards into my bedroom, he
miraculously managed to step out of them without tripping over.

I got his shorts down to his
thighs before I backed him into the bed and then gave him a light
shove to sit him down, giving me my first chance to look at his
cock as he quickly pulled off his shorts. It looked much as it had
felt on the ferry: hard and thick and utterly wonderful, twitching
nervously like a divining rod.

I unclasped my bra, leaving me
in the cornflower-blue skirt and nothing else. Standing over Kevin
lying on the bed, I reached behind for the zip, about to take it
off.

“No, leave it on,” he
gulped.

“Huh?” I looked down at him, my
head spinning with lust and now confusion.

“Leave it on,” he repeated,
reaching for my waist and drawing me towards him. “It looks so
hot!” I climbed onto the bed, straddling his body as he lay back on
the covers, and realised with an excited rush that beneath the
skirt, my naked pussy was poised directly above his cock.

I was so horny I almost couldn’t
stand it; every part of me wanted to lift the tip to my soaking
entrance and simply slide down onto it, putting paid to this whole
virginity saga once and for all. And I almost did! With his shaft
lying flat against his body, I lowered down until I felt it kiss
against my open pussy lips; the wet surface tension forming an
attraction that felt wilful, almost like they didn’t want to be
separated.

Then I heard Belinda’s voice in
my head; my own imagination providing the perfect note of sarcasm
that I knew she would use, as if she was in the room coaching me.
“Sure, sweetie. Go ahead. I can see you’re in a hurry. And
that’s good, because he’s about three wet strokes away from coming.
At least the first time will be memorable for one of you.”

With one hand on my breast,
another cupping my bottom beneath the skirt, and his hard member
twitching and teasing my pussy lips, I almost told Imaginary
Belinda to go fuck herself. I could hear Kevin holding his breath
as his cock made those long flexes and I realised that he was
trying and probably failing to hold his orgasm at bay. And I wasn’t
far behind! Every time I touched my clitoris to his shaft I felt a
little bolt of pleasure ripple through me, making my nipples hard
and my skin prick with goose-bumps.

Resigned to the commitment to
wait a little longer for my prize, I sat down more heavily on his
shaft; pressing it into my glistening slit and forcing my lips to
open wide; his hard manhood touching me everywhere from my perineum
to my aching clitoris and most especially my steaming, yearning
entrance in-between.

The little bolts of pleasure in
my clitoris became one huge thunderclap of ecstasy that froze the
breath in my chest. My hips pumped reflexively and ground his dick
against my sex, prolonging and compounding the pure wave of bliss
radiating from my pussy.

“Oh God,” I whimpered in his
ear. “I think I’m coming!”

That was all the permission
Kevin needed; he expelled a groan that I think was his first breath
in about thirty seconds and grabbed my backside in both hands,
driving my pussy against his throbbing cock and thrusting up
against me, pounding my clitoris with glorious explosions while I
writhed on top of him and a wave of heat built in my core and then
spread out through my stomach and thighs.

And then he was coming. I felt
him swell and throb along the length of my slit, and then his cock
was bucking like a rodeo bull beneath my pussy. The vibration of
cum rushing along the underside reverberated through my clitoris in
a way that a toy could never replicate, tipping me over the edge
and sending me into writhing spasms on his cock, unable to bear the
acute agony of ecstasy; but equally unable to lift myself off the
magnificent, throbbing tool that had me almost paralysed with
pleasure.

When Kevin stopped coming, the
buzzing in my clitoris finally waned and I floated down from the
intense peak of my climax, spent and satisfied. All I wanted now
was to cuddle; Belinda didn’t warn me about this, I don’t think she
expected me to come in the warm-ups. I laid down on top of Kevin
and nuzzled into the soft bristles on his neck; my pussy still
hugging his softening cock and a warm, squidgy mess squelching
between our bellies. This skirt was going to need to soak.

“Jeannie?” he said softly into
my ear.

“Mmm hmm?” I didn’t raise my
head. Didn’t even open my eyes.

“That was … ,” he paused.
Nice? Too short? Not what he expected?

“Round One,” I finished for him,
which I thought answered all of the above.

“When’s Round Two?” I could hear
the smile in his voice.

“Soon,” I said. “Let’s shower
first. Do you want to watch a movie?”

“Not Harry Potter, right?”

“Not Harry Potter,” I agreed,
grinning. I’d never felt less like school-girl witch,
Hermione Granger in my life. It was nice.

 


~~~

 


Belinda has a startling
collection of sexy action movies, including all of the Daniel Craig
“James Bond” movies and most especially Casino Royale, which
she’s made me watch with her at least twice. It’s very nearly porn
for her; she watches dressed in pyjamas with a pillow tucked
between her thighs. I admit I can see the attraction, but I just
can’t put myself so far out there that I’m willing to get my own
pillow (though I confess to having thought about it).

Kevin and I showered (together)
and dressed (separately); me in a shortie nightie, no panties; and
Kevin in his boxer shorts, which I noticed for the first time (I
was distracted earlier) had a practical little window in front. I
had to smile; it was the male equivalent of Belinda’s strapless-bra
trick, you just never knew when you’d need your cock out in a hurry
without having to remove your shorts.

We sat together on the sofa and
I started the movie; Kevin’s arm around my shoulders so that I
could snuggle into his chest. Daniel Craig was sexy – as usual –
and this time I wasn’t fooled into thinking the villain’s sexy
accomplice would be his love-interest. She gets killed of course,
and then we meet the real love-interest: Vesper Lynd. And man,
is she sexy! If Emma Watson / Hermione Granger is geek cat-nip,
then Vesper is geek heroin. And not just geeks, guys in
general! Heck, not just guys, either; I think I’d turn for
her! She starts out bookish and sensible, then she’s distant and
vulnerable, and then she turns smoking hot and sensual. I defy any
guy not to be in love with her by the mid-point of the movie.

James Bond started us off with a
bunch of tough-guy stuff (or course) and was making me feel
decidedly sexy. My hand on Kevin’s thigh had been surreptitiously
creeping upwards and by the time Vesper made her first appearance
it was parked happily in his groin; not fondling as such, just
there, touching.

Leaning on him with my legs
folded beneath me and to the side, I was so absorbed in the movie
that I didn’t even notice his hand seeking its own Northwest
Passage up my thigh until his fingertips brushed over my sex,
making me jerk my own hand against his now hard-again cock. Clearly
we weren’t going to make it all the way through this movie.

While Vesper was matching wits
with Bond on the screen and pretending she didn’t fancy him (which
just makes it so much hotter), Double-O-Kevin was stroking a finger
up and down through my slit, getting me hotter and wetter and
making me wriggle in my seat. I kept a hand on his cock, but
remembering Belinda’s teachings, I didn’t return his attention
equally; I just touched, making sure he was ready for what came
next.

I thought we would make it to
the bit where they fall in love, but we didn’t even get close. With
Kevin stroking me to a lather, I was done for when Daniel Craig
suited up for his big poker game and my pussy was crying so
insistently for more that I could barely concentrate on the
screen.

And then the reluctant kiss:
Bond snatched Vesper in the stairwell and kissed her as a
diversion; Vesper stiffens at first, surprised but playing the role
of Bond’s wife, and then she softens and responds. That five second
journey from reluctance to passion is so damned sexy, my breath
caught and I felt a wanting, yearning need deep in the pit of my
stomach.

“Hell with this,” I muttered. In
a single motion I turned and swung a leg over Kevin’s lap,
straddling him, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing him
deeply, vaguely aware of the pain from last night’s pash-rash on my
face but not caring. Not in the slightest.

I was so beyond waiting; it felt
as though I’d been waiting my entire life. In a way, I guess, I had
been. But no more! I had followed all of Belinda’s instructions and
earned my prize and now by-God I was going to take it … not that it
wasn’t freely offered; Kevin seemed every bit as desperate as me.
Strangely, Belinda didn’t offer me any coaching on this part; her
plan completely revolved around the fore-foreplay, or making him
come twice before intercourse. And then what? I had asked.
And then you fuck like rabbits, was her reply, which I think
is Belinda-ese for ‘do whatever feels good.’

I hadn’t thought this bit
through, but straddled over his lap I could feel his cock throbbing
and flexing against my open pussy through his boxers and all I
wanted in the world was for it to be inside me. Rising up on my
knees, I reached through the handy little window in the front and
immediately closed my fingers around his shaft, my heart racing to
feel it bucking and rearing like a fish on a hook.

Struggling for breath, I held
him beneath my nightie and brought his cock-head to my entrance,
gliding it deliciously back up over my clitoris and coating the
underside with my natural lubrication while he gasped in my ear,
before bringing him back to my opening and seating his knob just
inside.

This was now feeling very, very
real. I let go and just held him between my pussy lips, folding my
arms around his neck again.

In another moment, I
thought, I won’t be a virgin anymore.

“This is perfect,” I breathed,
breaking our kiss and mentally snapshotting the moment. “Is this
how you imagined it?”

“Oh, God yes,” he breathed.
“Wait, no!”

“What?” I said, dismayed. I very
nearly just dropped down onto his shaft in spite.

He lifted my nightie over my
head, leaving me naked on top of him; my small, firm breasts
standing proudly with peaked nipples right in front of his face.
Poised above him with just the tip of his cock in my pussy, he
kissed one breast and then the other, sucking and gently nibbling
the nipple and setting off sparks that I could feel all the way
down in my core.

“Now?” I gulped.

“Yes, now.”

With my heart in my mouth, I
slowly lowered myself onto him, opening myself up on his thick,
throbbing cock. The fit was perfect, like we were made for each
other, tight and hot and snug. My no-longer-virgin pussy gripped
his shaft reflexively, testing and tasting him, trying to work out
whether this strange, hot bar of flesh should be welcomed as a
visitor or ejected as an intruder. Working him half-way into my wet
sheath, I rose up again, and Kevin kissed and tongued my nipples as
I slowly rode his cock-head, again and again; pulling him out so
that my lips closed softly over his glans, and then gliding thickly
back in, each time feeling like the first time as he forced me open
and found my love canal another degree hotter, my juices now
matting my pussy hair and running freely down his cock.

With our noses together and
staring into each other’s eyes, I held him half-way inside me and
circled my hips, experimenting with new sensations and using his
hard cock to stir my pussy, touching me inside in places that I had
never felt before, making me hotter and wetter and hungry for
more.

“Hold me,” I whispered with my
lips to his ear, my eyes shut as I concentrated on the wonderfully
tight feeling of hot cock in my pussy. Kevin wrapped both arms
around me and pressed my small, round breasts into his chest until
they bulged modestly out at the sides. I felt cocooned and safe,
with one strong hand cupping both cheeks of my bottom and the other
at the nape of my neck; I was trapped halfway on his thick, pulsing
cock and utterly helpless; I couldn’t get off if I tried.

It was the most erotic, exciting
thing I had never imagined; to be dominated by a man; not
submitting to his will, but letting him use his strength and power
to take my whole body just as I was letting his rampant cock
plunder the delicate folds of my pussy.

“Now take me,” I gulped, bracing
myself to feel him fully inside me for the first time, to be joined
completely.

I felt the muscles in his arms
bulge and constrict, like a python strangling its prey. And even
though I was braced, kneeling above him, still I felt myself slowly
drawn down onto him. The innermost depths of my womanhood – hot and
inflamed with anticipation – were now getting their turn as his
thick knob slid tightly into new, unexplored reaches.

I was beside myself with
excitement. Straining against him was useless; I arched back, stiff
and helpless and locked in his tightening embrace as millimetre by
millimetre we became one.

“No!” I groaned, through gritted
teeth, straining and weakly pumping my hips as I was slowly
impaled.

Kevin gasped like he’d been
bitten and I felt his muscles relax; his cock sliding halfway out
again and leaving me with a feeling of yearning emptiness.

“No! God! No means yes!” I cried
desperately. “Do it again!”

Oh my goodness, I could feel his
heart pounding against my breasts as his cock bucked and swelled
inside me; Kevin was at least as excited as I was. Taking me like
this – with force, if not by force – had tapped into
a fantasy he later told me he never suspected.

“But how will I know … ?” he
asked, conflicted.

“No means no,” I gasped. “I’ll
say No-Means-No to stop.” Then I put my lips to his ear – too shy
to say it out loud. “Now fuck me and don’t stop until you come
inside me.”

I heard him swallow dryly and
draw a shuddering breath, his cock twitching uncontrollably and
throbbing halfway inside my pussy … no, now he was in my
cunt; it wasn’t a pussy any longer. Just the thought of that
C-word made me clench tighter on his pole. “Fuck my cunt,” I
thought in my head, shivering at the delicious naughtiness. “Fuck
my tiny, little, wet cunt.”

Oh my God, what was happening to
me? Why do these things sound so ridiculous out loud and so fucking
hot in my head?

Kevin’s grip on me tightened
again and I felt myself being forced down onto his cock. Every
nerve and muscle was buzzing with the adrenalin rush and my pussy
(cunt, whatever … old habits …) was clamped down on him like a
vice.

“No, stop it!” I panted,
struggling in his arms. “Don’t hurt me!” I whipped my hips from
side to side, stretching my cunt in places I scarcely knew existed;
all the while writhing against his body and rubbing my nipples
through his chest hair.

Kevin paused, conflicted again.
His cock was about three-quarters of the way inside me and bulging
with an excitement that I could feel; beyond hard, it was
like a hot bar of forged iron cleaving me down the middle.

“(no-means-yes)” I
whispered.

I felt his breath hot in my ear
as he forced his cock into me again. Good Lord! I was going come
before I was all the way fully-fucked!

“Stop it!” I cried, bucking my
pubis against his hard stomach while his cock-head stirred the
coals of a white-hot fire burning in my core. “I’m not ready.”

The muscles in his shoulders
bunched; Kevin stopped fucking around and drove me down onto his
spike, punching out my breath with a whoosh as he touched down on
my cervix.

“Oh God, no!” I gasped. “You’re
too big,” a small part of me even thought this was true, but the
much greater part was buzzing so hard I was almost ringing. I felt
so completely full … and so fully complete. Why would you
ever take a cock out once you got it in there?

With my pussy lips mashed
against his shorts, I writhed in his iron grasp; playfully at
first, but I gradually realised that he was so much stronger than
me and then I struggled harder, grunting with effort and gasping
with ecstasy until I was doing everything I could without resorting
to violence to lift myself off his straining cock. A soaking fold
of his shorts was packed against my clitoris and the tip of his
cock kept dancing this way and that over my cervix, bringing me
tantalisingly close to the edge of orgasm, but I just couldn’t get
over the top.

“Please, fuck me,” I whimpered,
still struggling in his arms. “Make me come. I’m so close.” But he
held me tight; even with the tables turned, begging him to fuck me,
still he held me tight; my own pleasure held hostage to his
mercy.

I strained backwards, crying out
with the effort, my breasts thrust out and shining with sweat as
they popped free above his embrace. The angle of my pussy sheared
across his cock now rather than trying to lift off it
… and it worked! I felt his cock-head move inside as the hard
ridges and veins of his shaft ground through my sensitive opening.
I relaxed, snapping back onto his dick, and my orgasm took another
baby-step closer to the drop-off.

“Oh yes,” I cried, my voice
dropping half an octave to a lusty contralto. “Just like that! Fuck
me just like that. Cum in me now!”

I strained back again but Kevin
didn’t resist as hard, letting me climb further off his cock and
then ramming me back home. I felt something inside me ignite and
the machine of my orgasm roared to life; a fireball of pure ecstasy
formed around the tip of his cock and grew into a burning sun, the
force of it taking over my muscles, pumping my hips helplessly and
driving his shaft in and out while I cried in wordless
syllables.

“Now!” I managed, straining
against a force that built inside me like an over-inflated balloon.
“Cum in me now!”

And miraculously he did. Strong
and silent though all of my dirty talk, Kevin grunted though
clenched teeth, “Oh! … Jeannie!” And then he unleashed; his cock
swelled again, he bucked his hips against me and then I felt that
buzzing vibration as cum surged through the bulging vessel in his
cock and exploded into me with smooth liquid heat. It was the final
straw for me; the balloon burst and I ejaculated with a cataclysmic
release that I had never experienced or even imagined with my
fingers or vibrator.

I collapsed on his chest, slick
with sweat and shaking; and still I could feel his hard cock,
pumping every few seconds and emptying the last of his seed into my
core. I’d never felt so full; it was a delicious, floating,
satisfied feeling that warmed me throughout. I clenched down on him
with my pelvic floor and with a wet, farting sound, most of his cum
squirted out into his lap, thus completing the ruin of his
shorts.

“Eeew, gross!” I said.

“You did it!” he retorted,
laughing.

I cuddled his chest, soaking up
the warmth and love; basking in the leftover power of our
lovemaking. Our unconventional lovemaking? I wasn’t sure. Belinda
had said to do whatever felt right. I did, and I liked it.
And Kevin liked it too! It can’t have been that
unconventional.

“Are you …,” Kevin began.
“Safe?”

“It’s not my time,” I said. My
period ended right before the party – two nights ago – but I saw a
prescription in my very near future. There’s no way I was going
over to condoms after that.

“The movie’s still going,” he
said. “Do you want to rewind?”

“No,” I smiled. We could still
catch Vesper and Bond fucking if we cleaned up in a hurry. “The
good bit’s coming up. If you’re lucky it’ll get me in the
mood.”

“You know, I am feeling
lucky,” he said thoughtfully.

 


Chapter 8 – Celebrity Bang

 


2011 was a wonderful year for
me. After that extraordinary first date, Kevin and I later revealed
to each other that it was our first time; something which hardly
came as a surprise to either of us. Belinda spent hours trying to
debrief me. Ostensibly it was to ascertain the effectiveness of her
plan for managing virgins, but I think she really just likes to
listen to all of the lurid details. I gave her just enough to shut
her up on the subject, but no more. I assured her whole-heartedly
that her system works well; a little too well, if
anything.

To say that Kevin and I made up
for lost time is an understatement. Morning sex, secret daytime sex
and sometimes public sex in quiet parts of the university; and long
evenings of experimental lovemaking made some weeks seem like that
was all we did. Sometimes we had to stop simply because we were too
hungry to continue, having skipped one or two previous meals to
have sex.

My fetish for light restraints
and helplessness caught us both by surprise, but neither of us was
complaining. I enjoy regular ‘unrestrained’ sex too, but I have
more powerful orgasms when I’m struggling against Kevin’s grasp or
when he ties me to the bed. He maintains that he doesn’t get off on
overpowering me (though I suspect he does), but that the most
exciting thing for him is seeing me crazy with lust and teetering
on the edge of the monumental orgasms that he engineers by
restraining me and teasing my entrance and clitoris with the tip of
his cock. Just when I can’t take any more, he slides into the
thousand degree heat he’s built up in my core and finishes us both
off in just a few delectable strokes.

The thing I haven’t shared with
him, although it wouldn’t surprise me if he had guessed, is the way
I fantasise that he’s a stranger when he ties me face down or
kneeling on the bed. It’s not that I want to sleep around – I love
Kevin and I want to be monogamous. I think about my pussy, open and
wet and fully exposed where I can’t see so that anybody (well,
anybody walking through our bedroom) could take advantage and I
would be helpless to stop them. In my fantasies my assailant is
completely silent, so I wouldn’t even know what was going on until
he slid his cock into me.

 


~~~

 


I finished my Bachelor or
Education at the end of the year and Kevin completed his Bachelor
of Science in Applied Mathematics, graduating with First Class
honours early in 2012. We both got our first post-graduate jobs
within a few weeks of each other; me at the high school at which I
still teach, and Kevin at the Bureau of Meteorology.

With proper incomes for the
first time in our lives, we decided to get a nice apartment closer
to my school and move in together. As a last hurrah to the two
years I lived with Belinda, we arranged for all four of us to have
a boozy night-out; drinks, then dinner (with more drinks), then off
to a pub with music and a dance floor (for Belinda and Andrew, not
for us).

After a wonderful dinner we
retired to a nearby pub and Belinda miraculously found us a vacant
booth, so we sat down while Andrew fought a path to the bar to buy
the first round of drinks.

“Four midis. Pardon me, coming
through, four midis,” he called amusingly as he adeptly carried the
drinks back through a sea of potentially jogging elbows.

“Kev,” he leaned over Kevin,
looking around conspiratorially when he got back. Although having
to shout over the music made the conversation somewhat less private
and a lot less conspiratorial-looking than he probably hoped. “Do
you recognise that woman in the silver dress?”

We all looked around, showing no
respect whatsoever for the perceived privacy of the conversation.
She was difficult to miss; almost impossibly beautiful and slim,
straight brunette hair tied on top of her head to accentuate her
long, slim neck; dark eyes and gleaming white teeth completed the
package. She was a stunner. I felt a moment of jealousy as Kevin
looked at her.

“Didn’t we see her last week?”
Kevin replied deadpan, although I could see a smirk curling at the
corner of his mouth. “She was the one who ripped her top open and
begged to carry my baby.”

“You’re as funny as a fart in an
elevator, Kev,” Andrew rolled his eyes. The live band finished
their set and conversation became possible again. “Look again.
She’s famous.”

Kevin took a longer look; longer
than seemed strictly necessary for the purposes of recognition.
“Nope,” he shook his head. “I’ve got nothing. Movie star famous? Or
TV-soap famous?”

“It’s Rose Byrne, you tool!”
Andrew lamented.

“Oh God,” Belinda groaned. “Here
we go.”

“What?” asked Kevin. “The one
from …,” he snapped his fingers, trying to recall a name, “… that
TV show with the lawyer woman … Meryl Streep?”

“Glenn Close,” Andrew corrected
him. “Near enough. It’s Damages. Rose Byrne is the young
hottie, Ellen Parsons. And she was in one of the X-Men
movies. And Bridesmaids too!”

“Bridesmaids? Really?”
Kevin humoured him. “You’ve got the Limited Edition Director’s Cut
Blu-Ray of that one, right?”

“Belinda wanted to see it,
smart-ass,” he smiled. “But you’re missing the point. It’s her,
isn’t it?”

“Tell him it is her,
Kev,” Belinda laughed. “I want to see what happens next.”

“It doesn’t seem likely,” Kevin
frowned. “She’s American, isn’t she? Go stand close and see if she
has an accent.”

“Yeah Andrew,” Belinda giggled.
“Go stand close and see if she has an accent … or an aversion to
stalkers.”

“You’re just jealous Daniel
Craig’s not here,” he rounded on her, smiling though to show he was
being flippant. “No, she’s Australian,” he turned back to Kevin.
“She just does the American accent for TV and movies.”

“Are you sure?” Kevin asked,
looking over at the woman in the silver dress again while I testily
asked myself how such close inspection helped decide an argument
about her accent.

“Dead sure,” he said seriously.
“That’s what makes her the perfect Celebrity Bang. That and the
fact she’s still single.”

I leaned towards Andrew. “Did
you say Celebrity …?”

“Celebrity Bang,” Andrew
confirmed, keeping an eye on the beautiful woman as he explained.
It was Belinda’s idea; she wanted permission to bang Daniel Craig
if he ever made a James Bond movie in Australia.” That had a ring
of truth; I know Belinda has the serious hots for Daniel Craig in a
dinner jacket.

“That seems like a reasonable
request,” I smiled.

“Sure!” Andrew laughed. “And I
said yes! If Daniel Craig comes to Australia and Belinda just
happens to be out and about and sees him on the street, then she
has my permission to ask him for a night of hot, meaningless,
no-strings-attached sex.”

“You can’t get more reasonable
than that,” I giggled, looking at Belinda long-sufferingly rolling
her eyes but letting Andrew tell the story his way.

“I thought it was very
reasonable of me too,” Andrew agreed with a big grin. “Especially
since he’s married to a stone cold fox.”

“Who’s that?” I asked.

“Rachael Weisz!” Belinda threw
her hands in the air in frustration. “Bitch!”

“Isn’t she the one from …?”
Kevin began.

“Yes!” Andrew interrupted. “From
The Mummy!”

“Oh,” Kevin looked sadly at
Belinda. “She IS totally hot.” Then he turned back to Andrew. “And
Rose Byrne?”

“Well, if Belinda has a
Celebrity Bang, then I want one too,” he smiled. “But I did my
research! One: she IS Australian, from Sydney, no less.” He ticked
off the first point on a finger. “Two: she’s single. That’s how I
found her; the split with her last boyfriend was in the women’s
mags at about the time this came up.”

“Lucky you have that Cosmo
subscription,” Kevin pointed out.

“Shut up, Kev,” Andrew fired
back, smiling. “And three: she’s prone to jumping in the sack with
strangers!”

“How can you know that?” I
laughed. “Cosmo again?”

“Season Two of Damages,” he
pointed his finger at me seriously. “She shows up as Wes’s place
and hops straight in the cot without so much as a by-your-leave!”
Belinda was still just smiling, letting this go on.

“But that’s TV!” I laughed.
“Rose Byrne wouldn’t actually do that.” Now he had me
looking over at the woman in the silver dress.

“It’s a pattern,” Andrew said
confidently. “She looked super into-it and she probably hasn’t
stopped thinking about trying it out in real life since
filming.”

“And being a beautiful movie
star,” I giggled, “she wouldn’t have many opportunities to try out
her fantasy seduction on willing young men.”

“You may laugh …” Andrew shook
his head, grinning.

“We do!” All three of us sung in
chorus.

“… but THAT woman over there is
Rose Byrne,” he said, pointing and grinning like a maniac. “And I
invoke the Celebrity Bang Act of 2010.” At that moment, a handsome
man came back from the bar and handed ‘Rose Byrne’ a glass of
champagne, kissing her softly and lovingly on the lips. “Oh, fuck
it!” Andrew threw up his hands in frustration and then drowned his
disappointment in beer while we laughed at him.

“And so,” I said, turning to
Belinda. “Is Daniel Craig still your Celebrity Bang? Or has the
whole hot-wife thing turned you off?”

“Are you kidding?” Belinda
cried. “A three-way with Daniel Craig and Rachael Weisz? Who’d say
no to that?”

“Not me,” Andrew chimed.

“Me neither,” Kevin agreed. I
slapped him under the table and then instantly regretted it as I
thought about having a three-way with Kevin and Daniel Craig. And
Belinda with Rachael Weisz? That wasn’t the first homo-erotic thing
she’d ever said. It made me wonder, even though I’d never known her
to be anything but straight.

“Don’t you want someone more
local?” I smiled at Belinda. “Someone a bit more plausible, like
Rose Byrne’s boyfriend?” I asked, gesturing towards the couple.

“Nope,” she shook her head
defiantly. “I’m committed to Daniel and Rachael now. If I
officially switched, Murphy’s Law would have me a week later
dragging him from a burning building and giving him mouth-to-mouth.
And then as his eyes would flutter open and he’d dreamily focus on
my face and say, “Belinda, thank you! How can I ever repay you?
Wait, I feel faint again. Take me and put me to bed. Get Rachael to
help!”

“You’re right,” I giggled. “That
could totally happen.”

“I know!” she agreed, her eyes
flashing happily at the daydream.

“So who’s your Celebrity Bang,
Kev?” Andrew asked.

“Oh … uh?” he looked guiltily at
me. “We don’t have one.”

“Come on,” he urged. “Jeannie
won’t mind, will you Jeans?”

I waved a hand non-committally.
“Don’t let me stop you,” I laughed. Our love-making had woken me up
to the joy of fantasies and I realised I didn’t really know much
about Kevin’s. I hoped this was a good opportunity for some
insight.

“Oh, okay,” he smiled; eagerly I
thought. “Well, that’s an easy one; Emma Watson.”

Belinda and Andrew groaned in
unison.

“You’re already banging Emma
Watson,” Andrew complained, gesturing grandly at me. “Pick someone
else.”

“No, no!” Kevin waved him down,
smiling broadly. “Hear me out! It’s like a twins fantasy!”

“Oh, God yes!” Andrew slapped
his head. “An Emma and Jeannie three-way!” I felt my nipples tingle
at the sudden attention from two men.

“Hey!” Belinda cried
indignantly. “Don’t sound so interested!”

“No, I’m just saying,” Andrew
back-pedalled. “I can see the attraction from Kev’s
perspective.”

“Sure you can,” Belinda said
sarcastically, winking at me, maybe telling me that Andrew had a
little crush but that she’s okay with it.

“Right!” smiled Kevin. “And you
have to wonder, don’t you?”

“Wonder what?” Andrew asked.
Belinda and I were listening intently; this was
uncharacteristically revealing for Kevin.

“Well …,” he stammered. “You
have to wonder just how similar they really are,” he looked shyly
at me. I smiled to let him know I wasn’t offended. Actually, it was
pretty arousing. “You know,” he started again. “If it was dark,
could you really tell which one you were with? Or might you end up
having sex with a person you thought was someone else?”

Oh my God! That was so hot! It
felt like I was instantly wet. I wasn’t thinking about Emma Watson
though; I was thinking about my recurring fantasy of being fucked
by a stranger. But in this fantasy, I thought it was Kevin and it
was really someone else. I wriggled uncomfortably in my seat as my
pussy heated up several degrees.

“Okay, look, I’m going to accept
that as your official Celebrity Bang …,” began Andrew.

“How magnanimous!” I
interjected.

“… but you’re missing a golden
opportunity to pick someone more plausible,” he finished.

“I don’t know about that,” Kevin
smiled. “How do you know Emma Watson doesn’t have an auto-erotic
twin fantasy? Maybe one well-placed Instagram of Jeannie in that
red dress and Emma will come running.”

I had to smile, because it was
more funny than offensive. I don’t have any interest in
girl-on-girl, but if I did then my look-alike would be at the top
of the list. It would be like the world’s hottest, kinkiest
masturbation.

“Do I get a say in this?” I
laughed.

“No!” they all sang
gleefully.

“Your turn Jeans,” Belinda said.
“Who’s your Celebrity Bang? “And just remember that Daniel Craig’s
going to have nothing left in the tank when I’m finished with
him.”

“Oh, I don’t really want one,” I
waved it off.

“You know you don’t have
to bang them, right?” Andrew argued. “It’s just an option. You
know, in case you’re in the mood and they happen to be about.
Surely there’s another hot movie star apart from Daniel Craig.”

“No, it’s not that,” I
explained. “It’s just that I’ve looked like a celebrity for my
entire adult life. And part of my childhood! It’s taken some of the
shine off the attraction.”

“Hmmm,” Andrew scratched his
chin thoughtfully. “I think I get it. You’re kind of a
pseudo-celebrity …”

“I wouldn’t say that, exactly,”
I frowned.

“Well then, when you’re in that
red dress you’re kind of a famous character, if not a famous
person,” he said, deftly side-stepping my disagreement.

“O-o-o-kay …,” I said
cautiously. I wondered where he was going with this.

“So-o-o, as Hermione Granger,
you could BE a Celebrity Bang for someone else; someone with a
Hermione fetish who had her as their Celebrity Bang,” he
smiled grandly at what he felt was flawless logic. The thought was
intriguing though. A reverse Celebrity Bang.

“You just described about half
the teenage boys in the country,” Belinda laughed. “You’d better
start carrying lube, Jeannie.”

“Ah-ha!” Andrew held up a
finger. “But it can only be when you’re in costume!”

“I’m starting to think I should
have chosen a situation more plausible than Emma Watson in the
dark,” Kevin grumbled.

That gave me an idea.

“Okay!” I said brightly. “Same
rules apply! If you’re accidentally banging Emma Watson in the
dark, then you’re free to finish her off even if you find out it’s
not me half way through.”

“Hmmm,” mused Kevin. “And
you?”

“And if I’m being banged by a
Hermione-fancier in the dark – in my red dress – and I only work
out half way through that it’s not you, then I’m free to
continue.”

“Deal!” laughed Kevin, enjoying
the absurdity of the arrangement. Not that Belinda banging Daniel
Craig was any more plausible.

“Aww,” Andrew groaned. “You’re
missing the point. It’s the plausibility that makes it hot.”

“No it’s not!” I defended. “It’s
the fantasy that makes it hot. And mistaken identify sex is
super-hot. It’s just that in your case the plausibility IS
the fantasy.”

“Agreed,” said Kevin, nodding.
“Mistaken identity sex is über-hot.”

“Girl’s got a point,” Belinda
raised an eyebrow at Andrew. “Daniel and Rachael don’t seem so
silly now, do they?”

“That’s it. I give up!” cried
Andrew, sitting back and throwing up his arms. “Where’s Rose Byrne?
Has she ditched that loser yet?”

We laughed. But I was still
thinking about a stranger’s hand sliding up to my bottom beneath my
red dress. Good-God I was wet! I hoped Kevin was in an adventurous
mood tonight.

 


Chapter 9 – No Means … I Don’t Know

 


Adventurous? I had no idea! I
could tell he was frisky (we both were!) from his teasing hands in
the taxi on the way home. When we got inside I goosed him on the
backside and ran giggling for the bedroom, shedding clothes along
the way and slamming the door behind me when I got inside.

“Jeannie?” he called after me.
“Are you being naughty?” This was a familiar game by now; making
him chase me and overpower me.

“No?” I said haltingly, half
question and half answer, like maybe he knew better than me whether
I was naughty or not. “I’m being good.” More sure this time, but
giggling in spite of myself. “I’m tired. I want to go to sleep
now.”

“And soon you’ll be able to,” he
said sternly, trying to push the door open while I leaned against
it in my bra and panties. “As soon as we’re done. You’ve been
talking about sex fantasies all night, so I know you want it.” He
pushed again on the door and almost opened it up. I had to stop
giggling long enough to heave it closed again. That one was a
warning and I wouldn’t be so lucky on his next try, so I knew to
keep my toes out of the way or they’d get crushed beneath the
door.

“I’ve changed my mind,” I called
through the door, trying to sound serious. “I don’t want to do it
anymore. You can sleep on the sofa.”

“Oh, you don’t mean that,” he
said in a low and disbelieving voice. “Let me in and we’ll talk
about it.” He pushed powerfully inside, knocking me backwards and
sprawling onto the bed. “That’s better! I know exactly what it is
you want.” He was trying to look menacing and not to smile, but it
wasn’t working; he was having every bit as much fun as I was.

“No! I don’t want to,” I
complained meekly, coving my bra and panties with my hands as I
scooted back to the head of the bed where we now had soft, nylon
nooses tied to the bedframe for my hands. I’m sure other people
have far more convincing reluctance role-plays, but for us this
seemed more fun. It was like one of those camp TV comedies with
farcical over-acting.

Kevin came to me quickly over
the bed, walking on his knees and then straddling my hips, holding
my wrists tightly while he leaned down to roughly kiss me. I wanted
to kiss back, back that wasn’t part of the game, so I tried to
twist my face away from him (but I didn’t try very hard).

“But I love you, Jeannie,” he
husked in my ear. “Don’t you want to please me?”

“No,” I cried softly as he
pinned my wrists behind my head. “Leave me alone. Don’t hurt me.” I
was panting in my excitement by this point and incapable of longer
sentences. I could feel the hard bar of his cock pressing into my
pubis through his jeans and I ineffectually tried to wriggle up so
it would press against the aching lips of my pussy.

I struggled weakly as he slipped
my hands through the nooses and cinched them tight around my
wrists. We discovered long ago how truly difficult it is for a man
to immobilise a determined woman’s hands without hurting her. Kevin
can do it (by sitting on one arm while he ties the other),
but it’s so hard when I’m fighting that he’s almost too exhausted
to fuck me properly afterwards, so I wisely opt for token
struggling and proper fucking rather than the other way around.

The same principal doesn’t apply
once my hands are tied though. It was actually a bit scary how
incapacitated I felt the first time he did it; in a real attack and
with her hands out of commission, a woman’s only real chance would
be a well-placed kick, and even then it’s only going to buy you
some time – it won’t get your hands free. The first few times we
did it, we just used slip-loops from which I could free myself by
twisting and giving it some slack. But the one time I used our
safe-word (he started spanking me, I don’t like it … who knew?),
Kevin stopped immediately and earned himself a truck-load of trust.
After that, I got him to tie the nooses. The feeling of being
brought to orgasm when you’re truly incapacitated is indescribably
hot.

With both of my hands tied,
Kevin moved down my body a fraction to position the hard bulge in
his pants over my pussy and then leaned back down to kiss me. This
time I kissed back – it was a reluctance fantasy, not a non-consent
fantasy – but then turned my head away whispering “No. I don’t want
to,” all the while rubbing my pussy deliciously against that
throbbing bulge.

Very quickly, Kevin rocked
backwards onto his feet and pulled my panties down to my knees in
the same movement.

“No!” I squawked in mock horror,
crossing one leg over the other to hide my naked pussy. Kevin was
briefly crouched over my knees – which would be catastrophic for
him if I was really trying to fight him – but I was taking care not
to kick him and thus bring my fantasy to a premature end with him
curled up on the floor and me still tied to the bed. Instead he
leaped off, peeling off my soaking panties as he went. He grabbed
one ankle and slipped another noose around it while I tried to kick
out of his grasp, wriggling and opening my legs wide so he could
see how wet he was making me. Walking around the foot of the bed,
he did the same to the other leg and pulled them tight, stretching
me wide open and helpless while I desperately tried not to show how
much I was loving it.

“Now …,” he said, standing
beside the bed and looking down at me, naked except for my sexy
half-cup bra and completely at his mercy. I looked back up at him,
wide eyes glinting with excitement, which could maybe be mistaken
for apprehension and fear … or maybe not; I’m no expert. Kevin
pulled the slip off a pillow and fitted it quickly over my
head.

“What?” I cried, genuinely
surprised. “No! No mea…,” in my shock I almost used the safe-word,
no-means-no, but stopped myself at the last moment thinking that it
might be sexy not to be able to see what he was about to do to me.
Besides, the slip was loose over my head and I could breathe easily
so it was hardly any less comfortable, and I could always use the
safe-word properly if it turned out I didn’t like it.

“Okay?” he asked softly,
breaking from the role-play when he heard me almost give up.

“Don’t!” I cried out meekly.
“Let me go. I’m frightened. I don’t want to do it anymore!” Which
of course meant I wanted to be filled up with as much cock as he
had to give me; and please for fuck’s sake hurry because I’m so
horny I could burst.

“Good!” he said decisively. I
could hear him pulling off his shirt and unzipping his pants; I
wished I could see how hard he was and how much he wanted me. I
felt the mattress flex as he climbed back onto the bed and then the
lightest touch on my ribcage, just below my bra. Finger? Tongue? I
could feel a cool trail as it moved lightly down and over my
stomach. Tongue, then. His cock might leave a wet trail too, but
not one that long. It weaved across the other side of my stomach
and over my hip, skirting close to my pubic hair and then down to
my inner thigh where it stopped. He kissed me lightly down there,
about eight inches below my glistening slit, sucking little circles
of skin between his lips and gently tonguing them before releasing
and moving to a new location ever closer to my entrance.

My pussy felt like it was on
fire. With my legs spread so wide, he could get into every nook and
crevice at the junction of my thighs. And he did! The tendons at
the tops of my thighs were stretched taut and standing proud,
creating erogenous hollows both above and below that Kevin pampered
with slow loving kisses and caressed with the hard point of his
tongue. I could feel juices trickling from my gaping entrance and
running down over my perineum. Kevin’s tongue touched there –
tasting me – and I arched my pussy down to try to bring his tongue
to my wanton slit; but he just teased me and licked lazily around
the edges of my opening, occasionally treating me with the lightest
of feather touches to pink wings of my inner labia.

“What was that?” Kevin asked
urgently? I heard it too; a noise somewhere outside the bedroom.
“Don’t go anywhere!” he said with a smile in his voice as I felt
him climb off the bed and pad over to the door. “Shit. I left the
front door open.”

I heard him leave the room and
then the sound of the front door closing a few moments later.

And then silence.

“Kevin?” I didn’t say it very
loud. I didn’t need to, there were no other sounds and he could
hear me perfectly well from anywhere in the apartment. I listened
intently, not sure whether the pillow slip over my head was
affecting my hearing. There was nothing. Just pure silence. Was
this part of the game? Making me wait? I was so hot and ready for
sex that it didn’t seem like a fun game to me; I just wanted him to
come back into the bedroom and finish me off. I could almost feel
my clitoris thrumming; I’d probably come in about three quick
strokes.

I waited another ten-count in
the perfect silence, listening to my own heartbeat in my ears.
“Kevin?” I tried to put a bit of impatience into my voice. “This
isn’t very funny. Come and finish what you started.” I realised
that I’d fallen out of my role and began to get annoyed for real,
partly with Kevin and partly with myself for being so easily shaken
out of the game.

Why would he do it anyway?
There’s nothing sexy about leaving me naked and blindfolded and
tied to the bed to cool off when he could be filling me with hot
cock at this very moment.

Unless he was watching me.

I listened intently again,
cocking my head to the side and not breathing. Had he snuck back
into the bedroom without me hearing? It was possible. Especially
with the slip over my ears, I might not have heard him. It was the
only thing that made sense; him watching me, my hands tied
helplessly behind my head and my legs stretched across the bed,
pulling the lips of my pussy apart. I thought about him standing
there, breathing softly through his mouth and holding his rigid
cock, a drop of pre-cum beading on the tip as he stared greedily at
my open sex and imagined sinking his shaft into its tight, silken
sheath in a single thrust.

So it was part of the
game! What was my role now? Did he want me to do something? Should
I struggle against the bonds? Just to check, I tried touching my
hands together to see if I could loosen one noose with the other
hand, but it was useless, they were just too far apart. Suppose he
wanted me to pretend he was really was gone and I was on my own.
How would I get untied? I’d have to scream for help, I guess; and
then someone would come to rescue me.

What if a guy came to help?

What if he was on his own?

What if he saw how naked and
helpless I was?

Oh my God! What if he saw how
wet I was? This fantasy might not be part of the game, but I
felt a fresh trickle of pussy juices run from my entrance and down
to my anus.

What if a guy came in and just
helped himself to what was on offer? And what would it feel like?
Blindfolded and helpless with a strange cock sliding into my pussy,
thicker than Kevin, pumping me slowly, stretching me until I could
take his full girth and then giving me more length, inch by inch
until his thick cock was all the way inside and my yawning pussy
lips were stretched taut around the base. I felt my heart quicken
at the fantasy. I imagined the stranger fucking me deeply, his
monster cock buried inside me and pressed against my cervix,
rocking back and forth while the tight muscles of my pussy squeezed
and polished his shaft until he climaxed, finishing inside me and
filling me with his hot cum.

Oh my goodness! My pussy was
incandescent; it felt like it was glowing with wet heat. I wanted
to squeeze my thighs together to relieve the ache in my throbbing
vulva, but the ropes around my ankles had me stretched wide. I
clenched the muscles in my pussy to try and quell the fire building
there and felt it wink closed, only to peel open again when I
released.

Was that a sigh? I
thought I heard a soft breath as I clenched my pussy. Kevin must be
here, watching me, silently stroking his cock and seeing me get
wetter and wetter. I held my breath and listened again, but there
was nothing.

What was he doing? Was he just
standing there? Maybe he was closer than I thought. Maybe he was
leaning over the bed with his lips close to my pussy. Now that I
had imagined it, I could feel the radiant warmth of his face close
to my thighs and I was sure I was right. I thrust my pussy upwards
hoping to surprise him, but nothing happened; it was just my
imagination playing tricks.

But I could still feel that
warmth on my thighs. Was that the movement of air? Did I just
feel his breath on me? Now I was hearing and feeling phantom
breaths. What other clues could I use without sight? Smell? Could I
even smell him through the pillowcase? I’m so used to his deodorant
that I probably wouldn’t smell it anyway. Was he wearing cologne
tonight? Concentrating hard, I took a slow, deep breath, flaring my
nostrils and searching for a scent that would betray him. I took a
second and third breath. Maybe there was something. I could smell
my own sex, but maybe there was something else, a softer scent.
Vanilla? It didn’t smell familiar. Heck, I’m not even sure I
smelled anything at all.

“Kevin?” I said softly. There
was no response. It was starting to get weird. “Kevin, just finish
me off. I want you.” I waited, breathing through my mouth and
listening intently. Still there was nothing. The excitement of my
stranger fantasy was wearing off again. This game had gone long
enough. I steeled myself to use a sterner voice.

“Kev… ARRRGH!” I felt something
and shrieked in surprise. It was a touch, right in the pink inner
folds of my pussy. My heart leaped in my chest and I strained
uselessly against the bonds. “JESUS, WHAT THE…,” I began, and then
“Ohhh!” as whatever had touched me forced rudely inside and began
slowly pumping my pussy. Oh my God, what was it? There was no one
on the bed other than me. A finger? No, thicker. A thumb? Yes,
probably. I felt it fuck deeper into me, my tight entrance
stretching and closing around a hard knob of bone. Definitely a
thumb.

“Oh my God, Kevin!” I gasped,
partly from the surprise and partly from the pleasure of finally
having something in my pussy. “You scared the shit out of me!”
Still there was no response and no sound, just the wet, hungry
sucking of my pussy as that thumb slowly fucked me. What was the
game now? I knew he was there so why wasn’t he saying anything? It
wasn’t like him.

(What was that again?)

It wasn’t like him… Oh my
God. I went cold. The front door was open. What if it’s not
him? What if it’s a stranger pretending to be him? But
then what happened to Kevin? He didn’t just walk away. He didn’t
get bludgeoned and fall unconscious to the floor. I would have
heard that. Obviously this was Kevin pretending to be someone
else.

Obviously, right? But why didn’t
he put on a little pantomime of falling over or yelling “Oh my God”
before a big crash? Why just the silence? It didn’t make sense. I’d
almost reassured myself that the owner of the thumb gently fucking
me was only Kevin … but what if it wasn’t? What if!

I’ll use the safe word, I
thought. I actually opened my mouth to do it and then froze.
What if it wasn’t Kevin? It was impossible and it was just
nerves getting to me, but what if it wasn’t Kevin? A stranger
wouldn’t respond to our safe word; he’d keep going and then I’d
know for sure that I was here alone and helpless and terrified and
being fucked by a stranger. If it was Kevin, he’d stop and
the breathless, terrifying, and utterly orgasmic
thumb-fucking would stop too.

What if I just let it continue?
Because it’s Kevin. Of course it’s Kevin. But I could pretend it
wasn’t. I could pretend I was being fucked by a stranger. If he did
anything too weird – if he did anything too scary – I could use the
safe-word and he would stop. He would stop, right? Because
it’s Kevin, and Kevin respects my trust.

And if he didn’t stop? Well,
then I’d scream. Sure, I’d scream, and then he’d run – whoever he
was – and someone would come and untie me. Someone safe. But only
if it gets weird. Or scary. Until then, I could just enjoy the sex
because … because after all, it’s Kevin.

That mysterious disembodied
thumb in my pussy had been joined by a mysterious disembodied
finger – a knuckle, actually – and it was pressed against my
clitoris, sliding around in my juices while the hard nub of my love
button slipped left and right beneath it.

As delicious as the
thumb-fucking was, I had a deeper itch; a furnace heat building in
the depths of my pussy that it couldn’t reach. I was pumping my
hips in time to his thumb now, rising to meet each stroke,
thrusting at the last moment and gasping as he buried it up to the
webbing and the thicker meat below the thumb drove into my opening
and spread me wide.

“Please,” I gasped, my breath
ragged and strained. “Please finish me with your cock. I want to
feel you come inside me.”

And with that the thumb stopped.
Well, actually it paused. Right at the bottom of the stroke. I had
thrust upwards and my bottom dropped back onto the bed as that
loving opposable digit slid wetly from my pussy. There was still no
other sound apart from my ragged breathing, now hot and moist
inside the pillow slip covering my head. The pad of the thumb kept
caressing my opening, as if the owner was inspecting my pussy,
maybe deciding whether or not I was worth fucking. It wasn’t
typical of Kevin and even though I knew it was him, the not
knowing was simply breathtaking. I don’t think I’d ever been
hornier.

Finally the thumb broke contact
and I heard the delightfully welcome sound of a zipper followed by
the rustle of pants being removed.

(Zip?)

I smiled beneath my pillow slip.
Yep, you’ve still got it Jeannie. Even tied up and
helpless, the guys just gotta follow your instruction.

I felt the mattress flex as he
climbed onto the bed between the stretched vee of my naked legs and
I imagined him kneeling there, cock in hand, stroking it as he
contemplated my pink, soaking entrance.

(Zip!)

Something was asserting itself
from my subconscious. I was trying to concentrate of the mental
image of Kevin (or anyone! Remember, it could be anyone)
kneeling between my thighs but something else was clamouring for
attention in my brain. A feeling like … déjà vu. Kevin moved closer
and I lifted my knees up as far as the ropes would allow to give
him better access to my pussy, and I shivered with anticipation as
I felt him moving into position with his knees touching the backs
of my thighs.

(ZIP!)

What am I trying to remember?
Was it something I saw? But I haven’t seen anything since the
blindfold went on. Something I imagined? Maybe, but being
helpless is a common fantasy for me and I’d been thinking about
being fucked by a stranger several times tonight, so that didn’t
feel right.

I felt another touch at my
entrance, softer than before. Not a thumb this time, but the head
of his cock. I drew a sharp intake of breath and vocalised my
mounting desire and need on the exhale, anticipating the beautiful
moment when his hard cock would breach me.

Something I heard? I haven’t
heard much of anything. Just the wet sounds of my pussy, my own
breathing, Kevin’s zipper …

(ZIP!!!)

Kevin’s zipper. A tidal wave of
adrenaline swamped me, sending a chill down my spine and making my
heart race. His zipper! I heard it when he undressed right after
blindfolding me, and now I heard it again, just a minute ago. He’d
been naked when he left the room to close the front door; I was
sure of it. And he left so quickly, he didn’t have time to
redress.

And now there was a cock tracing
the length of my slit, touching my clitoris and firing off
cannon-bursts of ecstasy; a cock that until a minute ago had been
inside a pair of pants.

A cock that didn’t belong to
Kevin!


(no-means-no-means-no-means-no-meansnomeansnomeansNOMEANASNOMEANSNO!)

I opened my mouth to say it, to
scream it; but just as I drew in breath to do so, he pushed firmly
into my pussy; his cock hard and cool in my furnace core like a bar
of iron thrust into a forge. The soft skin of his cock-head parted
the hot, velvety walls of my sheath; all the way inside in a single
wet stroke until I felt the tip touch down on my cervix and his
pubis against the engorged, tender lips of my sex.

“O-h-h-h-h-mmm!” It was supposed
to be “No-means-no,” but all that came out was a gasp of pure,
undiluted ecstasy, and before I could take another breath to try
again he pulled three quarters of the way out and drilled me again,
thrusting at the end and bumping my labia in way that could have
been painful but just fired off another mortar shell of bliss in my
core.

In that extra moment, I was able
to think about what the safe-word meant. And the thing is:
nothing had changed! If it was Kevin then this
wonderful, raw, terrifying sex would stop. If it wasn’t
Kevin then I would lie here helpless and petrified while I was
raped by a stranger.

But if I didn’t use the
safe-word….

If I didn’t use the safe word
then I could pretend it was Kevin … or I could pretend that I was
pretending that it wasn’t Kevin … I was too confused and too
horny to even think straight. All I knew for sure was that I had
never been so frightened in my life, and even so I was about thirty
seconds away from an orgasm of such intensity that it might be
life-threatening.

“Oh my God! Please don’t hurt
me, please don’t hurt me!” I could hear the waver in my own voice
and it frightened me even more, but now I was lifting into his
thrusts; tilting my hips to drive him deeper, his cock-head
pounding my cervix and driving each breath from my lungs faster
than I could take a new one.

“Yes! Yes!” I cried in time to
his pounding cock. I was tipping over the edge. “I’m almost there!”
I husked. “Cum in me!” I felt rough hands grab at the curve of my
hips and his cock – this powerful, rampant stranger’s cock –
swelled and ploughed into my womanhood and held there. Mashed up
against my pussy, my swollen labia peeled back in a wet embrace
against the base of his cock and balls, I felt the freight-train
rumble of cum coursing through his shaft and emptying into the
steaming, desperate sheath of my sex. The thought of this
stranger’s cum arcing into my innermost core in thick, wet ropes –
painting my love canal in his hot, strange spunk – it finished me,
and finally I was coming too. The muscles in my thighs contracted
but I was tied down and had nothing to squeeze and bear down on
except his throbbing cock. Writhing and twisting against my bonds,
my pussy muscles crushed down on his cock and sprayed hot cum out
over my tingling, singing labia. As my orgasm peaked, every muscle
in my body spasmed at once and I shook, moaning and crying out and
trying to breathe at the same time, pulling furiously at the ropes
on my ankles to force his cock deeper and grind my clitoris against
his pubis.

As I finally descended from my
climax, the true horror of my situation finally dawned: bound and
helpless, raped and in a few moments abandoned in a sticky,
steaming pool of a stranger’s cum and the juices of my own
incredible orgasm.

“No means no,” I whispered, my
eyes pinched shut against the tears that were about to erupt.

I held my breath.

The body above me collapsed
heavily onto my chest, crushing my breasts and driving the breath
out of me. The pillow slip pulled off my head and I blinked against
the sudden brighter light.

“Jeannie! Jeannie! It’s okay.
It’s just me.” Kevin’s voice. Oh my God. I blinked again and
he came into focus, glancing alternately between my face and my
wrists where he was fumbling to release me.

“Oh Kevin,” I breathed, crying
in relief. He got my hands free and I threw them around his chest,
burying my face in his neck. “Thank God. I was so frightened. I
knew it was you … and then I didn’t.”

“Shhh,” he soothed me, stroking
my hair. His softening cock was still inside me and with each
hitching sob I forced it slowly out. “It’s okay, Jeannie. It’s all
over now.”

I took a deep, wavering breath
and held his head in my hands so that I could look into his eyes. I
saw concern there, love too, but there was also a conflicted
delight that he had achieved what he set out to do, but maybe hurt
me in the process. He hadn’t. I was just shocked and emotional;
stunned from the intensity of my orgasm and the realism of my
‘assault’.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “That
was … incredible.” And then I hugged him tight again, taking
comfort from the safety of his body pressed into mine.

“So do you want to do it again,”
he asked, a smile in his voice.

“Oh, God yes,” I enthused,
rubbing my pussy wetly against him. “But not too soon. I won’t fall
for it as easily next time.”

“One more thing?” he asked
quietly.

“Anything,” I sighed into his
neck. My heart had almost returned to its normal rate and I was
basking in the afterglow of the most wonderful, wonderful sex.

“Jeannie, will you marry me?” He
rolled to the side so that he could watch my expression.

“Yes,” I said without
hesitation. “With all my heart. Now untie my legs and let me love
you properly.”

He did.

And I did.

 


Chapter 10 – Muck-Up Day

 


“Good morning, Miss
Granger.”

I looked up from my desk,
startled out of a little daydream. It was only Josh, but even after
two years of teaching that term of address still reminded me more
of Hermione than of myself. And that might just be the last time
I hear it, I thought to myself with an inward smile. Mrs
Jeannie Marsh. Or at least that’s whom I would become in just
three weeks’ time and I probably wouldn’t see many more students
between now and then. I’d get a fresh crop next year, but I would
be making damned sure they all called me “Mrs Marsh”.

“Good morning Josh,” I smiled.
“You didn’t forget Muck-Up Day, did you? What are you doing in
class?” I was just being conversational; he was in costume so he
obviously knew what day it was. I was surprised though – and a
little touched. His costume? Harry Potter, of course. I remembered
telling him that I would come dressed as Hermione and I was
delighted that my old red dress from that HAGS party at Uni still
fit. In fact, I rocked it. If anything, my breasts were maybe a bit
fuller than last time and I almost didn’t need the push-up bra.
Almost. The fact that he chose a Harry Potter costume spoke of a
little crush; and on an honest day I’d admit that the crush was
reciprocated. Josh was a very cute eighteen-year-old.

“No, Miss Granger,” he laughed,
pushing his round Harry spectacles to the top of his head. “I’m not
staying. I just wanted to drop off my homework.”

Homework! I’d almost
forgotten that I’d set them joke-homework. I didn’t really expect
anyone to do it and I was right … with this one exception. Josh
held out a thin sheaf of handwritten pages, which I liked; it made
it less likely that he’d cut and paste it from the internet. I took
a look at the top line: “Whitfield Diffie – The most Influential
Mathematician of the 20th
Century”.

Oh, now I was really
impressed. If I ever entertained the thought of students
doing this homework essay then I guess I expected to see Albert
Einstein or Stephen Hawking – though I think of them more as
physicists or cosmologists than mathematicians – or maybe Andrew
Wiles, who is a spectacularly brilliant and famous mathematician
but not so influential. But Whitfield Diffie? What a
delight! In the 1970’s, Whit was at best a third-rate
mathematician with a first-rate bee in his bonnet about
cryptography. It’s a long and dull story for non-mathematicians,
but in short it’s like this: he opened the door to proper
internet security for consumers. No Whit Diffie means no secure
email, no Internet Banking, no Internet Shopping, no eBay. Heck,
for all intents and purposes, no Internet as we know it. As
far as influential goes, Whit Diffie and the other
mathematicians who developed public key cryptography techniques are
like gods; they quite literally changed the world.

“Thank you, Josh,” I said
genuinely, looking up into his eyes and smiling. “This will give me
something interesting to read; it looks like I might have a free
period.” He visibly preened at my gratitude. “Tell me how you
selected Whit Diffie. You didn’t look up my Master’s thesis on the
internet did you? I used to love this type of thing.”

“Well I was reading this book
about how the Brits broke the Nazis’ Enigma code in World War II,”
he began.

“Fact or fiction?” I asked.

“Fiction,” he said. “But it
blended the facts and the real people like that computer guy Alan
Turing with fictional characters like this guy Waterhouse; he was a
kind of über-mathematician and code breaker.”

“Cryptonomicon,” I said,
grinning like a schoolgirl. “By Neal Stephenson.”

“You’ve read it too?” he asked
happily.

“Josh,” I smiled warmly,
“Cryptonomicon might just be my favourite book of all time.”

“Yeah?” he asked rhetorically,
sitting down in the front desk so that he wouldn’t be looking down
at me. “So anyway, according to this book, breaking Enigma was the
turning point of the war …”

“That bit is actually true,” I
interrupted.

“… so you could kind of say if
it wasn’t for maths, we might all be Nazis,” he explained.

“That’s a bit of a stretch,” I
said. “But I take your meaning. If you’re saying that those
mathematicians were actually war heroes, then I agree.”

“Yeah, right! Heroes,” he said,
pointing at me happily. “So I thought I’d find out who the real
Waterhouse was and pick him for my essay.”

“But you didn’t,” I said, even
though I probably knew what was coming next.

“There wasn’t really one person
to pick,” he said, disappointed. “The code-breaking was sort of a
team-effort.”

“What about Turing?” I asked.
“He’s the one everybody remembers from the Bletchley Park team.” I
was twitching in my seat and I could feel my skin tingling. This
was the most exciting conversation I’d had with a student in my
short teaching career. I could almost see this reactive boy
growing into a thinking man in front of me. It was
intoxicating!

“I almost did,” he said, his
eyes dropping. I could see he thought he’d made a mistake and had
disappointed me. “But …”

“But what?” I asked, leaning
forward and trying not to show how exciting this was for me. Hell,
how sexy it was.

“Well,” he said, shuffling his
feet. “He was a mathematician …”

“He was,” I agreed. “A brilliant
one.”

“And he was influential
…” he added.

“Very much so,” I said.
Please don’t say it’s because he was gay. Please!

“But he was more influential for
the machines – the ‘bombes’ – that he built to crack the new
Enigma settings every day,” he explained. “Not for his maths.”

I wiped away a tear building up
in my eye. I was so proud. And kind of turned on, too; I was
thinking about what a mature perspective he had – one that I
had helped to develop – but I was looking at the sexy
package that it was wrapped up in and those emotions were getting
confused in my head.

“And you asked for the most
influential mathematician,” he added. “Not the most
influential … I don’t know … engineer? Computer scientist?”

“So,” I prompted. “Whit
Diffie?”

“I came across him when I was
Googling mathematics and cryptanalysis,” Josh explained. “He kind
of reminded me of the Waterhouse guy in Cryptonomicon. You know,
eccentric. Geeky; but in a good way.”

“And you thought he was
influential for his mathematics?” I prompted.

“It’s all in my essay,” he
grinned proudly. “You’ll have to read it.”

Touché. “I will,” I told
him. And I meant it. “Will you be at the fair this afternoon?”

He started to get up, sensing
that I was dismissing him. “Sure,” he said. “What about you?”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I smiled.
“Bye Josh. Stay out of trouble for muck-up day.”

“I will,” he said, disappearing
out the door. I was disappointed that his Harry Potter cape made it
impossible for me to check out his backside as he walked away.

My phone began to ring. It felt
kind of weird … naughty. It had never rung in class before because
I always have it on silent when students are around.

“Hey Miss Granger,” Josh had
poked his head back around the open doorway.

“Huh?” I looked up from the
ringing phone, conflicted. God knows why. Let the bloody thing ring
a few more times.

“That dress is really
tight.”

I looked down, getting the
million dollar view down my own modest cleavage.

“Tight means good, right?” I
asked, a blush stealing up my cheeks.

“It’s really good, Miss
Granger,” he smiled winningly. The phone was on its fourth ring.
Voicemail would kick in in a moment.

“Thank you, Mr Potter,” I said a
‘you’re dismissed’ tone, acknowledging his Harry Potter costume at
the same time.

“Bye, Miss Granger,” he waved;
and then he really was gone.

He’d left me in a playful mood.
I answered what had to be the final ring with speaker phone.
“You’re on speaker phone,” I sang happily. “Say hello to the Year
12 Maths Methods class.”

“Be nice to her, Year 12,” it
was Kevin, which of course I knew from the caller ID. “I want her
in a flirty mood when she gets home.”

I giggled. He knew the class
would be empty.

“Sounds pretty quiet there,
Jeannie,” he teased. “Have you got them all tied up with furry
handcuffs?”

“Yeah, right!” I laughed. “We
were all just getting naked when you called.” We don’t do much
dirty talk – neither of us is very good at it – but we do “flirty
talk”. And it felt so deliciously naughty to be doing it in a
school classroom. And on speaker phone no less! “Did you call for
anything, sweetie? Because I’ve got a room full of nearly naked
senior students who need to be taught a lesson.”

“No, nothing special,” he
dropped the flirty-talk, much to my disappointment. “I just thought
you’d be lonely all morning with an empty classroom.”

“Actually it’s okay,” I replied.
“One of my students handed in a writing assignment I gave them as a
joke. It’s on Whit Diffie, so I’m going to read it.”

“Homework? On the last day of
school?” he laughed. “Was it a male student?”

“Uh huh,” I giggled.

“Crush?” he asked playfully.

“Maybe a little one,” I
conceded, forgetting to tell him it was a two-way street.

“Well you have my permission to
lead him on,” he laughed. “I had a hot teacher too in Year 12. I
would have crawled over broken glass for a smile from her.”

“Hey,” I said, changing the
subject; I was still wearing the blush from Josh’s compliment and
now it was burning redder than my dress. “Can you get off work and
come to the fair this afternoon? It’ll be fun.”

“What’s my motivation?” he
teased; back to flirty-talk. I was on familiar ground again.

“Well I’ll be in doing a stint
in the sponge-toss booth,” I crooned temptingly. “All alone …
helpless … soaking wet.” I felt my heart quicken. Doing this in
school was so much more exciting than at home; it’s a shame I
didn’t get many similar chances.

“Oh!” he exclaimed with
exaggerated, playful interest. “Helpless, you say? So a stranger
could maybe creep into the back of the booth and have his way with
you?”

“Ah!” I gasped wordlessly, my
nipples hardening as I pictured Kevin doing exactly that while the
kids threw sponges at me.

“Uh oh. Gotta go,” he said
quickly. “I’ll be there. Love ya Jean-Genie. Bye.”

“Oh, um … bye,” I said,
surprised at his abrupt sign-off. Somebody had probably just come
up to see him at work, but a little part of me wondered whether he
was trying to distract me from the sponge-toss fantasy. Ever since
that first time on the beach at Manly, we’d both enjoyed outdoor
sex. Not exhibitionism, per se; just … risky. It would be
just like him to sneak into the back of the booth and tease me to a
public orgasm. I was getting short of breath just thinking about
it.

My phone had gone back to its
home screen; Kevin had hung up. A shadow moved in the corner of my
vision outside the classroom door. I looked up, but it was only a
cloud passing across the sun.

 


~~~

 


My student-free morning was
finally over. Josh’s thousand word essay only kept me entertained
for ten minutes of the almost three hours I sat alone in the
classroom. Sadly he used up most of his insight in his selection of
the subject. There wasn’t really much meat in the essay; he wasted
too many words on a misguided attempt to explain Fermat’s Little
Theorem and not enough on the commercial and social ramifications
of secure, public cryptography. It didn’t make me any less proud of
him though; even if he can’t write, at least he can think; and
sadly that’s an ability not as common as you’d imagine among
school-leavers.

Demonstrating iron willpower, I
took my homemade sandwiches to the staff room for lunch rather than
braving the fair for what I really wanted: a big, greasy
hamburger.

“Miss Granger, are you lost?
This is the staff room. Strictly no student’s permitted.”

Oh my goodness! Hermione
jokes from my colleagues now. It was the principal, Neil Smith,
dressed for-fuck’s-sake as Dumbledore, the principal at Harry
Potter’s Hogwarts School. He was wearing a long, white Santa Claus
beard, his college academic gown and a rumpled witch’s hat from a
costume store … I mean he could’ve been Gandalf from Lord of the
Rings, but the principal dressed as a famous movie principal
was actually quite clever.

“I’m sorry, Professor
Dumbledore,” I cried, eyes wide with mock earnestness. “But the
schoolyard is filled with trolls and dementors. I came in here to
be safe. Please don’t send me back out there!”

“Ha!” he cried with a smile. “I
was wrong to match wits with an expert. I presume you’re very adept
at rebuffing Hermione Granger jibes.”

“You don’t know the half of it,
Mr Smith,” I smiled ruefully, taking a seat opposite him at the
lunch table.

“Not long until the wedding,
Jeannie,” he said, changing the subject.

“Oh, don’t remind me,” I rolled
my eyes, talking around a cheekful of chicken-and-salad-on-wheat.
“I still have a million things to do: bridesmaid gifts,
bonbonniere, table centrepieces, speeches. I still don’t have my
vows finalised!”

“Well we’re here to help,” he
said with obvious irony. “On a related note, we have the
Sponge-Toss booth prepared in honour of your pending nuptials.”

“Oh dear,” I cringed, but I was
grinning too because I sensed I was becoming the target of another
joke. “Should I worry? What have you done?”

“All will become clear when you
show up for your turn in the booth,” he said, eyes glinting with
mischievous humour. I wasn’t too worried though, what’s the worst
they could do? I didn’t think they’d go so far as to supply cream
pies to throw at me. It was probably just a few metres of white
tulle wrapped around the booth.

After lunch, I steeled myself
for the assault on the senses that would be the Muck-Up Day Fair;
over two-hundred senior students, many of them still drunk from
last night’s party, yelling and cavorting through the rides and
sideshows distributed around the school oval. I wasn’t disappointed
either. It was every bit as frenzied and raucous as I imagined, but
in a strange way it was also pleasing. With a shiver I thought back
to my own Muck-Up Day with kids passed out in the corners and
others defacing the school. The fair gives the kids a focus, and
that focus was on harmless, wholesome fun. I almost expected Danny
and Sandy from the movie Grease to come dancing through singing
“You’re The One That I Want”.

I walked around for a few
minutes, gaping in wide-eyed wonder at what the organising
committee had managed to put together (with the help of countless
parent volunteers). There were stalls selling fast-food, popcorn,
fairy-floss, funny hats, and glow sticks. There were sideshows with
a Lucky Wheel, Madame Zelda’s palm reading, Guess Your Weight, and
of course the Sponge Toss – not yet adorned with whatever
wedding-themed decoration they had planned for me. And then there
were the rides. Not tame little merry-go-rounds like they have in
local street fairs; no sir, these were the real deal, exciting
thrill rides like The Octopus, Rock Star, and The Enterprise –
anything that can be mounted on the back of a truck.

“C’mon Miss Granger,” yelled a
passing senior in a Slutty Nurse costume as she grabbed my hand. “I
need a gal-pal for Rock Star; the boys need a different dress to
look up.”

It took a moment for me to
recognise Mandy Djvonic with all that teased hair and skin on
display. Normally she was the quintessential pretty and prim
teenager – currently without a boyfriend – but it looked like she
was cutting loose today. I guessed that a small-to-medium measure
of white wine spritzer had something to do with the transformation.
I wanted to be part of the fun, so I went with her unquestioningly.
My dress was sexy but at knee length it was a far cry from earning
the “Slutty” prefix that Mandy’s nurse uniform so richly deserved,
so I wasn’t worried about the small crowd of senior boys crowded
beneath the ride … not that Mandy seemed terribly concerned
either.

I’d been on Rock Star before at
the Easter Show in Sydney, so it held no surprises. I locked into
the standing harness next to Mandy and let her squeeze my hand,
glancing at me every few seconds with a manic look of excitement
that made me think she was maybe mixing some pharmaceuticals with
her wine spritzer. When everybody was on board, the ride began to
power up and all of the teenagers joined in with the blaring
catch-cry over the speakers: “For Those About To Rock … WE SALUTE
YOU” from some golden-oldie rock song.

It started out slowly, lifting
and dropping and swinging from side to side, higher and higher,
with the crowd of about thirty riders making anticipatory “Whoooa,
whoooa” noises as it built up speed and approached the apex of its
rotation. That building cry peaked along with the ride’s motion and
then transformed into outright screams (mine included) as it tipped
over the top and into an ever-faster rotation, plummeting downwards
with hair and hemlines flying before ripping us back up into the
air with terrifying speed.

I’d forgotten how much fun it
was. I was trying to simultaneously scream and hold down my hem and
look at the crazed faces of the kids around me. And then I was
tricked as it slowed again at the apex, thinking it was over only
to have it reverse direction and go through all the same
stomach-churning motions again counter-clockwise.

When it finally slowed to a stop
and the harnesses released, Mandy grabbed my wrist again and with a
frenzied “Let’s go!” she raced me down the exit ramp and straight
back around into the entry to have another go. And we weren’t the
only ones! There were a few other serial thrill-seekers running
with us. By the time the second ride was over, I was every bit as
manic as Mandy and had completely regressed into the carefree
teenager that I never had the opportunity to be. After the third
ride, it was me grabbing her by the wrist and dragging her
back into the entry queue, running and giggling, flushed and
excited.

The sight of a teacher going
feral on Rock Star had drawn a small crowd of gawkers and our
little group running from exit to entry had grown to an even dozen.
The newfound teenager inside me noticed with a heart-flutter that
one of them was Josh; but the nurturing, mothering teacher inside
me wanted Mandy and Josh to get together and make beautiful babies.
After all, if I couldn’t have him, I wanted to get him for my new
BFF. Running ahead of Mandy, I got us a position on the ride so
that they were standing together, hoping they would hold hands as a
lot of the kids had been doing.

They didn’t. Bloody
teenagers! I was going to have to spoon-feed them.

On the next round, I grabbed
Josh’s hand too and the three of us raced back to the entry with
Mandy in the lead. I got between them this time and as the ride
built up speed, I clutched my hands (and theirs!) together in mock
terror, trying to graft one set of fingers onto the other like a
couple of climbing ivies. That didn’t work either. I was screaming
on the outside, but scheming on the inside; and as I played out a
little daydream of young love in my head, I realised two things:
one, I was horny; and two, I was pressing both of their hands
together … into my breasts!

Reality surged back in a flood
of adrenaline. Yes folks, that’s me; I’m that schoolteacher
standing in plain sight holding the hands of two students to her
breasts. My self-preservation instinct kicked in, play it
cool, Jeannie, an inner voice whispered to me. Without moving
my hands (yet) I used my peripheral vision to check on both of
them, but neither seemed to have noticed that I was using them to
feel me up; they were screaming and holding their free hands in the
air just like everybody else. When the ride next crested, I used
the momentum to lift our arms above our heads and away from my
breasts, with seemingly nobody the wiser. Could they not have
noticed?

By the time the ride finished,
my panic had given way to excitement again, and I was back to
scheming on how to get these two potential lovebirds together. Rock
Star clearly wasn’t the answer, and it was getting to the point
that we would have to wait in line to get back on. The Octopus
beckoned. No queue, but more importantly it had cars that seat four
people in a horseshoe formation, so these two could snuggle up nice
and close and hold hands.

I took the initiative as we ran
off Rock Star and yelled “Queue’s too long”, and then led our
happy, giggling trio (okay, so most of the giggling was coming from
me) to The Octopus. We ran straight to a vacant car and I
congratulated myself on getting Josh between me and Mandy. Triumph!
I am the queen of match-makers, I almost yelled out loud.
Let the courting begin!

A-a-a-a-a-nd … nothing! Hunky
Josh was sitting six inches away from sexy Mandy the Slutty Nurse –
she of the seated hemline that barely covered her panties – and
what did he proceed to do? Absolutely! Fucking! Nothing! Worse,
The Octopus was a bust. I swear it was around when my
grandparents were young. I mean, it’s not for little kids, but it
just doesn’t stack up in the excitement stakes anymore. What this
ride would be good for is to let young lovers canoodle together and
pretend to be scared, but obviously that wasn’t going to happen.
All of the breathless excitement and the yelling and screaming was
melting away.

I was out of ideas and thinking
that our trio of thrill-seekers was going to break-up, but Mandy
grabbed us both yet again as the ride finished. “Come on!
Enterprise!” she commanded, leading us to the only one of the three
rides that we were yet to try.

I don’t know about the others,
but I was an Enterprise virgin; I don’t like any ride that goes
upside down, they’re just a bit too scary. This one is a giant,
flat, spinning wheel with gondolas around the outside. As it builds
up speed, an arm lifts the wheel from horizontal to vertical; so
while you start out just turning in flat circle, you’re soon
lurching ass-over-elbows in sickening loops.

I almost didn’t go on, but I was
so caught up in the fun of playing with these kids that before I
knew it we were running down the entry race and it was too late to
back out. We bolted out onto the platform and Mandy immediately
jumped into a free gondola. They seat two people straddling a low
centre bench (like riding two-up on a horse or a motorcycle) and I
entertained a brief fantasy that Josh would jump in with her. He
didn’t; he just ran past her to the next free gondola. Wus!
Thwarted, I ran on but discovered that all of the gondolas were now
taken. It was almost a relief; it meant I could sneak off and miss
out without losing face … except for the fact that there
were spare seats; I just had to share. I’d completed a full
circuit back to Mandy. She now had a partner in with her – another
senior girl – but Josh was still on his own and saw me looking at
him, conflicted and undecided.

“Come on, Miss Granger,” he
beckoned to me with a welcoming smile.

I looked down at my red dress
and then back at the seat I would have to straddle. “Umm,” I said
indecisively, holding out my skirts and biting my lower lip.

“It’s okay,” he said, sliding to
the back. “You can go in front.” Was that a good thing? I supposed
so. A person behind me couldn’t see up my dress, but nor could a
person in front if they were facing forwards. The person in back
would have to spread their legs with their knees around
their partner’s hips. Bare knees, in my case! That didn’t seem like
an appropriate position for a schoolteacher, so in-front was
probably best. What the hell! Climbing in with Josh, I
stepped one foot over the bench and was instantly aware of how
close my bottom was to his face. Embarrassed, I plopped down onto
the seat without realising how low it was; and with my knees up and
bottom down, my hem slid straight down into my lap and flashed my
parted thighs and lacy red panties to the world.

I shrieked with surprise and
clutched at my hem, dragging it back down to my knees as I whipped
my head around to see if anyone had witnessed my moment of
indiscretion. I craned back to look at Josh and could tell by the
smile in his eyes that he knew exactly what I had done, but
regretfully hadn’t had the angle for a decent view.

When the attendant came around
and locked the gates on the gondolas, I still had my knees up and
was holding my dress, but I knew I couldn’t stay like that once the
ride started. Two choices: legs stretched forwards – which would
have me leaning back into Josh – or tucked more modestly beneath me
in a kneeling position. I could probably use a bit more modesty at
this point, so I folded my legs down with my feet tucked behind …
and instantly regretted it. Whereas before I was sitting on my
bottom, now all of my weight was on my pussy and I was painfully
aware of the fact that I wasn’t sitting on my dress; it was just my
panties between me and the padded surface of the bench, moulding
into my every crevice.

But I didn’t have time to change
my position. With a sickening lurch and a shudder, the ride began
and both Josh and I clutched at the barred gates on either side.
There were no safety restraints; apparently the centrifugal force
was enough to keep us in our seats, even upside down. As we gained
speed, that very force swung the hinged gondolas bottom-out, and I
clutched those bars for dear life, screaming with a mix of terror
and excitement while Josh did the same behind me.

I was okay while it was spinning
horizontally – well, kind of okay – but then as the great arm began
to lift us at an angle, we started looping high and low and that
exhilarating feeling of being swung around in a circle transformed
into a far more terrifying one of being flipped head over heels. Up
and over, eyes bulging and gibbering like an idiot, the school
buildings to my side rotating with dizzying speed.

I gripped the seat between my
knees, afraid with every flip that the laws of physics would fail
me and I would fall and crash into the upside-down gondola roof.
Abandoning the barred sides, I clutched at the seat with both hands
and hunkered down low, crying and screaming “Help me!” or maybe it
was “Hold me!” Whichever, I felt Josh’s large hands close around
the tight, corset bodice of my dress just above my hips. My heart
pounding with fear, that extra touch really was a comfort. I pushed
myself back between his thighs, and every time we flipped over I
braced against him until I had him pushed hard up against the
back-rest.

And then … oh dear … and
then! Hunched over and hugging the bench, I was no longer
sitting on my pussy. No, the soft panty-covered folds of my sex
were now most surely pointed to the hindmost and rudely pressed (by
me!) against the rapidly hardening bulge in the trousers of my
erstwhile student and amusement-park-ride companion. But if only
that was all! Oh, my word, the terror was gone but my blood was
high and pounding in my ears. With his hands on my hips, I realised
with horror that we were posed in a perfect parody of doggy-style
sex. And of course the very second I thought about that, I thought
how terribly easy it would be for him to simply unzip, pull my
panties aside and slide into home plate. A task made all the more
simple by the wetness I could feel gathering at my core, which was
a situation unlikely to improve until I stopped rubbing my clitoris
against the seat and my pussy lips against Josh’s cock.

Over and over we went. My terror
all but forgotten now; the only thing I could think about was my
excitement and the touch of Josh’s straining shaft, which throbbed
menacingly every time we turned over and I ground against him.
Completely at the mercy of my libido now, I was lifting my bottom –
effectively mounting him – and with a wiggle I managed to part my
outer labia and groaned with pleasure as that hard bar of flesh in
his trousers settled into the channel of my soaking slit.

He felt so close to me. Almost
inside me. It was incredible and frightening and wrong and so very,
very sexy. I swear I could feel the throb of his heartbeat; and
every time he flexed his cock it felt as though he would
enter me. Could this situation get any worse? I thought not,
but then incredibly it did; I was about to have an orgasm! I
could feel that familiar tension building in my inner thighs and my
clitoris was buzzing maddeningly with the rough contact of the
panties wedged into my slit. Giving up to the inevitable, I closed
my eyes and imagined Josh inside me, his cock building to an
explosive orgasm deep within my sex. Just a few more
strokes! Holding my breath I mounted him like a monorail and
slid back down to the seat. Almost there … ! And then the
hydraulic arm began to lower! Oh my God, no! We were turning
round and round again – not up and over – and the momentum I had
been using to push against him was lost. I was teetering on the
edge and I needed just one more push.

As we decelerated; Josh let go
of my hips and my fantasy melted away. I just needed to mount him
one more time but there was no longer any excuse to do so. And
worse, with the dying screams of the other riders, the sound of me
coming would be all the more obvious. Somehow rationality
reasserted and with a wistful, panting sigh I pushed off him and
sat up, unfulfilled but with all my nerve endings zinging with the
fading glow of my near-climax.

The Enterprise slowed to a stop
and as we sat there in awkward silence waiting for the attendant to
open our gondola. I tried and failed to think of something I could
say to Josh that would make this better.

“Miss Granger?” he said quietly
from behind me. I couldn’t turn around.

“Yes Josh?”

“Do you want to go again?” he
asked, the tension in his voice so very obvious.

“I would … but I don’t think I
should, Josh,” I said quite truthfully. “That was a lot scarier
than I thought.” This time I did look over my shoulder and smiled
at him. “And it’s nearly time for my turn in the Sponge Toss. Will
you come up later?” I wanted to let him know that we were okay.

The attendant came by and opened
our gate.

“Sure, Miss Granger,” he grinned
lopsidedly. “I’ll see you up there.”

That was my cue to get away from
this awkwardness. I climbed out, studiously ignoring the wet patch
I’d left on the seat and hoping Josh would do the same.

“See you up there, Josh,” I
said, running out and not waiting for him.

“Later, Miss Granger.”

 



Chapter 11 - Sponge Toss

 


My rushed getaway from Josh
meant I arrived the Sponge Toss booth ten minutes early, so I had
an opportunity to get a feel for the game before I started getting
hit with wet sponges.

Mr Mitchell the P.E. teacher was
on-deck, his wet and smiling face mounted above the brightly
coloured body of a clown painted on the outside of the booth, while
a line of senior boys tried and mostly failed to hit him with
large, wet rectangular sponges. It didn’t take long to work out
that this game was a lot harder than it looked. The size and shape
of the sponges made them hard to throw, they wouldn’t fly straight,
and if you threw them too hard then the water would all fly off in
transit.

Notwithstanding the fact that
the game was clearly rigged to get people coming back for more (it
would be no fun if every throw hit the target), I wanted to have a
go too.

“Can teachers play?” I asked the
supervising parent who was collecting money and making sure that
most of the rules were followed.

“Sure thing, Miss Granger,” he
said (well that was embarrassing – I didn’t recognise him at all).
“Your money spends just as well as the kids’. Two bucks gets you
two sponges, or five bucks for five,” he said with an ironic grin.
“But making good with Mr Mitchell afterwards is your own
lookout.”

“This isn’t going to make for an
awkward moment in the staff room, is it Mr Mitchell?” I joked to
the face in the booth.

“Only if you hit me Jeannie,” he
said dryly. “Just remember whose turn it is next.”

“Oh, I’m well aware,” I laughed,
paying my two dollars and arming myself with a sponge. “I just want
to have a go now before I lose my sense of humour.”

I find the expression ‘he or she
throws like a girl’ pretty offensive, but whoever came up with it
was probably watching me throw at the time. In my defence, I spent
most of my childhood reading books, not playing cricket or softball
or skipping stones on a pond. Rather than enduring the crowing from
the boys that would surely come if I tried to throw over-arm, I
looped a gentle under-arm lob in Mr Mitchell’s direction and I
almost got him. The look on his face was in some ways better than a
bullseye; he braced for the direct hit, but it just dipped at the
last moment and hit the chest of the painted clown to a cry of
“O-o-o-h” from the crowd of onlookers.

“A bit more pepper on the next
one, Jeannie,” he teased, obviously trying to goad me into a rash
throw that would surely spray wide.

“Just finding my range, Mr
Mitchell,” I called, still using his surname in the presence of the
kids. “Hold your breath for the real one!”

I threw my second sponge with
the same underhand loop and this time I got him! “Yes! Woooo!” I
celebrated perhaps a little too grandly with the gathered group of
seniors as it plopped wetly into his face. I admit that it wasn’t
as satisfying as the loud THWACK of a full-blooded throw, but I’ll
take my wins where I find them.

“The sponge I can forgive,
Jeannie,” Mr Mitchell spluttered, blinking water from his eyes.
“It’s the victory dance you’re going to pay for when I get out of
here!” Uncowed, I did another little lap of high-fives and danced
an arms-in-the-air backside-wiggle to the universal cry of the poor
winner: “Oh yeah-eah! Uh ha-aa!” All of this to the great delight
and cheering from every boy who had ever been ordered by Mr
Mitchell to run extra laps before they hit the showers.

I watched a few more kids try to
hit him with varying degrees of success, and then Mr Smith
approached carrying a large, flat cardboard box. This would be my
surprise, I suppose.

“You’re excused, Mr. Mitchell,”
the principal said in his most commanding baritone. “We need to
prepare the booth for the soon-to-be Mrs Marsh.” All eyes were on
me now, but I wasn’t nervous; it was a good kind of attention and
everyone was smiling and having fun.

They all gathered around the
principal to see what was in the box, but I already had a fair
idea; it looked like exactly the type of thing you might use for
long-term storage of a dress … a wedding dress, for
instance. Sure enough, Mr Smith lifted the lid and drew from within
an atrocity of white tulle and satin that we can only pray time
will forget. With enormous puffy sleeves and every square inch
fairly bristling with frilly adornments, it was almost physically
painful to look at.

“Why Mr Smith,” I said as
deadpan as I could manage. “That looks just like the one
I’ll be wearing next month!”

“Then my sympathies go to your
fiancé, Miss Granger,” he shot back with Dumbledore-like
understated mirth. “This belonged to my dearly departed maiden Aunt
Beatrice. And yes, before you say anything I do understand the
paradox of a maiden aunt with a wedding dress.”

In the bottom of the box was a
hammer, a few two-inch nails and a pair of bulldog clips. As he was
talking he began to hammer nails into the Sponge Toss booth at the
top of the painted clown’s shoulders.

“It was Aunt Bea’s great
unfulfilled dream to have an enormous fairy-tale wedding,” he
continued. “And to that end, in her impetuous youth, she bought
this enormous fairy-tale wedding dress, anticipating the day when a
dashing young man would sweep her off her feet and make her his
bride.”

“Dare I ask what happened?” I
offered. This had all the hallmarks of a funny story, but with
references to a dead aunt whose dreams were unfulfilled, I think we
were all waiting for permission to laugh.

“Well, my sainted mother had a
saying about how their parents’ genes had been divided,” Mr Smith
finished hammering in the nails and began hanging the dress on
bulldog clips beneath the hole from which my head would soon
project. “She would say that she had inherited the good-looks
…”

“Whereas Aunt Bea had inherited
the brains?” I finished for him.

“Well, that’s what I used to
think,” Mr Smith turned and smiled through his false beard. “But my
mother tactfully never finished that saying. When I received this
dress and some other items from Aunt Bea’s estate, I began to
understand why not. Perhaps we can just say that Aunt Bea was an
impetuous woman and an ambitious woman, however she was not a woman
especially blessed with either looks or brains.”

There was polite laughter all
round.

“Why did you keep it?” I
asked.

“It was simply too hideous to
donate to Good-Will,” he shrugged. “And you never know when
something this unique will come in handy.”

“Today being a case in point,” I
said flatly, imagining the moment a minute from now when I would be
appearing to wear it.

“Precisely,” he answered
brightly. “Now get thee into that Sponge Toss booth, Miss Granger.
These students have money burning holes in their pockets and the
Building Fund is a few thousand shy of buying us a new technology
centre.”

 


~~~

 


I suspect that our school’s
Sponge Toss booth was built and donated by a civic-minded parent,
one with a tendency towards over-engineering would be my bet. I’ve
seen Sponge Toss games before and they’re just a vertical wall with
a hole cut in it. Ours really is a “booth” though and it’s built
with a much grander vision in mind. It’s a small, self-contained,
collapsible room with a door in the back, and instead of a hole to
show just the victim’s face, it has this recessed box in the front
wall with a hole in the bottom. From the front it looks a bit like
a ticket-window. From inside the booth, you duck underneath the box
and pop your head up through the hole, then fit a couple of foam
batts around your neck to stop the sponges dropping down through
the gap. From the outside, the effect of a disembodied head sitting
on a shelf is quite creepy, but it’s mitigated by the painted clown
body underneath.

I let myself in and shut the
door behind me. It wasn’t exactly spacious, but then I wasn’t
exactly there for a zumba class, either. There was a bar stool to
sit on with a gas lift to get you positioned just right regardless
of height. Over-engineered it may be, but it looked like you could
sit there comfortably for half an hour or more; and that’s not
something that can be easily said for a simple hole in a plywood
wall.

Ignoring the stool for the
moment (it was wet and carried the imprint of Mr Mitchell’s ass), I
ducked down and popped my head up through the hole like a tank
commander. I was almost the perfect height; I just needed to stand
with my feet apart and didn’t even need to stoop.

“Peek-a-boo!” I called to the
small crowd.

“There she is!” someone called
in a Monty Python angry-mob voice. “Let’s ge’ ‘er!”

“Wait a minute,” I stopped them.
“I’m not ready.” This whole disembodied head thing reminded me of
one of those stage magician tricks with the woman in the box, and
I’m always a sucker for a visual gag.

“Hey,” I called out, casting my
eyes down through the hole. “I wonder what this button does.” I
pretended to press something. “Uh-oh!” I widened my eyes in mock
panic and slowly twisted my neck to the left. “Erk! Help!” When I
couldn’t twist my head any further, I moved my feet to keep my head
rotating from the crowd’s point of view, twisting in a full circle
a-la that creepy little girl in The Exorcist.

“Blarrrrgggg!” When I rotated
back into view, I lolled out my tongue and rolled my eyes up into
my head. A few girls yelled “Eeewww!” and there were a couple of
shutter-noises from camera phones along with some polite laughter.
Maybe Dad was right; there really was no future for me in
vaudeville.

“Stop stalling Miss Granger!”
somebody yelled.

“Wait,” I called back. “Somebody
take a photo. I want to see the dress.” About ten phones appeared
but one kid walked straight up with a photo from my Exorcist gag.
Oh God, between the rolled eyes and the hideous dress, I looked
like the Bride of Frankenstein. But otherwise it actually looked
quite realistic with my head perched on the wedding dress and the
shoulders of the painted clown. The only thing spoiling the image
was my hair, which was hanging down through the hole. I quickly
wound it into a loose bun and positioned the foam batts around my
neck to cover the hole and pronounced myself ready.

“Okay, batter up!” I called
happily, ready to wind up the small crowd.

“Me first!” someone called, and
stepping forward I saw it was Craig Wellman, class clown.

“Better get five-bucks worth,
Craig, if you throw anything like you do Integral Calculus,” I
teased him.

“Keep laughing, Miss Granger,”
he grinned. And then to the parent helper, “Five bucks, thanks,” as
he handed over his money.

“This one’s for Calculus, Miss
Granger!” he yelled happily, winding up with a wet sponge and
letting loose a powerful but wild throw that splattered against the
wall two feet from my face.

“Better make the next one for
quadratics, Craig,” I called back. “You know that parabolas
describe the path of a thrown object, right?”

“Why weren’t you ever this funny
in class, Miss Granger?” he yelled, winding up again with another
furious throw that sailed low. The spray coming off it was on
target though, so I did get a little wet.

“There’s only room for one clown
in class, Craig,” I teased. “And the job was already taken. Say, do
you want me to keep talking so you can aim for my voice? Where did
you leave your guide-dog, anyway?”

Splat! The next sponge hit high,
but not by much, and I got another face-full of spray that did
little to dampen my humour.

“Maybe try underarm, Craig,” I
tossed out my next barb. “Leave the over-arm throws for the big
kids.” It was a bit disingenuous, after all I’d been throwing
under-arm earlier.

“Deep breath, Miss Granger,”
Craig called with a grin. He hurled the next sponge truly and it
hit with a wet splat square between my eyes. The small crowd
erupted, led by Craig Wellman in a victory dance every bit as
unsporting as the one I’d performed earlier.

“Arrghhh!” I cried out, shocked
by the sudden wet contact, blinking water from my eyes and blowing
drips from my nose. “Eeek, it’s dripping down my neck!” This drove
Craig and the rest of the gawkers to even greater heights of
celebration. The foam batts around my neck were a long way from
waterproof and I could feel little trickles running down my neck
and between my breasts, soaking into the bodice of my dress.
Crap! I didn’t have anything else to wear and I’d be drenched
after half an hour of this.

As Craig was winding up for his
final throw, I was trying to flick water off my neck and chest
without much success. The fifth sponge was off target again, but I
got sprayed and now that I was already wet, new trickles found
their way down that much more easily and I shivered as a rivulet
made it past my breasts and soaked in at my sternum.

There was only one thing for it:
off with the dress! I didn’t even think about it very long, I was
in an enclosed room and nobody could see me … I could be stark
naked for all they knew. Keeping my head still, I unzipped, slipped
off the shoulder straps and shimmied it over my hips, letting it
fall to the floor before I kicked it into what I hoped was a dry
corner.

“It’s time for a spot of
revenge, I believe.” It was Mr Mitchell, dried off now and dressed
in a fresh T-shirt. Why didn’t anyone tell me to bring dry
clothes? “You make a lovely bride, Jeannie,” he called out. “I
will take no joy from this.”

“You’re a terrible liar, Mr
Mitchell,” I teased.

“I wasn’t lying about the first
bit,” he laughed, picking up his first sponge.

“Well then you’re terrible
liar,” I shot back. “And a lousy flatterer … OOOF!” He
scored a direct hit with his first sponge. Sadly Mr Mitchell didn’t
suffer the same lack of forethought as his students; he wasn’t
trying to knock my head off with it, he just looped a lazy but
accurate overarm throw straight at my face.

“I beg your pardon, Jeannie,” he
called out above the cheering of the boys. “I didn’t catch that
last bit.” He was lining up with another sponge.

“I was just saying how much all
the kids will miss such a fine teacher as yourse- … URGH!” Another
direct hit right on my nose. Now I had water streaming down my
chest and over my stomach, wetting the lacy edge detail of my red
panties. Knowing that my underwear was getting wet made me
hyper-conscious of my position; I was standing almost naked before
a growing group of teachers and students who were all
looking at me.

It felt amazing! Exciting! Just
like when I was flirty-talking with Kevin on speaker phone that
morning. I gently pinched my nipples and imagined a mysterious
someone in the crowd who had x-ray vision. All the normal people
could only see my head and the wedding dress, but Superman would
know I was in my underwear … AND he’d be watching me touch myself,
knowing my secret but telling no-one lest I stop and spoil his
private show.

Oh my goodness, there was more
wetness in my panties now, and it wasn’t from the sponges!

“Hey, not fair,” I complained,
Mr Mitchell was picking up another sponge. “I only threw two!”

“Sorry Jeannie,” he apologised,
not sounding the slightest bit sorry. “I only had a fiver and they
wouldn’t make change.”

“Betcha can’t hit me left
handed,” I challenged. My nipples were fairly buzzing now beneath
my bra and I was overcome by the excitement of my helplessness and
near nakedness with everyone around me.

“Go on, Mr Mitchell,” someone
backed me up. “Chuck it lefty! She’s already as wet as she’s gonna
get.” Oh, now that’s where you’re wrong young man. I felt
with two fingers down my panties and although I was wet, I
was getting a good deal wetter by the minute. On top of my
adventure with Josh on The Enterprise, I was feeling so turned on!
Throwing caution to the wind, I shrugged off my bra and then
skinned my panties down my thighs to leave me completely naked and
unutterably horny in the Sponge Toss booth.

“I’m drying off over here Mr
Mitchell,” I called happily, cupping one breast and slipping a
finger into my pussy. “If you’re going to chicken out, let someone
else have a go.”

“I have three left, Jeannie,” he
retaliated. “How would you like them all at once?”

“I can take whatever you’re
dishing out,” I shot back, grinning happily while I fantasised
about Superman watching me with his x-ray vision. “Bring it!”

“Volunteers?” Mr Mitchell
offered sponges to two of the senior boys standing closest who took
them with uncontained delight. “On ‘three’, boys,” he said,
playfully winding up like a baseball pitcher. “One! … Two! …”

As he yelled ‘three’, his two
partners hurled their sponges as hard as they could manage – one
splatting to my right and the other almost sailing over the booth –
but Mr Mitchell sent in another gentle overarm that hit me directly
in the mouth, making me spit water as I shook the spray from my
eyes. As it hit, I plunged a second finger into my pussy, and the
adrenaline rush from the cold sponge combined with the pleasure in
my love canal sent warm explosions of lust and ecstasy through my
naked body.

“You okay, Jeannie?” Mr Mitchell
called.

“Never better, Mr Mitchell,” I
smiled, blowing a drip from my nose. “Isn’t there somewhere you
need to be?”

“Keep up the banter, Jeannie,
and we’ll have that new technology centre in no time,” he called
back, walking away with a smile.

Some more kids had a go and some
of them scored hits. I didn’t care; I was secretly masturbating in
front of them and nobody knew. It was such a powerfully erotic
feeling!

I was just contemplating whether
I should give in to the temptation to climax when I heard a furtive
movement behind the booth. My breath caught in my throat and my
blood turned to ice; oh my God, I was going to get caught!
With the worst possible timing, a sponge hit me and I ended up
swallowing some water. As I was coughing and snorting and trying to
get some air, I heard the door behind me open and quickly close
again.

And then … nothing! Silence in
the Sponge Toss booth. What must I look like from outside? My eyes
were probably the size of dinner plates. I made a conscious effort
to appear relaxed. How long had it been since the door closed?
Five seconds? Ten? Was there someone inside with me? Or was it a
casual passer-by looking for the toilets?

I unconsciously covered my
breasts and groin with my hands, but I had the strongest feeling of
déjà vu. Why was this familiar? It wasn’t every day I was trapped
naked in an amusement park sideshow. Trapped naked! Then it
came to me; that time when Kevin blindfolded me and tricked me into
thinking there was a stranger in the room while I was tied to the
bed. This was just like that! And this exact thing was
something Kevin and I had joked about earlier on the phone: me
helpless in the booth and a stranger creeping in to have his way.
Oh my God, Kevin was playing another sexy game with me, but this
time he was going to make me come in front of the entire graduating
class!

My body immediately pricked with
goose bumps all over. I know I had been contemplating bringing
myself to climax just a few moments earlier, but to have it done to
me – forced to an orgasm almost against my will – well I think I
just found my new gold-standard erotic fantasy. Oh, was I horny
before? That was nothing! Every second I stood there with
nothing happening, my excitement mounted and with the hand covering
my pussy I could feel the heat pouring from my core.

C’mon Kevin, take me!
Only vaguely aware of the occasional sponge splatting against the
booth, I wasn’t engaging the crowd anymore; all of my concentration
was focussed inwards on the booth. I reached behind me with both
hands, feeling for Kevin with fingers splayed. I was so confident
he was there I didn’t even jump when he put his hand in mine and
gently squeezed, giving me what I imagined to be a silent ‘Atta
girl, go you crazy sex goddess’ for the pleasant surprise of
finding me naked and ready for him.

And ready? Goodness, I felt
like a whistling kettle, I was so ready! I placed the hand I
was holding on my breast, showing him how hard my nipples were. For
a moment he just cupped me lightly, moulding to my shape with his
warm fingers as he basked in the sexy surprise of finding me naked,
but then lifted the small weight of my breast as if testing it for
firmness while he brushed a thumb tantalisingly across my
areola.

“Mmmmm,” I sighed. “It’s quite
nice in here,” I teased the crowd of boys outside who hadn’t hit me
with a sponge for a while. “I think I might stay a while.” Of
course the message was laced with a second meaning for Kevin; it
meant “go for it, I’m ready”.

He cupped my other breast and I
could sense him standing close behind, not quite touching me with
his body. Unable to talk to him directly, I placed my hands over
his and slowly rolled my torso in what I hoped was an erotic
fashion to let him know how he was making me feel. Running my
fingers down his forearms, I broke contact and tried reaching
behind to stroke him through his trousers, but he took a step back
to dodge me and then – holding my wrists – he gently directed my
hands to the wall in front. The implication was obvious: you’re
trapped; you’re my sex toy; brace yourself and leave the fucking to
me.

Well if you say so! I was
almost shaking, I was so excited. I kept my hands flat to the wall
while his hands returned to my breasts, stroking and lifting them
and gently pinching my nipples between his fingertips. Slowly and
sensuously he ran both hands down my sides, lingering to enjoy the
soft curves around my waist, and then continuing all the way down
to my thighs before returning to my hips. Stepping close enough for
the front of his trousers to brush my bottom, he gently pulled on
my hips, massaging the hard bulge of his cock in the cleft of my
ass. With my legs already shoulder-width apart, I arched back to
offer my pussy at a better angle.

Leaving one hand on my hip, he
reached down with the other to cup the mound of my sex, his middle
finger laying along the length of my open slit with his fingertip
poised tantalisingly over my entrance. I couldn’t decide whether to
push forwards into his fingers or backwards into his cock, and I
indecisively settled for slowly pumping my hips between the
two.

I was so ready! Why didn’t he
have his cock in me already?

The crowd outside had swelled in
numbers even though I was barely acknowledging them, and now there
were several teachers and a few senior girls to balance the
majority of boys who were still paying for the privilege of
throwing sponges at the pretty maths teacher with the horrid
wedding dress.

One of Kevin’s hands abandoned
my breast to fumble with his trousers. I desperately wanted to help
him and to wrap my hand around his throbbing manhood, but in the
absence of restraints I obediently played my part and kept my hands
glued to the front wall of the booth. Finally I heard his trousers
fall to the floor and he stopped stroking my wanton slit to pull
down his trunks, but the brief loss was worth it because a moment
later I felt his hot and throbbing cock press back into the cleft
of my butt cheeks. He felt so thick and long and ready; it took all
of my self-control not to reach back and jam him into my steaming
entrance.

Adjusting his feet to a wider
stance, he brought his cock down to a level where he could take me
from behind, but instead of pushing straight into me, he just
rested the tip between my pussy lips and teased me, stroking his
cock-head back and forth through the slick valley of my slit.
Brushing my clitoris with each forward stroke and then poising over
my entrance on the back-stroke, he teased me to the point of
agitation where the only words I wanted to say were ‘Take me!’, but
which I couldn’t utter with the eyes of what felt like half the
school watching me.

“I’m getting bored, you guys,” I
said, ostensibly to the crowd. “Surely one of you has what it takes
to drill one right down the middle!” That was as risqué as I dared
attempt, I wanted to tell Kevin that play-time’s over; the teasing
was fun, but now it was time for the fucking to begin.

On the next back stroke through
my pussy lips, he stopped and repositioned his cock with his hand;
and with a rush of anticipation I felt his cock-head engage with my
entrance. It was that magical moment where he was both committed
and yet not quite inside me. It’s the most wonderful, exhilarating
feeling of anticipation; just the slightest penetration, enough for
me to realise that he could take me with the slightest movement of
his hips, and yet choosing not to; choosing instead to prolong that
moment of simultaneous bliss before he filled me with his powerful,
throbbing cock and I would envelop him in the silky embrace of my
sheath.

I dared not breathe; trying to
predict the moment when he would enter me. Now! No … now! No,
wait ….

“Hey look, it’s Miss Granger’s
fiancé!”

What the fuck? Blind. Heart
stopping. Panic. How could anyone know Kevin was in here?

Like a scene from a movie – a
frightening, perverse, and darkly comic movie – the crowd parted
and there he was, an impossible reality that my brain couldn’t
begin to process, it was Kevin stepping through the gap, smiling
shyly with every face turned towards him.

Thinking back, I don’t believe I
understood the truth of what I was seeing until the thick manhood
between my pussy lips breached my entrance and slowly pushed inside
the hot, silken cavern of my sex. Ironically, if Kevin had appeared
a few moments later it would have made no difference at all,
because there could be no mistaking the fact that the cock that was
now sliding inexorably into my womanhood was most certainly not
his.

We don’t use toys, and before
Kevin I owned only a small collection of modestly sized vibrators.
Certainly I had no experience with anything remotely like the
monster gently forcing its way into my pussy. Oh my goodness, it
felt like five cocks! I couldn’t breathe! No, that’s not quite
right; I couldn’t breathe out! I opened my mouth but all I
could do was take these fluttery, gasping inward breaths until I
thought my lungs would burst. Sensations in the rest of my body
were shutting down, I couldn’t feel the plywood wall with my
fingers or the floor with my toes; my whole world had been reduced
to the throbbing slab of meat that filled my rippling, straining
sex.

Kevin looked right and left for
flying sponges and then stole towards the booth.

“Lovely dress,” he smiled.
“Aren’t you worried about ruining it before the big day?”

“Um …,” I couldn’t even process
the joke. “What? It’s not … it’s not mine. How did you …?
Who…?”

Kevin cupped my head in both
hands and leaned in for a long, sensuous kiss. The crowd went wild
and I heard a sponge splat into the wall beside him. My knees began
to buckle and fold towards each other, but I was so full of cock I
couldn’t even close my legs. With a force of will, I straightened
them again, but that relentless tool just used the relieved
pressure to go deeper, touching down on my cervix with still no
sign of the owner’s groin touching my ass.

With a suddenness that made me
gasp into Kevin’s lips, my pussy began to come. I don’t mean that
I began to come; it was just my pussy. It wasn’t anything
like orgasms I had experienced before; it wasn’t a whole-of-body
experience or even something that filled and spread outwards from
my core. It was just a sudden peak of sensation in my pussy and
nowhere else. In some ways it was like taking a pee after holding
on for too long; just a long, slow, sweet release, making every
nerve ending inside my sheath sing a high-C until it felt like I
would shatter.

I locked desperately onto
Kevin’s lips while I came … and I came … and I came! Kevin felt
some of my desperation and passion and kissed me back with renewed
vigour – probably enjoying showing off in front of the kids – and
that just made my predicament worse.

Finally I came down from my
climax and regained some control over both my pussy and my
breathing. With my sex still straining and stretched around that
massive tool, I bore down on it with my secret muscles and nearly
came again; the sheer size of it was holding me perpetually on the
edge.

With a perverse delight that
really should have been panicked horror, I understood exactly who
was fucking me. I mean, who else could it be? Maybe Josh had
overheard me on the phone this morning. Maybe he just wanted to
finish what we started on The Enterprise. However it happened, I
realised that this was my Celebrity Bang. My own words from that
night we got engaged rang in my ears:

 


“And if I’m being banged by
a Hermione-fancier in the dark – in my red dress – and I only work
out half way through that it’s not you, then I’m free to
continue.”

 


Well I wasn’t exactly in the
dark, but I was unsighted. And I wasn’t in my red dress …
anymore. But Josh was most definitely a Hermione-fancier and I did
only work out it wasn’t Kevin half way through…

Oh my God! Do I have a free pass
to do this?

I guess the answer to that
question was the same as ‘Was Kevin serious when we made the
Celebrity Bang pact?’ I thought back to that night; was I
serious about his Celebrity Bang? Would I let him
sleep with Emma Watson? I think I’d be okay with it so long as he
didn’t leave me for her … and he shared the juicy details
afterwards. And what about later that night when he tricked me into
thinking there was a stranger in the room? He was totally into my
fantasy, knowing that I thought I was being fucked by a stranger.
But would he be totally into it for real?

Let’s face it Jeannie, if he
isn’t then it’s a bit late to rewind.

“Mmm. Nice,” Kevin said, pulling
away from our kiss. “But soggy.” He wiped off some sponge-water
from his lips that had transferred from me.

“Mmm-hmmm,” I agreed, not quite
trusting myself to talk. Josh’s cock was still inside me, but he
wasn’t moving it; he just held me, impaled and helpless on that
throbbing monster while he stroked my naked breasts.

“Hey! Don’t they look cute?” a
voice yelled. Maybe Mandy. “Let’s do the wedding now.”

“Yeah, go for it,” Kevin turned
to face them, standing beside the suspended wedding dress, but at
an angle where I could see him. “Where will you find a priest,
though?” He challenged good-naturedly.

“Or a Justice Of The Peace!”
somebody shouted.

“Or a ship’s captain!” everyone
was chipping in advice now.

“That’s only on the high
sea!”

“Well … if a captain can perform
a wedding on the high sea,” someone began with the irrefutable
logic of a tipsy teenager. “Then when you’re in a high-school
…?”

“PRINCIPAL SMITH!” about fifteen
voices screamed in delighted unison.

Oh dear God, no. Josh’s
impossibly thick cock swelled menacingly inside me, making me
whimper and reminding me how close he held me to the edge of a
climax.

Mr Smith was produced from
within a seething crowd of excited teenagers who were all
simultaneously trying to tell him what they wanted him to do.

“A mock wedding?” he exclaimed
with jovial addle-mindedness, sounding more like Professor
Dumbledore that ever.

“YES!” they all yelled.

“Miss Granger?” he asked. I
wanted to say no, but then I didn’t really see how this could get
any worse. And it might help mask some of my reactions to what was
happening inside the booth.

I nodded my agreement and Kevin
leaned in and kissed me again.

“I don’t even know how to
start,” Mr Smith muttered.

“Dearly beloved!” Mandy cried
euphorically, almost hopping up and down with excitement. She was
definitely mixing something with her wine spritzer.

“Dearly beloved,” Mr Smith
began. “We are gathered here today in the sight of …,” he briefly
considered and then rejected what he probably thought – under the
circumstances – would be blasphemy. “… in the sight of a hundred
rambunctious teenagers,” an excited cheer from the crowd, “to join
this man and this woman in holy matrimony.”

“Get to the good bits!”

“Yeah, go straight to the I
do’s”

Kevin turned and stole a glance
at my disembodied and possibly horrified-looking face. Josh chose
that moment to slowly pull his cock back through my straining lips.
The wet, delicious friction of my sex tracing the contours and
veins of his cock set my nerve-endings buzzing with ecstasy again,
and this time I couldn’t help but squeeze him tight, doubling the
pressure, doubling the pleasure.

He cupped a breast in one hand
and held my hip with the other, and with the gentlest of strokes he
began to slowly but forcefully fuck me, filling me to bursting and
stretching me inside so I could take even more of that big,
beautiful cock, and then withdrawing, leaving me empty and bereft
and silently begging for more.

“Do you, Jeannie Granger …” Mr
Smith continued.

“Hermione,” I said, almost
gasping. “If we’re going to do it like this then then today I’m
Hermione.” That was a reward for Josh; as flattering as his
attention felt, it was more of a Hermione-fetish than it was a
teacher-fetish.

“Really?” Kevin asked. He knew
about my mixed experiences as Hermione’s doppelganger and probably
thought the wedding ceremony in front of all these kids would be
too eerily reminiscent of the teasing I endured as a teenager.

“Uh huh,” I smiled happily. It
wasn’t a difficult emotion to express at that moment, standing
splay-legged with Josh’s impossible cock slowly pumping me towards
an explosive orgasm.

And anyway, I was sure.
Hermione had taken me on all kinds of magical adventures in my
imagination. Sure, she’d been a part of the most painful episode of
my life, but she’d made up for that by finding my true love, who
was now standing right beside me. Perhaps surprisingly, she’d never
got me laid; surprising because of all the men I could have chosen
at that university HAGS party, almost every one of them would want
me because I was Hermione. Except Kevin.

This was the end though; the end
for me and Hermione. It wasn’t a real wedding – and I couldn’t
legally use Kevin’s surname yet – but after this I wasn’t Miss
Granger anymore. It was time to move on. What was that Bible
passage they often used at weddings?

 


“When I was a child, I spoke
and thought and reasoned as a child. But when I grew up, I put away
childish things.”

 


That’s how I felt. And it wasn’t
just my Harry Potter fantasy I was ready to put away. With an eerie
prescience I realised that this was also the end of my
sex-with-a-stranger fantasy. It’s not that I didn’t like it … or
didn’t want it; I just knew that after its fulfilment I wouldn’t
need it. Oh, we’d still play games; I didn’t doubt that for a
moment. What I needed was Kevin. I’d only ever had one man, but it
took another to show me that one was enough.

“Do you, Hermione Granger, take
this man …,” Mr Smith paused, but Kevin helped him out.

“Kevin Marsh,” he turned again
to check in with me, his eyes asking whether he should have said
‘Ron Weasley’ or ‘Harry Potter’. I just smiled at him reassuringly
while I timed my breathing to Josh’s delectably slow fucking down
below.

“… take this man, Kevin Marsh,
to be your unlawfully wedded husband?” There were a few giggles
from the crowd at Mr Smith’s freestyling. “To have and to hold,
from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for
poorer, in sickness and in health, and forsaking all others, until
death do you part?”

Forsaking all others? Goodness,
hurry up Josh; I don’t want to lie.

“Sure,” I answered. “I can live
with that.” That got another giggle from the crowd.

“And do you, Kevin Marsh, take
this woman, Jean- … ah, Hermione Granger, as your lawfully
designated Sponge Toss target?” Outright laughter this time,
including Kevin. “To lock in a plywood box, to pelt with wet
sponges, for the enjoyment of others and for the profit of the
school, for as long as you both shall put up with it?”

“I do,” answered Kevin.

All of the sponges had been
returned and were handed out to everyone in the front row of the
crowd, so it didn’t take a genius to work out what was going to
happen next. Well, what was going to happen on the outside
of the booth at least; because what was happening on the inside –
especially what was happening inside the steaming, tight confines
of my pussy – was something I’d prefer to keep private.

Josh had abandoned my breast and
now held both of my hips for better leverage. As wet as I was, he
still needed to move slowly to combat the tightness of my entrance,
which sucked at his cock with each withdrawal, distending and
gripping his thick shaft and making me feel like I was being pulled
inside out. But, oh, the inward strokes; how to describe
them? With his strong hands gripping my hips, he pulled me onto
his swollen manhood, slowly but forcefully driving his cock-head
through the resistance of my love tunnel, which would close with
virginal relief as he withdrew, only to be plundered again and
again as though each stroke was the first. He finished each thrust
holding me tight, pushing the soft bulk of his knob against my
cervix with relentless pressure until it felt as though I couldn’t
draw breath.

Josh flexed his cock inside me
and I could feel his knob swell massively, opening me up more than
I ever thought possible. I couldn’t help it – it was a reflex
action by my poor, stretched pussy – but against my will it
contracted in a reptilian embrace, constricting and squeezing back,
rippling up and down the full length of his throbbing member.

The reaction was like one of
those action movies when the dam wall is breached or the nuclear
reactor is compromised, and the hero has seconds to escape before
the whole thing blows. Metaphorical klaxon alarms went off in my
head, red lights flashed and needle gauges swung ominously into the
danger zone. The orgasm that had been building was now tripped and
I could do nothing but let it run its course. With a low moan, Josh
pulled half way out against my relentless pressure and then, with
his fingers spasmodically gripping my hips, he drove his massive
cock all the way to the hilt, his balls pressed into my lips so
hard I could feel them lift and swell as he prepared to come.

“You have declared your consent
before the assembled Muck-Up Day rabble,” Mr Smith hit his stride
delivering his final line with obvious enjoyment. “What a fake
wizard in a Santa beard has joined, let not man put asunder. Mr
Marsh, you may kiss the bride.”

Everything was happening at
once. A dozen kids wielding sponges cocked their arms and prepared
to throw; Kevin turned to face me again, smiling and excited and
knowing we were about to be pelted; and then with a final massive
throb, Josh filled me with hot, molten cum, bursting the dam on my
own climax. I screamed as the first sponge hit my face, but then
Kevin was kissing me and blocking my cries of release while wet
sponges smacked into the back of his head. Skybursts of ecstasy
exploded through my body. My knees collapsed, quivering and
shaking, helplessly trying to close around the massive bar of
man-flesh that forced them apart.

My head was spinning with
emotions; my love for Kevin, the fulfilment of my fantasy, and the
visceral, awesome release of my orgasm that was still shuddering
through my body, twisting my limbs and making me jerk like a
puppet. I kissed Kevin fiercely. Perhaps I should have felt guilty
about what was happening, but I didn’t. I didn’t ask for it, I
didn’t invite it; heck, I thought it was Kevin himself until he
appeared in front of me. All I knew for sure was that this was
everything I had dreamed of in my stranger fantasies, everything I
had already shared with Kevin, and in a very real way he was the
part of this fantasy that made it so special.

My climax began to wane and I
was able to release Josh’s cock and take my weight back on my own
feet. Kevin broke our kiss and whispered “I love you” through a few
final pecks at my lips.

“I love you too,” I whispered
back. “More than ever.”

“I now pronounce you husband and
wife,” Mr Smith finished belatedly. “Congratulations, Mr and Mrs
Marsh.”

“Pleased to meet you, Mrs
Marsh,” Kevin kissed me again.

The crowd were cheering madly
and collecting sponges to throw again, so I doubt anyone could hear
Josh inside the booth. I felt a warm flood down my thighs as he
withdrew, and then a gentle kiss on the back of my shoulder
followed by the whispered words, “Goodbye, Miss Granger.”

Goodbye indeed. Miss Granger has
left the building; I don’t need her any more. I would wear the red
dress one more time: to let my love take me home. It was either
that or Aunt Bea’s wedding dress, and I still had my pride.

I think I’ll cut my hair. Maybe
Google Emma Watson and find out how she’s wearing it now, then do
something different. I’m looking forward to meeting Mrs Jeannie
Marsh.

 


~~~ THE END ~~~
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