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1. Girl vs Girl

(Book 2 of Dorm Room Dares)

The senior dorm straps in
for a big first-time adventure.
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Long John Silver

The senior girls’ dorm at our boarding school is only very lightly supervised, and if I’m honest, we exploit their trust a little. Once dinner is eaten and homework is done, we have the evening to ourselves because the staff are all busy mothering the junior girls. The headmaster would have a fit if he ever found out what we get up to. Or at the very least he would demand videos! I should know…but that’s another story.

The boarding house is a surreal blend of innocence and iniquity. We spend half of our time talking about boys, even though most of us have never actually slept with one, and the other half at play with the vast collection of vibrators and dildos bequeathed to the dorm by senior girls over its many, many years of operation.

Wednesday night is Games Night—that’s right, capital-G, capital-N. This week it was Reverse Tug-o-War. It’s not my favourite game; girls my size don’t stand a chance. It’s played using a long, double-ended dildo we call Silver. That’s short for Long John Silver, and it’s the only short thing about him. We stretch an elastic band around the middle and…well, you get it, first to the middle wins. I can’t even get close. Silver is just too big for me, so the best I can ever hope for is a dishonourable draw.

For a laugh, I have been known to challenge Trish. She’s my best friend and was my roommate for four years in the junior dorm. She’s six feet tall with long auburn hair and pale Gaelic skin, and she’s one of the girls who can reliably take a full half of Silver without pain. I can’t beat her, but I get a kick from gripping Silver with my secret muscles and fucking him back and forth inside her before I let her win. It makes for a good show, and it gives the new girls the courage to give it a try.

Wednesday night’s game might just go down in dorm history. I think stories will still be told late at night and in hushed tones when my granddaughter enrols. It was Trish who volunteered, of course, and she challenged my new roommate, Rupali. I think there’s some rivalry there, like rooming with me is some kind of prize. Rupali is six-one and built like an underwear model with breasts that defy gravity. She has coffee-and-cream skin, and gorgeous cascades of long black hair, cut into bangs at the front that frame her high cheekbones.

I watched her getting ready for the challenge—red satin nightie on, panties off, lubricating herself and her end of Silver. Despite our autoerotic games in the dorm, I’ve always thought of myself as very much heterosexual and was confused by some of the feelings she was evoking.

She and Trish sat on the floor, facing each other with long, shapely legs scissored together, each with one head of the enormous dildo nestled in their cooch. I caught myself studying Rupali more closely than I probably ought to have been, and I felt a flush of shame mix with my heady excitement. Her pubic hair was trimmed into the shape of a small apostrophe above her sex, and her outer labia, now spread wide around Silver’s girth, were completely shaved and showing pink glimpses of her inner womanhood at the edges.

As a friend of both girls (and unofficial games-mistress of the dorm), I was the referee. It’s a mostly ceremonial role, because it’s not a very complex game. After making sure both girls were ready, I fulfilled the bulk of my duties in a single gesture by dropping a hair ribbon between them to commence the match.

Crabbing forward on their bottoms, and with lots of contact between those long, smooth legs, they greedily gobbled four to five inches in a single thrust. Oh my Lord! It takes me minutes to work that much cock into my tiny pussy, and these two Amazon goddesses managed it in a couple of seconds! There was a respectful gasp from the group of seniors assembled to watch, and more than a little sympathetic clenching of thighs—myself included.

The easy bit was over, and Trish leaned back expertly, relaxing her muscles, straightening her hips and keeping her clitoris away from contact with the shaft. This earned her another inch or two, and Rupali, seeing the sense in her strategy, copied. Both girls had about six inches, which is enough to fill me up completely, and now they were working against the friction, lifting and rolling their hips, stretching their vaginas and trying to upset the other girl’s angle of entry. Their breath was coming in panting gasps as each girl’s gyrations caused the dildo to dance and buck deep inside the other’s pussy, and before long both were glowing with perspiration.

The audience watched on, completely rapt now, and I noticed several hands disappearing beneath nighties as the tension mounted. Both girls made it to the final inch and were obviously full—twin, rubber cockheads pressing against the backs of their vaginas. With legs locked tightly and engorged lips separated by less than two scant inches of rubber shaft, they were forced to move as one, lifting and thrusting in unison. Together, they made one last desperate push, lunging towards each other, and in a breathless instant, their labia met, hiding the centre marker from view so that nobody could tell the winner.

Incredibly, neither of them stopped and ten pairs of eyes stared jealously as these two tall, beautiful girls moaned and vocalised their pleasure, heads back, eyes shut and gorgeous long hair spilling around their shoulders. With desperate cries, they ground together at their centres, lips meeting, pressing and spreading in a passionate kiss.

Rupali grasped at Trish’s hips for better purchase, and they bucked and ground as a single being, their moans building to screams with impending mutual climax. When they came together, their backs arched, and they cried out in ecstasy, writhing and trying to move against each other, but unable to do so because of the shaft that joined them.

I heard several gasps as some other girls came under their own touch. I looked down, no longer surprised to see my own panties soaking wet, and I too succumbed to temptation, surreptitiously slipping a hand inside my sopping panties, rubbing and squeezing my clit in a fruitless effort to relieve the heat and longing down there.

Their single, sexual body became two again. Rupali unlocked her long brown legs from Trish’s midriff and slid backwards, disgorging the seemingly endless length of Silver, her inner folds clinging to the shaft as she withdrew, grudgingly relinquishing their hold as inch after endless inch poured from the incandescent cleft between her thighs.

A look passed between the two girls—not embarrassment, but an understanding that neither had intended this to happen, yet neither felt any regret.
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Rawhide

The silence in the room was palpable. To break the tension, I suggested, “Rematch?” in a voice that sounded far steadier than I felt. There was laughter all round and several girls—those who hadn’t yet come, I noticed—crept quietly off to their own bedrooms to minister their own needs.

I tidied the cushions and made myself useful washing Silver, while Rupali pulled on her panties and straightened her nightie.

“Time for bed?” she asked rhetorically.

It was time for bed, all right, but not for sleep. There was no way I could sleep until I’d cooled the fires she’d kindled.

“Um, sure,” I agreed. “I might just get myself a little treat from the toy box.” We were alone in the lounge and I went to return Silver to the box of dildos secreted in the recess beneath the sofa.

“Oh, you have got to be fucking joking.” I couldn’t believe it. I was Old Mother Hubbard, gone to the cupboard, to fetch her poor pussy a bone. Well, the cupboard wasn’t bare, but it might as well have been; there were only two left, which meant that a bunch of greedy Gerties had snuck off to bed with more than one each. I wasn’t judging; I’m a one-toy-at-a-time kind of girl myself, but so long as they clean it afterwards, I don’t care where they stick the second one. But for fuck’s sake, they’d emptied the fucking box! Not happy.

Obviously, the last two dildos in the box were not the best ones. Hey, they weren’t even mid-range. One was Ernest, a slim gold vibe that doesn’t vibrate any more (I was going to need a lot more than Ernest had to give), and the other was Rawhide. Yep, just like the song: Strap it on, stick it in, move it round, Rawhide!

I looked at this sorry collection, and I looked at Silver in my hand. Silver was more than enough for my needs, but it had just been inside Trish and Rupali, and it seemed kind of, I don’t know, not icky, just personal. What does Miss Manners have to say about girls sharing sex toys? What’s the statute of limitations on a dildo before you’re allowed to go seconds? I think you should at least wait for it to cool down. Silver was still warm in my hand.

Sullen, I dropped it into the box and picked up Ernest.

“It’s okay if you want Silver,” Rupali said. “I don’t think it’s weird.”

“No, that’s okay,” I sulked, making it very clear that it wasn’t okay, but nor was it her fault. “But if those bitches put everything back with flat batteries then I’m strapping Rawhide on and meting out some justice.”

Rupali grinned at me. “I can just see you strapped into that thing,” she said. “Very sexy image.”

Oh dear! Where did that come from? Forget the tingles I felt earlier, there were electric sparks arcing across my pussy.  I clenched down wetly, not at the thought of me wearing Rawhide though.

I closed the toy box. “Let’s go to bed,” I said, not realising the double entendre until after it left my mouth.

“Wait.” Rupali reached back inside. “I might need a little something too.” I thought she was getting Silver again, but instead she pulled out Rawhide, clanking buckles and all. Hey, a dildo’s a dildo, I guess. It’s just hard to be discreet in a shared room with a noisy strap-on beneath your sheets.

We switched the lights out and walked together in the dark to our shared bedroom.

“Do you think Trish came?” Rupali asked thoughtfully, once we shut the door behind us.

I knew Trish had come. I’d seen her come before and I’d seen her fake it. She was a lousy fake. I wondered for a moment why Rupali had asked, but another girl had just made her come in front of all her friends, and that kind of thing had a way of leaving a straight girl self-conscious.

“It doesn’t mean anything,” I said. “Coming, I mean. It doesn’t make you a lesbian. I’ve come plenty of times playing games with toys.”

“It’s not that,” she whispered, fingering the buckles of Rawhide. “It’s not my first time or anything. I’ve known what I was for a long time”—the tickle of excitement in my stomach was starting to feel decidedly familiar now—“but that was the first time I’ve ever come like that.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I thought it would be good news, not bad. I knew she’d played with toys (and now girls, apparently) so I was surprised she’d never climaxed. “What about…on your own?” I asked. “Not even a battery-assisted—?”

“Well, yeah, but it never felt”—she searched for the right words—“wild. With Trish it was wild.” Then in a voice that sounded dangerously close to tears, “It was so big, and it was inside us. Like a guy, but… I thought I’d never have a proper orgasm, like a whole body one, and now I finally do and…”

Sweet baby Jesus! Talk about first-world problems. “Oh, Rupali.” I tried to hug her, to comfort her, but with our height difference, I only managed to squeeze my face into her breasts. It was honestly more awkward than comforting, so I climbed onto the bed and held her face to face. “She made you come,” I said. “You like girl-on-girl, though, so isn’t that a—”

“But I wasn’t a girl.”

Say what now? “I don’t—”

“In my imagination. I shut my eyes and suddenly I wasn’t a girl anymore. I had a big throbbing cock and I—”

“But you had nine inches of dildo up your hoo-ha!”

“That’s what was so amazing. I was the guy and the girl,” Rupali said, making it no clearer at all. “It was all mixed up. Crazy. I not sure I even get it.” She reached a long arm around my head to wipe her eyes, pulling us even closer. I felt our breasts crush together. “I just… For the first time, I understood the attraction of a cock.”

Um, it’s not complex. Neither of us were wearing bras, and I could feel her nipples, little chips of granite pressing into me. I was taken aback momentarily before I realised that mine were the same. Could she feel them too?

“It sounds like a fun fantasy,” I said finally. “I think it’d be fun to pretend I’m part dude.”

“What if I really am part dude?”

I leaned back and regarded he statuesque body. She was stunning; there was no other word for it. “Sweetie,” I said, shaking my head. “Trust me. You’re not part dude.”

Rupali looked searchingly into my eyes, and I could feel her hot breath on my lips.

Oh God, she’s going to k—

She kissed me, her soft lips pulling gently at mine, beseeching. I didn’t even think, I just opened my mouth and kissed her back. The confusion I’d felt out in the lounge, it all made perfect sense now, and I melted into her embrace, giving myself completely to whatever was about to happen. Rupali’s tongue touched my lips, testing to see if I wanted more, and I did. Oh, God, I did. Our tongues met and danced in the arena of our open lips.

She lifted my nightie over my head, breaking our kiss, her long soft fingers caressing my curves, lingering over my breasts, touching my nipples with her thumbs and setting off electric sparks of excitement. I slipped the thin straps of her nightie off her shoulders, and it fell to the floor, pooling around her ankles.

She held up Rawhide, the question in her eyes.

“Uh huh.”

I climbed into bed, watching as she turned it around and unbuckled it, working out how to put it on. She discovered the inside dildo and looked up at me, dark eyes flashing with surprise and pleasure.

I was entranced. She stood there, so tall, beautiful and utterly naked, glossy black hair cascading over one shoulder and framing a full, perfect breast as she ran her fingers over the short inner-dildo. I shivered. She stood with legs apart and moved the tip to her pussy, sliding it in easily. She held the leather cup to keep it inside and arranged the straps, tightening the buckles.

Ready now, she looked at me and struck a classic pin-up pose, turning side on, one hand on a hip the other patting her hair, turning her head back over her shoulder and looking at me through long eyelashes. Slender limbs, brown skin, ripe breasts standing out in profile…and a thick, seven-inch cock projecting from her crotch. She was perfection.

“How do I look?”

“Extraordinary,” I croaked. I ran a hand down the sheet beside me.

Rupali crept into bed, slipping one long arm beneath my neck and the other around my waist, pressing our bodies together. We kissed again, more hungrily this time. I put my own arms around her long, soft curves, kneading her bottom and pulling her closer. Her thick, latex cock pressed against my mound.

I rolled away, holding her hips, encouraging her to follow, and she rose onto her elbows above me. When I opened my legs, she moved between them, resting lightly on top of me, poised on her knees and elbows.

I reached down to feel for Rawhide, preparing to guide it into my wet centre.  I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft and wasn’t quite able to touch my thumb to my middle finger tip—a good indication it would be a very tight fit. Would Rupali take it slow? Her need was as great as mine, and she was no expert at handling a monster cock. I broke off our kiss and looked into her eyes. “It won’t fit,” I whispered, frightened now.

“It will, we just need to take it slow.”

I took a long, shuddering breath. “Then take me.”

She reached down with one hand and guided Rawhide into me. I was still wet from watching her earlier and I felt no discomfort as she pushed the first few inches inside, stopping when she met resistance. She saw me wince. “Lube?”

“Top drawer.” I’m such a girl scout.

Without moving off, Rupali fished around in my drawer and found my lube, and a few awkward seconds later, she was greased up and ready to try again. She pushed gently forward, stretching my pussy and causing me some pain, but stopped when she saw me wince again. It wasn’t the lube, it was the size. Rawhide was just more cock than I could handle.

“I don’t know how to do this,” she apologised. “I have to push a little or it won’t go in at all.”

“Just use the tip,” I suggested. “Slowly though.”

She withdrew, but Rawhide not being her own cock, she couldn’t tell when to stop, and as it popped free it sprang back and slapped wetly against her belly. We were watching each other’s eyes. I held focus for a moment, but then I saw a smile curl at the corners of her mouth and we both burst into laughter at the same time. I reached down and repositioned the thick shaft at my entrance. With mock seriousness, I glared at her and said, “Now you be careful with that thing, young lady. You could take an eye out.” We giggled some more, breasts bouncing pleasurably against each other.

Rupali set back to work, finding her perfect length and learning how to wield this wonderful weapon. She established a slow rhythm, withdrawing almost to the tip and then driving back in powerfully, but only to the point of resistance and no further. With each stroke I loosened a little, allowing her further access. Her superior height brought her breasts all the way to my chin, and I took the opportunity to taste them, like low hanging fruit, licking and sucking one nipple to a hard point, and then repeating with the other.

Rawhide is thicker at the base than at the tip, so by the time she touched down she’d stretched my pussy so wide that the thick shaft was in constant contact with my buzzing clitoris. Oh no! I was going to come too early!

I lifted my ankles up over her shoulders to change the angle of entry, and to give her cock—for that is how I had come to think of it—the deepest possible access. I looked up into her eyes, frantic and pleading. “Hurry,” I whispered. “Finish me.”

And she did. In a fluid movement, she withdrew all the way and rammed her thick cock home, punching out a shockwave of pleasure as her pubis slammed into mine. Again and again she pounded me, each stroke setting off a larger explosion as our bodies crashed, the waves of ecstasy overlapping and building to a shattering orgasm. I called up a mental image of her ejaculating from this beautiful cock, emptying her load into me, filling me so completely that cum sprayed out around her pounding shaft, soaking my thighs.

I erupted. Pushing down with my heels on Rupali’s shoulders, I lifted my bottom and pushed Rawhide up against her, grinding the inner shaft against her clit. Still pumping into me, she pushed back, and I felt her body stiffen and convulse with her own climax. I dropped my legs back down and held her tight, deep inside me still, pressing our bodies together as the last spasms contracted our muscles.

We rolled onto our sides and held each other that way, neither wanting to be the first to break contact, until finally after ten minutes, I heard her breathing deepen into sleep and pulled the inner dildo gently out of her pussy.

When I came back after washing and returning Rawhide to the toy box, Rupali was still in my bed. I slid in beside her and folded into her naked embrace like a Russian doll. One hand slid up to cup my breast and I heard her whisper in my ear. “That was fun.”

“Next time, I get to be the guy.”

“One day,” she said, her voice thick with sleep, “I ought to try real guy.” She gave me a squeeze. “See what all the fuss is about.”

Boarding school just got a lot more interesting.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2013)


2. Changing Room Climax

(Book 5 of Dorm Room Dares)

Toys under our clothes?

Sounds like fun.
What could go wrong?
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Meet Earnest

The senior girls’ dorm at our boarding school is probably not what you imagine (assuming you’re imagining a lot of giggling and pillow-fights). At least, it’s not always like that. Wednesday night is our night for mischief, but on other nights, it’s dinner, homework, and then lights out by 10pm. That leaves plenty of getting-to-know-you time for roommates, talking, giggling or whatever in the dark. Rupali and I did a lot of talking and giggling. And also a fair amount of whatever.

I hadn’t realised how much I enjoyed her company until she left for two nights for a regional-division netball camp—her warmth in bed, her soft lips and clever fingers. It left me in a mood I can only describe as…frustrated, and so after lights out on that first night, lying awake and alone in my bed, I got up and liberated a vibrator from the dorm’s shared toy box.

Back in bed, panties off, nightie hiked up to my boobs, I was ready (boy, was I ready!) to get to work, only to discover the battery was dead.

Bitches!

There’s a code of honour covering batteries: ‘She who dries em, buys em’. I didn’t have spares and was about to march back out to the toy box and pilfer replacements when a text came through from my other secret lover (long story), the headmaster.

Working late. Are you awake?

In the teachers’ lounge if you’re free.

I’ll owe you.

@HeadM

Super! Who needs a vibrator when there’s nine inches of real cock downstairs? And he’ll owe me? I see the relationship as mutually beneficial, but hey, I wasn’t about to pass on an opportunity for free stuff, so I rifled through the toy box and pulled out 3 more dead vibrators. Mr Grateful can buy me batteries!

Not even bothering to put panties on, I ran downstairs in my nightie and burst into the teachers’ lounge. He was standing, so I vaulted from the coffee table into his arms, my own arms and legs locking around his lean body and planted a long, hungry kiss on his lips while I ground my naked pussy into his six-pack.

He seemed surprised to see me so ready. If his text had come ten minutes earlier or later then it might have been a different scenario, but as it was, he’d caught me at about peak horniness.

He returned my kiss and then prised me loose, lowering my feet gently to the floor. “What’s in your hand?” he asked, looking at the vibes. “Mine not enough for you anymore?”

“Yours is plenty,” I said, pouting. “When it’s around. When it’s not, I have these, but I need batteries. That can be your payment for favours rendered.”

“Well, I was kind of hoping to pay in kind, but if you want batteries more than this”—he allowed a touch of sarcasm and rubbed a growing bulge in his trousers—“then I am your humble servant.”

“Don’t be a dick,” I shot back, smiling. “I want your dick and I want your batteries. Unless you think I’m not worth it?”

“Touché,” he conceded, holding out his hand for the vibes. “What do we have here?”

I handed them over. Three of them took normal AAA batteries so no problem there. The last one was Earnest, which I’d grabbed on a whim. Earnest is an ancient gold vibrator we give to new girls, mostly virgins, who have never used a toy. He’s only as thick as a lipstick and takes three little watch batteries.

Mr Gallows put the others aside, seemingly uninterested, but was studying Earnest with a curious expression. “Where did you get this one?”

“Who knows? It’s been in the boarding house longer than I’ve been alive. It was probably bequeathed by one of those tight old bitches on your Board of Trustees when she was a boarder.”

He smiled briefly and then shuddered at a mental image that I’m glad is in his head and not mine. “It’s just…very strange.” He rummaged through a drawer and pulled out a small screw-driver. Removing the screw at the base of the battery compartment, he slid the innards out of the barrel and started mentally cataloguing the parts. “There’s no motor in here,” he said, hopefully to himself, because I had no idea about mechanical gizmos. “But this thing looks like a tiny…Van de Graaff generator? Are you sure it’s a vibrator?”

“Search me. It’s a dildo as far as I’m concerned. It’s never worked, because we’ve never had batteries.” I bumped his hip playfully. “That’s where you come in.”

“May I take it for a few days?” he asked. “I want to do some more research.”

“Sure, knock yourself out.” I was getting impatient and sat on the coffee table to unbuckle his trousers. He was still staring at it and turning it over in his hands when I took him into my mouth, but I got his attention soon enough.

──────
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Earnest 2.0

We met again after lights-out the following week and he presented me with Earnest 2.0. Now there was a thin black wire plugged into the base with a little vinyl and Velcro loop at the other end, and Mr Gallows was wearing a big goofy grin as he held it out to me.

“You’ve given it a…carry-handle?” I probably sounded as underwhelmed as I felt.

“It’s not a carry-handle.” He sounded hurt. “It’s a pressure-sensitive remote control.”

“Ahh, translation?”

“It’s the cuff from an infant sphygmomanometer and...” The look on my face must have spoken volumes. He got the message and started dumbing it down. “It’s the cuff from a blood-pressure machine for babies. It’s sensitive to pressure and it can be used to send signals down the wire. Like a remote control.”

“Sooo,” I began slowly, thinking it through, “if I had a baby, I could get it to remotely control my vibrator?”

“The cuff doesn’t go on a baby’s arm, it goes on me.”

“But it’s too little for y—” I suddenly catching up. “Ohhh! It doesn’t go on your arm.”

“Very astute.”

“But I still don’t get it. If the cuff goes on you, and you go in me, where does Earnest go?”

He didn’t answer, and instead looked at me waiting to see if I would work it out. Then the light-bulb went on and I turned on him with feral light in my eyes. “Not on your life! My puckered little back door is strictly one way, buddy.” I sounded angry, but there was that little tingle of curiosity as well. A cock deep in my pussy and a vibrator buzzing in my asshole—what would that even feel like? I didn’t think I could feel fuller than when his long, hard shaft was buried deep in my vagina, but with a vibrator next door…it had possibilities. He kept silent, probably watching a bunch of different emotions wash across my face.

“But why a remote control,” I said finally. “Wouldn’t you just leave it running to vibrate while you have sex?”

“It’s not a vibrator,” he said cryptically.

“Then what the hell is it? A stick-blender?”

“Do you want to keep asking questions, or do you want to try it out?” He reckoned he had me hooked, and the big goofy grin was back.

“Will I like it?”

“Yes,” he said unequivocally.

I’d been only a bit worried, but now I was a lot interested.

I was in. I came over to him and started running my hands over the muscles of his chest. “Okay Edison, how do we do this?”

“Well, I need to be hard first…”

I slid my hands down over his pecs, his hard stomach, and then on to the growing bulge in his pants. I followed its length through his trousers back to the root and massaged it there with my fingertips. It pulsed and throbbed under my touch, already wood and forging quickly towards iron.

I was wearing my short satin nightie without panties or bra, and he put Earnest on the coffee table so that he could explore my body through the slippery, sheer fabric. He stroked the undersides of my breasts, gently applying pressure and lifting their weight, his fingertips moving in circles and working their way up to my nipples.

I loosened his trousers and dropped them around his ankles. His cock was at its full nine inches and tucked down the tight leg of his Lycra trunks. I closed my hand around it through the fabric and gave him a firm squeeze. It strained back against my grip, bulging and resisting the pressure just like it does inside me.  My heart sped up with excitement and anticipation. I always got nervous and fluttery when I felt him down there; he was so big, and I could feel my pussy clench with anticipation as if it knew I was too small to tame this throbbing tool. I reached into is trunks, grabbed a handful at the base, and stroked back towards me. His skin flowed like quicksilver over the hard flesh underneath. Wanking his giant shaft up and down with one hand, I dropped his trunks with the other and he kicked them away along with his pants.

He had been pinching and rubbing my nipples to hardness and had them firing off little sparks of pleasure through my breasts, but then he relented for a moment to remove his shirt. He was now completely naked (if you don’t count my hand stroking his throbbing cock) and I was still in my nightie; he hadn’t tried to remove it yet because I think he likes the mystery of reaching underneath to feel my wetness with his fingers before he can see it with his eyes. I never let him down either, holding and feeling his massive length gets me soaking wet and steaming hot, anticipating the spasms and contractions as I stretch my tiny pussy around his girth.

I also think he likes to cheat himself, stealing peeks under the nightie, trying to see whether my inner folds have opened yet. Usually I stay wet but closed and then open up like a flower at his first touch. If I’m watching his cock, I always see it pulse when he watches me open, knowing that it was his touch that made it happen. But if he peeks under my dress and sees my glistening lips wide open and inviting him in, his cock leaps and bucks like a wild animal, as if it knows it’s been wasting time when it should have been inside my tight, wet embrace.

Giving him a show, I stood on the sofa and, holding the back for balance, I spread my legs and slowly bent over, back arched so that my bottom stuck out further, until the hem of my nightie was right at the level of my pussy. I was looking over my shoulder to watch him; he wasn’t peeking, he was openly staring at the tips of my outer labia visible under the hem. He couldn’t yet see how ready I was. And I was! I was gaping wide and casting out heat like an open furnace door. Watching him closely, I bent lower, raising my bottom just a bit higher. As my steaming entrance moved into his field of view, his cock throbbed and the knob turned an angry purple, doubling in size. I’ve seen it before, but it always surprises me, and I think he is going to cum even though he never does, not until he is deep inside me, at least.

He moved towards me. I hoped he would slide that beautiful shaft into my steaming canal, but instead he knelt and brought his lips to my entrance. He kissed my labia with an open mouth, using the lightest contact to transfer moisture to his lips where he could taste me without using his tongue directly. I wanted him to go fast and hard, but he kept titillating me with his lips, slowly increasing the intensity and sucking my inner folds into his mouth. Still he hadn’t used his tongue or touched my clit, and I was dying for him to do both, moaning with desire and frustration and pushing back against his face.

With a final deep, searching kiss of my pussy, he broke contact. But before I could complain, he slithered between my legs and sat on the couch with me standing over him. He pulled my nightie over my head and dropped it on the floor. Now I was completely naked, standing over his giant erection, breasts heaving with excitement and bobbing just a few inches from his face. For a moment I thought he was going to shift focus to them, and I briefly flirted with the idea of unlocking my knees and impaling myself before he had the chance to stop me. Instead he closed his giant hands around my hips and buttocks and lifted me off my feet. I let out a little shriek, thinking I was going to topple over, but he held me so powerfully and firmly that I only needed to keep my hands on the back of the couch to balance my upper body.

He brought me to his mouth with both hands like he was drinking from a sacred chalice. I opened my thighs to him and extended my legs over his shoulders, now holding his head for balance and leaning back to open up my centre to his lips and tongue. He kissed and sucked at my labia like before, this time drawing my clit into his mouth and applying deep suction. He released the suction and brought his tongue to the bottom-most point of my vagina, right near the anus. He tickled the sensitive skin there, making me squirm. I wanted to push harder into his face, but held in the air as I was, I had nothing to brace against. Then with one long lick he ran his tongue up my slit, pressing deeper as he reached my entrance before continuing up to my clit, circling it a few times then sucking it between his lips and flicking it hard with the tip of his tongue.

Moving his tongue back to my entrance, he pushed it deep inside my vagina, flicking and licking, tasting and teasing, all the while rubbing my clitoris with the tip of his nose. I crossed my ankles behind his head and dragged him deeper, crushing his face into my pussy, my moans of pleasure joining to a single, extended ululation. He must have run out of breath because he withdrew his tongue and pushed me firmly away from his mouth.

Would it be unfair to ask him to get a tracheotomy so he could breathe through a hole in his neck while I came on his face? I don’t think that’s too much to ask.

He lowered me back down, and I unfolded my legs from behind him so I could kneel on the couch, straddling him with the base of his erection pressing against my aching slit. I pumped my hips, sliding my soaking lips along his cock and lubricating his length with my juices. He reached behind me to collect Earnest the golden not-a-vibrator with its umbilical sphygmoma-whatsit pressure-cuff. This bit looked like fun. I took the little pressure cuff and slipped it over the head of his penis, sliding it all the way to the bottom, not missing the opportunity to stroke and squeeze along the way, feeling it flex and throb involuntarily under my touch. He took over and tightened the Velcro fastener— tighter than I would have—so that his cock bulged around it, the veins now standing out clearly. It only covered the bottom two inches of his cock, but those two inches don’t fit in my pussy anyway, so I guessed I wouldn’t miss them.

He followed the wire to Earnest’s narrow shaft and held it in front of me, silently asking for permission to insert it in my virgin asshole.

Now that the moment of truth had arrived, I was having misgivings. Nervous tremors tickled through my thighs and tummy; I didn’t know what was going to happen and I was frightened. “What does it do?”

“Sure you want to know?”

I nodded. I could feel tears welling in my eyes now and blinked them back.

“What you gave me was an electrical anal stimulator,” he said. “A zapper.”

“What the fuck?” I blurted. “What kind of perv would zap their asshole?”

“Mostly gay men,” he laughed. “But I modified it. I’ve dropped the voltage and made it release a series of micro shocks rather than one big one.”

“Will it hurt?” Please say no please say no please say no.

“Not really,” he said. “It just makes all of the local muscles contract until the pulse ends. It’s a bit like flexing yourself, but stronger and involuntary.”

I still felt confused.

“Have you seen those gadgets on late night TV ads,” he tried, “where you attach electrodes to your stomach and then sit back and relax while it flexes your abs until your flab turns into a six-pack?”

I nodded.

“Same idea, except this one works.”

“What? I stick it up my ass and I get washboard abs?” Now I was even more interested.

“No. It will constrict your muscles, but it won’t give you washboard abs. That takes real work.” He smiled, probably hoping the Q&A was over.

I looked at him menacingly—or at least as menacingly as a 40kg, 4’11” and three-quarters naked schoolgirl can possibly look—and threatened, “If this hurts, I’ll ram it up your ass and rip out the cord.”

“Deal,” he said, then held his cock steady. “Hop on.”

It was so long I had to shuffle backwards just to get the tip into my vagina. I seated his knob in my entrance, took a deep breath and then slid forward, impaling myself on the first five inches of dick. I normally go much slower, but I was so hot and so wet that I couldn’t wait. There was an explosion of exquisite pain as I stretched to envelop the unyielding hardness, my muscles spasming in an impossible effort to eject this massive incursion into my tiny hole. I held my ground until the contractions subsided and then experimentally pumped my hips to make sure my body would release him enough to slide in and out. My juices were dribbling down his shaft, lubricating the remainder of his cock, so I started pumping deeper, taking in more, bit by bit stretching myself until finally I was pressed up against the pressure cuff.

Now fully impaled, I could kneel over him again, so I moved in close and rubbed my breasts against his hard chest. My mouth found his and we kissed deeply, our tongues locking together in mortal combat as our lips ground hungrily against each other.

He broke off first and whispered breathlessly in my ear, “Ready?”

I nodded, not game to speak in case he heard the fear. He dribbled saliva onto his fingers and coated Earnest’s shaft. Then with the remaining saliva, he reached behind me and lubricated around the edge of my anus. With his giant cock filling my pussy, the feel of fingers exploring at the entrance of my ass was ticklish but really erotic. I was surprised at how much it was turning me on and began clenching with anticipation.

“Try to relax your muscles,” he whispered.

Shutting my eyes, I drew a deep breath and let it out slowly, imagining I was blowing out all the tightness, relaxing my stomach, my vagina, my thighs and finally my anus. His probing fingers felt the change and he pressed more insistently until one fingertip slid tightly into my back door. I clenched down on it involuntarily, but he held it there until I relaxed and then worked it in and out with short movements, lubricating and desensitising me to the foreign touch.

With his other hand he brought Earnest around, and in one smooth movement, he slid his finger out and Earnest in. Earnest was a bit thicker than his finger, but my anus quickly stretched to accommodate. He kept working it in and out, deeper and deeper until it was all the way in. Now with seven inches of cock in my pussy and five inches of Earnest in my no-longer-virgin asshole, I felt as though someone had slipped a balloon into me and blown it up. I was chockers! I tried experimenting with a contraction, squeezing my pelvic floor and anus together. The feeling was intense. The pressing feel of fullness became explosive and I felt the flutter of orgasmic contractions begin in my thighs. Releasing my hold, I puffed out some quick breaths, fanning my breasts trying to chase the orgasm away.  I opened my eyes and saw Mr Gallows biting his lip and taking shallow breaths, trying to forestall his own climax. I relaxed and didn’t move a muscle, waiting for him to regain control and praying he wouldn’t come.

“Ready?” I asked.

He nodded and reached behind me again. I felt pressure against my anus and heard the click as he flicked the switch on.

“I don’t feel anything.”

“It’s pressure sensitive. It doesn’t go off until I flex.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my lips up to his ear. “So what are you waiting for?”

That was all he needed. For a moment I felt his cock bulge inside me, and then an explosion of pure ecstasy as my loins, pelvic floor, abdominals and asshole clamped down in a vice-like grip, squeezing both shafts like a boa constrictor. It was a fucking remote-control orgasm. One moment I was hot and wet but in control, the next I was coming like a runaway train. My breath blasted out in a high-pitched squeal, right next to his ear. He jumped in fright and tried to pull out, but I was clamped down so tight he couldn’t lift me off. He released the flex of his penis and the orgasmic sensation disappeared as quickly as it arrived.

I dug my nails into his shoulders. “More!” I yelled, shaking him. “Do it again!”

Just for a moment I felt his dick throb, and then the orgasm smashed into me again, delivering crushing pressure around his cock. I was out of control. I screamed, back arching and hips thrashing into his stomach. I writhed and ground against him, twisting and pulling and trying to move his cock against the crushing friction I was delivering. The orgasm ripped through me in waves, each one more powerful than the last. I was gasping for breath, tears streaming down my face when the most powerful wave hit, bucking my hips as the dam burst and I ejaculated all over his cock and balls.

He dug his fingers into my buttocks, straining with the effort to hold the flex of his cock. He grunted as it became too much to hold, and my muscles released him when he finally lost the battle. I was floating down from my orgasm, rotating my hips, using his cock to stir my juices deep inside. The friction of this last movement finished him. He thrust his hips and pumped his cock, my muscles clamping down again as his balls tried to pump cum through the constricting grip of my pussy. It increased the pressure of his ejaculation and I felt cum jetting into me, threatening to blast me off his shaft like a bottle rocket. With each pump, my pussy released him and then constricted down again tighter than before, each contraction ejecting his cum back out my entrance and washing over his balls to pool with my own juices.

When he was spent and my muscles had released him, I reached back and pulled Earnest out of my ass, then fell forwards on his chest, exhausted.

“You created an instant orgasm machine,” I marvelled. “Did you know it would do that?”

“If I’m truthful,” he panted, “it worked a little better than I’d planned.”

“How did you know how to make it? Are you some kind of closet nutty professor?”

“With degrees in Electrical and Mechanical Engineering and an insatiable eighteen-year-old sex-goddess lover, it would be weird if I didn’t build sex toys, don’t you think?”

I felt a little pride at the sex-goddess reference. “Eighteen? I skipped Grade 3, remember. I’m sixteen.”

He jumped like a dog bit him on the ass.

“Relax,” I laughed. “I’m fucking with you. I was eighteen long before you defiled me.”

He breathed a sigh of relief.

“I didn’t know you were an engineer,” I said seriously. “Why did you become a teacher?”

“I didn’t like serious engineering. I just like tinkering with gadgets,” he explained. “Small appliances have the most ingenious little parts that can be combined in ways the manufacturer never dreamed of.”

“You’ve got more ideas?”

“A couple. Why?”

My eyes lit up. “Make me something! A surprise! Call it payment for me keeping you company when you work back late.”

“I thought this was payment for you keeping me company.”

“Don’t be stupid. You’ll be paying that off for the rest of your life.”

“God, I hope so.”

──────
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Psychic Vibrators

A few weeks after the episode with Earnest 2.0, and after another fine reaming in the teachers’ lounge, I was just about to sneak back into the senior girls’ dorm when he stopped me.

“I have a present for you,” he said, smiling and holding out a wooden box about the size of a book.

“Oooh, goody. Is it like your last present?”

“Different,” he said, as if that answered my question. “Open it.”

I opened the box. Inside, nestled in red velvet, were two flesh coloured sex toys. One was about six inches long and an inch in diameter; the other one was four inches long and a bit narrower. In every other respect they were identical. The business end was bullet-nosed at the widest point in the shaft. From there it tapered gradually to a narrow waist at the base and finished with a saddle shape that looked like it would fit snugly against the vaginal entrance. I recognised them as vaginal plugs. You slip them in, put your clothes back on and then go about your business. I could see a touch-sensitive button on the base, so these were undoubtedly vibrating plugs.

“Why two?” I asked.

“Unless I’m mistaken, you and your roommate seem to share more than just a room,” he replied.

Hmmm. Hers-and-hers vaginal plugs. We could wear them at school; might make it harder to concentrate on the teacher, but I was game if Rupali was. I picked up the little one, presumably mine, and studied it. It looked completely normal. “So what did you do to them?” I was almost afraid to ask.

“Switch it on.” He was teasing me, drawing out the discovery.

I touched the switch and it buzzed in my hand—it was almost completely silent—and then it tapered off. Five seconds later it gave another small buzz. Obviously this was a low setting. I touched the button again and the vibration was a little stronger, but then it died away to almost nothing before building back up. Medium, I guessed. I was expecting a high setting next and I wasn’t disappointed. I touched the button again and the vibrations went through my hand and buzzed all the way up to my elbow. I almost dropped it in surprise. It was powerful, but no more so than some of the new vibrators in the dorm toy box. It was much quieter though, as a plug ought to be if you take it out in public. They were obviously top quality and probably very expensive. I tapped it again and it switched off.

I looked back up at Mr Gallows; he was smiling cryptically. I must have missed something because I couldn’t see any modifications at all. “Feels like a normal vibe,” I said. “It’s a nice one. Don’t get me wrong, I’m very grateful. Did you modify it?”

“Maybe it’s broken, try the other one.” He moved his hand over his mouth in a vain attempt to hide a big fat grin. He was fucking with me and I knew it.

“Is the other one the same?” I was wary. “It’s not going to electric shock me or anything?”

“Exactly the same,” he said, emphasising the first word.

I picked up the larger one and touched the switch. “Holy crap!” I squeaked in surprise as both started on the low setting in my hand. I thought I must have touched both buttons accidentally. I swapped the small one to my left hand and touched the button on the larger one. Both changed again, this time up to medium. My eyes boggled, I couldn’t believe it. I touched the button on the small one this time and both flipped to high. Another touch and they both switched off.

“Jesus Christ!” I stared at him in amazement. “Psychic vibrators!”

He cracked up laughing. “Not actually psychic, just linked by RF transmitters.”

“Huh?”

“You know those luggage tags you use at the airport and if anyone tries to make off with your bag then an alarm goes off on your key ring?”

I nodded.

“I wired in the chips from two of them so that when you trigger one, it sends out a signal to trigger the other, and vice-versa.”

“Incredible,” I whispered, still cycling through the settings and feeling both change in my hands. I held them at arm’s length and they still worked. “How close do they need to be?”

“Operating range is about three metres.”

I gave him the small one and walked across the room with the big one. Suddenly it came on in my hand. “Did you do that?”

“No, it’s a glitch,” he explained. “Because I used the anti-theft luggage tags, when they get separated, they both send out a radio blast and switch each other to the next setting.”

I cycled mine back to off. “Is yours still running?”

“Yep, they’re out of range now so they act independently.”

I walked back over and took the toy from him; it was still on low. I touched it three times to switch it off and mine cycled up to high. “Now what do I do?”

“I managed to solve that one,” he said. “The luggage tags had an override off-switch, and so did the vibrators, so I wired them together. Just touch and hold one for three seconds and they both switch off.” I tried it, and it switched off without starting the other one again.

I stood up on tip-toes to kiss him but I was still over a foot away, so he leaned down to me, and I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing and squeezing him. “Thank you. They’re amazing. You’re amazing.”

“You’re welcome. I look forward to hearing about how they go.”

──────
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Testing, Testing…

I showed them to Rupali the following day. She was excited and christened them Ike and Mike (Ike and Mike, they look—and think!—alike).

“The big one is ‘Mike’,” she reasoned, “because Mike is 33% longer then Ike.”

Made sense.

We tried them out that night, lying in our own beds and unable to sleep from the excitement of having the plugs in our pussies. Every few minutes one of us would touch the button to set both buzzing lightly and we’d peel off into giggles for a little while until one of us held down the button to switch them off. Good night, Rupali; good night, Angela, and a few minutes later it would happen all over again. I was getting uncomfortably wet and hot, squirming my thighs together to rub the saddle against my clitoris. I was going to have to come otherwise I’d never get to sleep.

I touched the button at exactly the same time Rupali touched hers and they both switched straight to medium, buzzing up to a strong vibration and then dying away almost to nothing. We both yelped with surprise before realising what we’d done and fell in to giggling again. The sensation was much more intense on medium, but I was so horny I wasn’t going to switch it off. My giggles died away and turned into moans of pleasure and sexual frustration. I could hear similar sounds coming from the other bed. I wanted to reach down and grab the plug to fuck myself with it, but it’s not made for that; it sits flush against your pussy and almost any touch will set off the button. I had to satisfy myself with squirming and squeezing my thighs together.

I heard the covers move on Rupali’s bed and the whisper of satin as her nightie slipped down her body to the floor. Then she was in bed beside me, peeling off my nightie, kissing me and pressing her naked body into mine. I returned her kiss hungrily, my tongue probing forward and finding hers. They locked together in our mutual desperation and need. I wrapped my arms around her long, lean body, kneading her bottom and grinding our hips and breasts together in time with the cycle of pleasure the plugs simultaneously delivered.

Rupali reached an arm behind my bottom and I felt her fingers probing between my upper thighs. I opened my legs a little to give her access, and quick as a snake, her fingers darted in and touched the button on Ike, sending both plugs into a frenzy of buzzing, drawing simultaneous shrieks of pleasure. My thighs crashed back together as the muscles contracted, and I felt the orgasm building inside.

Rupali was close as well. She bucked her hips into mine and squeezed my backside with her long, strong fingers, the nails trimmed mercifully short for netball. My entire world contracted down to a single point four inches inside my pussy where the relentlessly buzzing Ike delivered his unforgiving brand of ecstasy. For a moment that single point winked out of existence as my mind and body overloaded with the intensity, then the orgasm exploded outwards, a mushroom cloud of pleasure flowing through my pussy, my thighs, my stomach, breasts, and outwards down my arms and legs. Rupali was coming too, our muscles straining as we locked our bodies together, grinding, writhing and squeezing and trying not to scream.

As the orgasm floated away, the buzzing in my pussy became too intense and I softened against Rupali. She was still coming in spasms, so I just opened my legs to relieve the pressure and waited for her. When her contractions finally weakened, I kissed her beautiful mouth, tasting the sweat standing out on her lips as she gradually regained control and reached down to deactivate Mike, switching Ike off at the same time.

She kissed me back and ran her hands slowly over my breasts and bottom in silent thanks for the shared experience. We lay together for a while, relishing each other’s warmth and the scent of our combined sex.

Finally, I reached down and pinched Mike front and back between my thumb and forefinger, taking care not to touch either his button or Rupali’s, and pulled him reluctantly from her pussy. I did the same with Ike, slipped back into my nightie and then went to the communal bathroom to wash them. Rupali was asleep in my bed when I got back (she claims to be a lesbian, but I swear she’s part dude) so I spooned in next to her and was asleep myself in a few minutes.

──────
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Trapped in a Trick Bikini

That was last weekend. The school week that followed was so hot and humid, I didn’t have sex with Mr Gallows or Rupali. Ike and Mike just stayed in their box. By the time Saturday finally came I was incredibly randy, so I suggested to Rupali that we take Ike and Mike shopping before we went to the beach. She agreed pretty quickly, probably feeling some sexual frustration of her own.

Rupali wore an elaborately wrapped yellow silk sarong over a simple black bikini, and that over the top of Mike, meaning she’d have to hike up the sarong and shove her hand down her bikini to switch him on. Or off!

What a beginner. She’d be at my mercy. Since I wouldn’t have a bikini until we got to the mall, I wore a nude bra, a loose calico beach dress, and no panties. I’d only need a moment to snake a hand under and set Ike going. And we all know what would happen to Mike.

We set off arm in arm and got to the mall at 9am right as it opened, and we were the first customers in the nail salon. Rupali had two weeks off netball—one on rotation and one bye—so she decided this would be her last opportunity to have long, sexy nails all year. Ten gel nail extensions for her and a French manicure for me. I was careful to get adjacent chairs; it was my plan to make her forget Mike (as much as you can forget a six-inch plug in your pussy) and get her when she least expected it.

Rupali’s nails were still drying when I was all done, so this was my big chance. I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “I’ll be in the surf shop, babe. Give me a buzz when you’re done.”

“I won’t be long,” she said, kissing me back. “See you in ten.”

I turned on my heel and swept out in a swish of white calico, hiding the mischievous grin on my face. Just as I got to the door, Ike gave a little buzz in my pussy and I heard Rupali gasp in surprise behind me.

“You’ll pay for this, Angela,” she yelled after me.

I stole a quick look over my shoulder. She had her knees pressed together and both hands powerless to do anything under the dryers. I thought she might be angry, but her eyes were sparkling with merriment. The game was on. The buzzing in my pussy was wonderful, so I let it run for a few minutes as I made my way to the surf shop and found the bikinis. I moved behind a rack of t-shirts, quickly whipped up my dress and held Ike’s button until he switched off.

Looking back at the bikinis, I was a bit underwhelmed; there were no Rip Curl or Billabong costumes, just cheap Chinese knock-offs. There was a Quiksilver store at the other end of the mall where I could get a nice Roxy bikini, but not for under $100, and the manicure had been unplanned, so now I didn’t have that kind of cash to spare. I sullenly flicked through the range looking for just about anything that would fit my size 6 bottom and 8C bust, but pickings were slim. I was sizing up the bottom half of the only 8C in the range and had just decided that it was too loose and would look like I had crapped myself, when a pair of long brown arms slipped around my waist from behind, and a moist kiss landed on my earlobe. Uh oh, payback? One hand with long pink nails slithered up to cup a breast, and my earlobe disappeared between her lips, causing a tingle of excitement to rush through me. I gasped and placed my own hand over the one on my breast—I’m not sure whether I was trying to remove it, cover it from view, or encourage it to do more. While I was distracted, Rupali’s other hand stole downwards, and before I knew what she was up to, it was under my dress and pressed into my pussy…using Ike’s button to switch Mike off.

I turned into her embrace, all hands moving to more appropriate locations for a public place. “That didn’t take long.”

She ignored me and breathed in my ear. “Did you bring a strap-on? I need you in the dressing room. Now!”

“What? No!” I was surprised at how horny she was. Then more softly, “We’re in public. Get a grip.  I’m not fucking you in the dressing room. Save it ‘til we get home.”

She looked a bit hurt but pulled herself together quickly. “Have you bought anything yet? You’re not getting that one, are you? It’ll look like a nappy on you.”

“No,” I said, disappointed. “There’s nothing here. I’ll have to get a one-piece.”

We looked through the one-piece costumes and Rupali dug out a misplaced powder-blue, string bikini…6C. $25. Perfect! I grabbed it and turned for the dressing room.

“Uh-uh,” Rupali said, stopping me. “You’re not leaving my side. I come too.”

Fair enough. I took her hand and we went in together. Rupali sat on the chair while I lifted my dress over my head and unclasped my bra. I tied the neck halter first. The ties were really dodgy, very elastic, coarse, ribbed fabric. I slipped the halter over my head and reached behind to tie the back. Looking in the mirror, my full, firm breasts—about the size of oranges—were mostly covered by the bikini top. They swelled out the sides a bit, but my nipples were well covered. I looked down in the mirror and saw Ike’s head sitting flush at my shaved entrance. I considered taking him out to try on the bottom half, but he hardly changed my shape at all, so I dismissed the idea.

Rupali helped tie one side of the bottom while I tied the other, and then inspected myself in the mirror. It was a lot sexier than what I was used to, just three small blue triangles covering my breasts and pussy. Side-on, I looked essentially naked except for the bow tied at my hip and the thin string over my ribcage. The fabric was tight and sensual, clinging to the curves of my breasts and my vulva, which by-the-way was bulging a little to accommodate Ike’s head.

“What do you think?”

“Winner,” Rupali said. “Buy it and let’s go.”

“I’ll have to take it off first, otherwise they’ll have to pass my tits and twat over the scanner. It might set Ike going.” I reached behind my neck and pulled the string on the halter. It stretched, started to undo, and then got stuck. I tried the back instead.

Same. What the fuck?

I tugged on one of the bows on the bottom. I could see the problem—the stretchy ties were elastic on the inside and cheap stretchy fabric on the outside. They stretched and then as the coarse, ribbed fabric pulled through the knot, it bunched and got caught. Same thing on the other side.

I was trapped in a trick bikini!

──────
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Finish Me

“Little help untying these?”

Rupali wiggled her long false nails at me and smiled at my predicament. “Can’t sweetie, sorry.” She leapt up and peeked out the door. “I’ll get help.”

“Stay in range, remember. I’m the one with button access.” She closed the door, but I could see her feet just under the partition.

I heard her voice. “Hi sweetie, show me your nails…perfect. Come in here. My girlfriend needs your help.”

The door opened again and Rupali marched in with… a guy! I got a sudden attack of modesty and instinctively wrapped one arm around my breasts and the other in front of what now felt like my barely-concealed pussy.

“Oh, don’t be such a drama queen, Ange,” Rupali admonished. “You were going to parade that tight little body up and down Bondi all afternoon. I don’t think showing it off to one hot guy in a dressing room is going to damage your modesty.” Rupali was horny and in a playful mood. Normally she wouldn’t talk like this, but it looked like she was going all out to make me pay for my earlier stunt.

And on second glance, she wasn’t wrong—this guy was hot. Smoking hot. He was the same height as Rupali, a little over six feet tall, and had thick, sun-bleached brown hair, square jaw, and a deep tan. He was wearing boardies and a surf singlet with deep arm holes, and I could see the hard curves of the muscles on his broad chest and shoulders.

“This is Angela. As sexy as she looks in this tiny bikini, we’d all much prefer to see her out of it. I’m sure you agree? But there’s a problem.” Rupali reached out and yanked the bow on my left hip. “See?”

“Rupali!” I reflexively shot out the hand covering my breasts to the knot on my hip, which had mercifully jammed. I felt a flush of embarrassment rising on my face, and my heart was beating faster.

“Now, introductions: Angela, this is…” Rupali began, and then reached out a hand to the shop assistant’s chest, holding his nametag where I could see it. “This is Scott.”

“Scoot. As in Scooter.”

“You don’t look like a Scooter.”

“Which is why—”

“Which is why it says Scoot. Gotcha. Angela, Scoot. Scoot, this is Angela. You’ll be undressing her today.”

“Hi,” said Scoot. He was looking straight into my eyes; given the competition I was providing for viewing material, it showed a good deal of restraint. “What’s the problem?”

“Well, I—”

“All of the knots are stuck,” Rupali said, “and Angela was hoping you could use those strong fingers to help get her naked.”

“Rupali!”

Scoot smiled and looked heaven-ward. “Lord, I swear I will never bitch about this shitty job ever again.”

It broke the tension for me, and I smiled back. I dropped my hands to my sides, no longer trying to hide my near-nakedness, and began getting a fluttery feeling thinking about standing helplessly in front of him while he unknotted the bikini. “Would you mind?”

“No probs,” he said. Then holding his hands up in front of me, “May I?”

I turned around to face the mirror and presented my back to him, touching the knot on the halter. “Here, try this one first. I don’t think Rupali’s yanked it yet.”

I watched him in the mirror stepping in behind me, then felt his gentle touch on my neck as he took the knot between his fingers and started working on it. His eyes were on the job at hand, but my eyes were on him. He was more than a head taller than me and his broad, brown shoulders were an arm wider than mine. I got a mental image of those Russian dolls where each fits perfectly inside a larger one, then my mind naturally turned to what it might feel like to spoon my little body into his.

My eyes flicked to Rupali. She’d been watching me watch him. She raised her eyebrows at me and smiled. “Sweetie, I’m going to look at the beach dresses. Sing out if Scoot gets grabby.”

Scoot smiled but said nothing.

“Stay close,” I reminded her.

“Of course, sweetie, they’re right here,” her voice came from just outside the dressing room. “Oooh, look at those ones over there.”

“Rupali, don’t!” I called out, but it was too late, Ike started up on a low setting, buzzing sweetly deep inside my pussy.

I looked up at Scoot’s reflection. He caught the movement and looked up too, smiling as our eyes met, his cheeks dimpling sexily. The depth of my predicament became clear—I was alone and almost naked with a hot guy trying to remove my bikini (admittedly, at my request) while I steadily got hotter and hornier with a vibrator buzzing every five seconds in my pussy. And I didn’t know what else Rupali had in store for me. I briefly considered asking Scoot to stop and leave me, but his touch on the back of my neck was setting off little electric sparks of excitement, and I couldn’t bear for him to stop now.

“Sooo…off to Bondi, huh?” he said, kindling the first embers of a conversation

“Sure,” I replied. “If I can find something to wear.”

“Mmm, you’re a challenging size to fit.”

“Story of my life. Sucks to be small.”

“Small, yeah,” he mused. “Mostly…”

So, he had been checking me out! I felt my cheeks flush again with equal parts excitement and embarrassment.

“Good luck getting a park,” he said, changing the subject away from my rack, which he was still dutifully trying to uncover.

“We’ll be fine,” I said. “We’re taking the bus.”

“Ouch. It’s supposed to be a scorcher today. Not a good day for the bus.”

I couldn’t agree more. I’m exactly arm-pit high against the average person. Standing on a crowded bus in summer is not one of my favourite things.

“Think I’ve got this one,” he said, pulling one cord of the halter strap through the knot. He held both ends free but didn’t let go, which would have caused the flimsy cups to flop down, exposing my breasts. I took the ends from him and held them up to maintain coverage while he started on the knot between my shoulder blades. It was a bit low for him to see comfortably so he pulled over the chair and sat down.

I couldn’t see his face now, and as far as I knew he could be checking out my backside. The thought sent a shiver through me and goose-bumps broke out on my skin.

“Cold?”

“No, you just tickled me,” I lied.

“Oh, sorry.” He pulled the knot away from my back.

“That’s okay,” I said. Then, as it seemed I needed to say something else to cover up the lie, I blurted, “Actually it felt nice.” Holy crap, Angela! Are you flirting with the hot guy trying to undress you?

He didn’t say anything, but I felt his fingers return to my back, maybe touching a little more than they were before. Between Ike buzzing quietly in my pussy and Scoot’s delicate touch on my back, I was getting really hot. I squeezed my thighs together and felt Ike vibrate more intensely at the change of pressure.

Scoot pulled the cord through the knot on my back. “That’s two,” he said. “Want me to keep going?”

“Yes please,” I sighed. God, that sounded sexier than I intended.

He looked around from behind me, holding up the loose ends of the bikini. “Want me to let go of these?”

“Just a sec’.” I cupped a hand over each breast, holding the blue triangles of the bikini in place. “Go for it.” He let go of the back straps and they fell away, just as the halter straps slithered over my shoulders and hung over my hands. Now I looked completely naked from the waist up except for four blue cords dangling from my hands.

Scoot took a shuddering breath. Was his resolve finally breaking? “Could you turn side on, please?”

I turned to face one hip towards him just as Rupali peeked in the door. “Good, I see you’ve both still got your hands full,” she joked. “If you’re going to be a bit longer, I’ll try on one of these dresses.”

“What’s it like?” I asked. “Show me.”

She smiled mischievously at me. “It’s still on the rack. I’ll go get it.”

“No! Rupali!”

She was relishing her revenge. Ike kicked up a gear, causing me to jump, and I heard Rupali squawk as Mike must have done the same. Scoot’s hands were working at the knot on my hip just a few inches away from the exquisite buzzing in my pussy. I wondered if he could feel the vibrations through my hips?

Ike was cycling up and down every five seconds or so, and as each cycle reached its peak, I had to hold my breath to avoid voicing my desire. I wanted nothing more than to reach down and rub my burning clit (except maybe for Scoot to rub it for me…maybe with his tongue) but had to satisfy myself with slipping my thumbs underneath the fabric of the bikini top and squeezing my hard nipples.

I could hear Rupali in the next dressing room humming to herself, or maybe trying to mask her own moaning. Mike was giving her the same treatment as Ike was delivering to me. I remembered she was desperate for release when she walked into the shop, so she was probably going to play this out until she came.

Scoot was just pulling the cord through to undo the knot on my hip when the door opened again. Rupali came in with a feverish look in her eyes—I could see she was getting close. So was I.

She was wearing a white calico dress a bit longer than mine. “How do I look, Scoot?” she asked breathlessly, giving the dress a twirl. “Can you tell I’m not wearing panties?”

I could make out the lines of her brown skin beneath the dress and the darker shadow of her bikini top, but the curvy lines of her hips were an unbroken shadow through the almost sheer fabric. She looked breathtaking. I think Scoot agreed because he jumped in his chair and dropped the cords of my bikini bottom, the front and back of which fell away exposing my bottom and shaved mons. It would have fallen away completely if I hadn’t been clenching my thighs together. I squawked in surprise and immediately dropped one hand to cover my pussy while I swapped breasts with the other hand, covering the exposed one with the crook of my elbow and losing my grip on the bikini top altogether.

I don’t think Scoot saw any of this; he was still looking up at Rupali with his mouth open, probably wondering whether any of this was real.

Rupali made a disappointed face. “A bit too see-through? I’ll try a darker colour.” She looked me in the eye meaningfully. “I can see you’re almost done there, sweetie. I’m going back to the racks one more time, but then I’ll be right next door. You’ll probably hear me. You sing out when you’re finished, okay?” The double-entendre was clear—she would switch off Ike and Mike, but only after I had come.

There was no point negotiating with her. She wanted to come, and she wanted me to come in front of Scoot as payback for abandoning her in the nail salon. Part of me thought this was unfair, but another part really wanted to come with Scoot’s face just inches from my vagina. I nodded at Rupali in agreement.

She cast her eyes down to my backside. “Your bottom’s showing, you know?”

My hands were full—one covering my breasts and the other over my pussy, vainly trying to get the little triangle of fabric into its rightful place. Scoot considerately reached a hand to either side and plucked the loose strings away from my thighs, bringing them back around to my hip and covering my bottom again. I gratefully removed the hand from my pussy, took the cords from him and turned around to present him with the last knot.

“You sure you don’t want me to leave?” he asked.

I looked at Rupali and she shook her head. I looked back at Scoot. “No, finish me, uh, it. Finish it, please.”

──────
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Coming, Ready or Not!

Rupali ducked out again, and as her footsteps moved away, Ike kicked into high gear inside me. Somehow I managed not to let out a shriek as the fierce vibrations ripped through my centre.

Scoot’s fingers were back on my other hip. How could he not feel this? I heard Rupali’s running footsteps returning and the frantic slam of the dressing room next door, and I jealously imagined her in there peeling off her dress and rubbing her nipples and clitoris as the orgasm mounted. I began pinching and squeezing a nipple with one hand and rearranged the other over my pussy so that I was still holding the bikini cords. Pretending to be modestly covering my pubic region in case the other side of the bikini fell away, I opened my thighs just enough to slip my middle finger between them and used it to press the furiously buzzing Ike into my clit.

Next door, I heard the low sounds of Rupali whimpering and the squeaking of the chair as she writhed quietly through the throws of her orgasm. Listening to her come and the effort of trying not to let Scoot know what was going on was magnifying my own pleasure. I could feel all the muscles bunching in my mid-section, building up to a climax. My arm tightened around my breasts and, slick with sweat, the one tucked into the crook of my elbow popped like a champagne cork.

The orgasm was coming, now only seconds away, and I couldn’t care less about the exposed breast. I glanced down. Scoot was still looking dutifully at the knot…and maybe my bottom. I could see he was loosening it and knew it was going to be close, I might finish before him, but I might not. I don’t know why, but I wanted him there when I came, touching me.

Just as I passed that critical moment, the one where you know the process of orgasm has begun, but you haven’t yet tipped over the edge, Scoot pulled the knot free. He held the cords together and stood up saying, “Right, all d—” and then stopped mid-sentence, looking past my exposed breast and into my feverish eyes.

I had stopped breathing altogether. I couldn’t stand there almost naked with him watching me come, so in desperation I threw my arms around his chest and squeezed as the orgasm flooded through me. I felt his erection against my stomach, so it seems he was only a gentleman with his eyes—his cock had its own ideas.

Unravelling like an overwound clock-spring, I was coming and coming. Trying to hold it all in made me feel like I would explode. Normally when I come it’s a single outpouring of pleasure followed by a glorious floating euphoria, but the intense vibrations from Ike and my inability to let myself go took me to the peak of the climax and held me there, unable to breathe, unable to move. I wanted to press my vagina into Scoot’s thigh, but if he hadn’t already worked out what was going on, then feeling Ike’s pussy-shattering vibrations against his leg would certainly give the game away. Holding my groin away from him, the bikini bottom fell away, and I was left completely naked, wrapped around his powerful torso, squeezing him as I climaxed. Trying to ride it out, I tucked my head in under his chin and pressed my cheek against his hard pectoral muscles.

“Hold me!” I croaked, exchanging a shuddering breath as my lungs screamed for air. Scoot tentatively put his arms around my nakedness, unsure of where to put his hands and settling for one on my shoulder and the other at my waist. I pulled even tighter against him. His erection throbbed and heaved against my stomach, sending my orgasm to fresh heights.

Finally the climax started to subside and I just floated, relishing the feeling of Scoot’s hands against my bare skin, his chest against my naked breasts and his hard cock against my belly. I risked another breath and whispered, “Tell Rupali we’re done.”

“Rupali,” he called. “We’re finished. I think Angela needs you.”

There was no answer, but in a few seconds Ike finally fell silent inside my poor punished pussy, and I loosened my hold on Scoot as I regained control. He loosened his arms in response and made as if to let me go.

“Hold me a little longer,” I whispered. I thought some kind of explanation was in order—as if any of this could possibly be explained. “I just had a…an anxiety attack. I was feeling…vulnerable. Hold me until Rupali gets here.”

He didn’t say anything; he just held me close, moving one hand up from my shoulder to my hair, stroking it and resting his cheek against the top of my head. We stood that way for a minute or more before Rupali finally slipped through the door. My back was to her, but Scoot must have given her a look.

“Sweetie, are you okay. Here, give her to me,” she said with genuine care in her voice, inserting her body between the two of us. “Thank you Scoot, for seeing to her.”

Scoot looked confused and mortified. “I’m sorry. I didn’t—”

“I know. It’s okay,” she said. “I’ve got this.”

Scoot left and then the tears came. The emotions and release and the sweet cuddle afterwards had all caught up with me. I pressed my face into her breasts, hitching sobs and staining the navy-blue calico dress she had changed into.

“Shhh. Shhh,” she whispered. “I’m sorry sweetie, I went too far, didn’t I?”

I took another shuddering breath. “No. It was”—I hiccupped with the sobbing—“wonderful!”

“Oh, you slut!” she said gleefully. “You came on him, didn’t you? I saw his shorts as he hobbled out of here. Did I interrupt a hand job?”

“No!” I said indignantly. “Geez Rupali, you’re gross.” Then a few moments later, “I wanted to give him a blow job, though. Poor guy deserved some reward for what I put him through.”

The emotional outburst over, she held me at arm’s length and looked down into my face. “Are we okay?”

“More than okay. This was…” I shook my head. I didn’t have a word for it. “Incredible.”

“Good.” She reached down and deftly plucked Ike from my pussy. She wiped it with a tissue and put it in her purse. “Now, get dressed and let’s find you a bikini that you can get out of without crippling a guy with blue balls.”

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2013)


3. Fitted

(Book 9 of Dorm Room Dares)

Pantiless,

her bare feet in the clerk's lap,

Rupali knows exactly what she wants.

To be fitted.
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Namaste

“Do they do autopsies on heart attack victims?” Rupali asked, holding one palm between her breasts to measure her racing pulse.

“Depends,” Angela said. “Maybe if they’re young. Why?”

“Because I don’t want my parents reading ‘Evidence of sexual arousal’ in the Other Comments section of my post-mortem.” She’d laced her voice with false misery—false because she was feeling anything but miserable. Thrilled. Excited. And let’s not forget ‘aroused’. The idea of a heart attack wasn’t out of the question—hers was pounding like a marching band on meth.

“Oh, poor princess,” Angela teased. “Have you lost your crown?”

“Don’t be snotty, sweetie,” Rupali fired back. “It doesn’t suit you. And mind the wind. I think you just flashed your bottom.”

That took away some of her sass. Angela looked around and checked for people following (there weren’t any—Rupali had already checked three times), but just the same, she smoothed her summer school dress and held the hem casually with one hand.

“What was wrong with the last two stores, anyway?” Rupali asked. They were shoe shopping (at least that was what Angela had told her when they’d set out), but they’d walked into and straight out of two shops already. What Rupali had quickly come to realise was that Angela was on a mission—specifically, to help her fulfil a recently revealed sex fantasy.

But if I also get a nice pair of heels, then hey, win-win is still a win, right?

“What was wrong with them?” Angela said incredulously. “Um, the creepy old pervs, for one. They were undressing you with their eyes the moment you walked in. Wouldn’t you rather flash a hot young guy?”

“I don’t recall agreeing to this,” Rupali lied. Playing up the reluctance seemed to fit better with the fantasy. “You’re right about creepers, but I’m sick of walking, so promise me you won’t make any excuses when we find a shop with a young hottie.”

Angela smiled. “Promise.”

That had been a pretty quick agreement, and Rupali got her first inkling she was being set up.

She saw another shoe shop up ahead and looked in as they passed the window. Empty. Good. They stepped through the open doorway and quickly scouted the shop assistant, a tall, dark and handsome type who was arranging shoes on a shelf at the far end of the store.

Oh no! “Let’s go,” Rupali whispered urgently, grabbing Angela by the wrist. “There’s another one down the street.”

“Hang on,” Angela whispered. “He’s pretty young. And handsome.”

“He’s pretty young and Indian!” Rupali hissed.

“You’re being racist.”

Rupali glared daggers at her. “I’m Indian! I can’t be racist to another Indian.”

“You told me you were Australian,” Angela replied absently. “Besides, what’s wrong with Indian? Hot is hot in any package.”

“He’ll judge me,” Rupali explained, urgently trying to herd her friend back out the door. “Indian boys think all white girls are sluts and all Indian girls are chaste virgins. If you flash him, he’ll smile and enjoy it. If I flash him, he’ll think I just finished sucking off a wino in the gutter.”

“You’re being melodramatic,” Angela said, rolling her eyes. “Besides, he could be Pakistani.”

“Right. A Muslim with a little statue of Ganesh on his desk?” Rupali tapped one foot and gave Angela her best ‘Oh, really?’ look.

“Don’t get your panties in a tangle.”

“I’m not wearing any!”

“Well neither am I, but I’m being a bit more grown up about it,” Angela shot back, suddenly getting all serious and trying on her commanding act. At 4’11” and three-quarters, she struggled to pull off commanding at the best of times,  and the green and white striped summer school dress helped matter not at all. “Look, this is how it is.” She paused, lending more weight to the pending ultimatum. “He’s hot and you promised. Are either of those things untrue?”

Rupali heard the curt tone, but what she saw was the dancing light in her friend’s eyes. “You set me up, didn’t you?”

No answer.

“Have you been here before?”

“That’s hardly the point,” Angela said. “The question you should be asking yourself is, am I, or am I not, the Queen of Hot?”

Rupali sighed. “My liege. You are the Queen of all things Hot. And I am but your humble servant girl.” This was a familiar game.

“If I say it’s going to be hot, is it ever not?”

This was eerily true. Angela came up with sexy games on an almost daily basis—the girl had imagination, Rupali had to give her that—and she never struck out. Ever. “If you say it’s going to be hot”—sigh—"it’s going to be hot.”

“Rupali”—she looked up with blonde eyebrows raised—“I promise you, this is going to be hot.”

At 6’1”, Rupali was more than a foot taller than her small blonde roommate. She could have picked her up under one arm and walked her out of the store if she wanted. But she didn’t. Couldn’t. Angela was the Queen of Hot and Rupali couldn’t admit how much she desperately wanted this.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Let’s go.” God, was her heart hammering before? Now it was about to leap out her throat. The shop assistant (beg your pardon, the hot, Indian shop assistant) had spotted them and started walking over with a big smile. He looked to be their age or a few years older, and about Rupali’s height as well. He was narrow across the shoulders and chest, but with his slim hips, he still presented a very manly shape. His thick, wavy black hair was trimmed to a neat length, and his long face was made handsome by prominent cheek bones and a strong jaw. Coffee and cream skin marked him as probably from the north, like Rupali’s family, or he might have even been carrying some British colonial blood.

And still my beating heart, Rupali thought, he was clean shaven. Why so many Indian men wanted to go around looking like a criminal with a pervy moustache was beyond her.

“Hello. Namaste,” he said. “Welcome to Sundara. My name is Raj.” He pointed to his name tag and then clasped his hands. “How can I be of assistance?”

Rupali’s knees almost buckled. Oh God. How did I get myself into this?

──────
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Queen of Hot

It’s possible, Rupali reflected, that Angela had been planning this for some time. She loved the long game. Rupali’s first inkling of this fantasy adventure had been the previous Monday.

The girls were in Year 12 (what Americans would call High School Seniors) at an exclusive private school in Sydney, and they shared a room in the senior girls’ boarding house. Angela had been boarding for years already, but Rupali had transferred that year and was still learning the ropes. They weren’t a natural pairing at first blush—tall vs. tiny, brown vs. pale, sporty vs. bookish—but perhaps the boarding house mistress knew something they didn’t, because within the first month of school they’d become firm friends and, in the wake of Angela’s never-ending trove of sexy parlour games, even lovers.

On the night in question, they’d been spooning in bed, Angela’s small frame folded into Rupali’s body. Rupali had a hand on her breast, and part of her wanted to slip that hand beneath Angela’s nightie, triggering what she knew would become a vigorous bout of lovemaking, but another part just wanted to hold her close and enjoy her warmth.

“What are you thinking?” It was a regular conversational gambit because Angela was prone to over-sharing and never failed to surprise.

“I’m thinking if you had a dick, you could fuck me in this position without having to run out to the toybox for Rawhide.” (Rawhide was the dorm’s only strap-on dildo.)

Rupali couldn’t suppress the giggle. “Do you wish I was a guy?”

“No, you’re still a girl, just with a cock. You know, chicks with dicks.”

“What? No, I don’t know.”

Angela sighed. “It’s a porn thing. Don’t you wish I had a dick?”

“I’ll get a guy if I need dick.” Rupali preferred girls, but on Angela’s insistence, she’d tried real dick just the once and was stunned to discover how much she’d enjoyed the sensation of a man ejaculating inside her. A girl with a dick, a working dick, was…intriguing.

Angela placed a hand over the top of Rupali’s on her breast. “A guy wouldn’t have boobs to squeeze.”

“He might. Lots of guys have man-boobs.”

“Ewww!”

“You started it.”

“Fine. But he won’t have a vag. In my fantasy, you have a dick and a vag. It’s where your ball-sack would be.”

“I don’t have a ball-sack? How do I come?”

“Oh, you come,” Angela affirmed. “You come like a fire hose—great steaming gobs of spunk, filling me up till I can gargle with it.”

Rupali giggled again. “You’re gross.” Even so, she felt that familiar heat between her legs. Nothing about sex with a strap-on had prepared her for the explosive pleasure of a guy coming inside her, the warmth of his seed deep in her belly, his scent spotting her panties even a day later.

Angela was quiet for a minute. “What’s your dirty fantasy, then?”

“Me? We’ve done me, or don’t you remember what happened on Wedding Cake Island?” That was where it had happened. All she’d said was that maybe, just maybe, she might be interested to find out what sex with a guy was like, and the next thing she knew, Ange had co-ordinated a beach day and hooked her up with a well-hung lifeguard named Zach.

“Wedding Cake Island was my fantasy,” Angela said, “not yours. You just went along for the ride.”

Rupali giggled. “It was a nice ride.”

“Seriously, what’s your real fantasy?” She snuggled back into Rupali’s body. “Something you’ve never told anybody. What gets you all wet?”

“You do.”

“Don’t be cute. What’s your kink? Soft ropes, whips, chains? Big dicks? Fat chicks?”

“Yeah, fat chicks, like you.”

Angela ignored her. “Or something dirtier? Butt stuff, spanking—”

“Meh.”

“—leather bras and thigh-high boots—”

Rupali gasped.

“Leather bras? Really?”

Rupali swallowed heavily, heat building again between her legs.

“Boots, then?”

“Not any boots,” Rupali whispered. She was far from certain she wanted this fantasy in Angela’s head, but nor was she entirely sure she could keep it to herself now it was out.

“Oooh, sexy boots. Big platforms, spike heels, that kind of thing?”

Rupali nodded, knowing Ange would feel the movement even in the dark. “Slutty boots. Slutty shoes, too—I love slutty shoes. Have you seen those stilettos with laces?”

“Tell me,” Angela said, turning her head back and kissing Rupali’s lips. “Make up a story for me.”

“I can’t.” She didn’t share Angela’s gift for dirty stories. “You tell me instead. Tell me one about me with a big dick.”

Angela giggled. “I never said you had a big one.”

“What? No! I don’t want a little tiddler. What fun would that be?”

“Then spill, Pee-Wee. Story time.”

“You have to tell me one, too.”

“About you with a dick? Sure.”

“About me with a big dick?”

Angela sighed. “Fine. First the shoe thing though. You go into the shoe store, there’s a sexy pair of stiletto pumps. What colour are they?”

“Yellow.”

“Mmm, slutty, but not predictable like red. I like it.”

“And there’s a guy, a store clerk—”

“Is he hot?”

“Of course he’s hot. And he’s kneeling in front of me—”

“Nice.”

“—touching my feet, you know, massaging, but dancing higher too, around my ankle—”

“I think this guy likes you. You should fuck him.”

“Shush. Do you want to hear this or not?”

Angela shushed.

“So he’s kneeling in front of me, touching me, making me squirm because I’m getting so hot.”

“What are you wearing?”

“I dunno, like jean—”

“You’re wearing a dress,” Angela insisted. “And he’s kneeling between your legs.”

Rupali hissed in a breath. The image was so clear in her head, the handsome clerk insinuating himself between her knees, crouching just so, getting just the right angle to—

“He can see up my dress,” Rupali whispered.

“Do you like that?

She swallowed again. “Uh-huh.”

“Tell me.”

Rupali took a deep breath. Here goes. “He’s kneeling in front of me, stealing glances at my bare legs and—not that I’ve ever done this—”

“Of course not.”

“—I open my knees, just a little, you know, so he can see my panties, special ones just for shoe shopping, with a gauzy gusset. They’re just the right colour so he thinks maybe he can see my pussy. Then when I open a bit wider, he realises it’s only my panties, but I watch his face and wait for that moment when he notices they’re translucent, and he can see my pussy after all.”

In bed, Rupali squeezed her thighs together. She was throbbing down there. Could Angela feel her nipples stabbing into her back?

She continued: “He’s fumbling with my feet and trying not to get caught looking up my dress, but he’s getting flustered and I can see his erection. He can’t adjust himself in front of me and he’s trying to bend over to hide it, but it only brings his face closer to my pussy, and now I’m thinking about him going down on me. I don’t even like cock that much—”

“Hmph.”

“—but watching him get hard has gotten me super aroused, and I can feel myself getting moist. It’s going to soak through my panties, and then he’ll see how wet I am and…”

Angela’s breath almost echoed in the silent dorm. “And then what?”

Rupali felt a warm glow. Angela was squirming in her arms, and she was secretly pleased to be able to pay her lover back in some small way for the sexy stories she’d created.

“And I don’t have any more,” Rupali said. “I’m not sure where to take it from there. I don’t really want to fuck the guy. That’s not a lesbian thing. It’s just hotter having him look up my dress, and I think it ought to finish on a high note.”

She could almost hear Angela thinking. The ring and little finger of her right hand were touching Angela’s ribcage, and she could feel her heart in there hammering nineteen to the dozen.

“In your fantasy,” Angela began slowly, “would you bring a lover shopping with you?”

“Um?” Rupali thought about it for a moment. “Is that so I’d have to be more discreet? I don’t think I would. It’s hot because I’m being so brazen, not because I’m frightened of being discovered.”

“What if the lover was in on it. What if she was watching you too?”

“Why?”

“Because she wanted to see you flash in public, and…”

“And?”

“And maybe it’s the lover’s fantasy to finish you off.”

“I see.”

“With a strap-on. With the store clerk watching.”

“Oh my,” Rupali breathed.

Angela was cuddled into her body with her ear right in front of Rupali’s lips. She’d certainly be able to tell from Rupali’s breathing what she thought about it.

“Yes,” she whispered finally. “That would definitely be finishing on a high note.”

“You’d only need to change one thing,” Angela whispered.

“What’s that?”

“If I’m across the store being discreet,” she said, “I won’t be able to see your pussy.”

“Oh.”

“So you’ll need to lose the panties.”

Rupali’s pussy throbbed. The fantasy of flashing a stranger had created a spark down there, but the suggestion of flashing the whole store and fucking in public, of being reamed hard, humiliated, forced to come while people watched, had fanned that spark into flame. If she didn’t get some relief soon, she felt like she might explode.

She rolled over in bed and fetched Ike and Mike from the bedside table. Ike and Mike were their wirelessly linked vibrating vaginal plugs. “Now you tell me your story,” she whispered, delving beneath Angela’s nightie and slipping Ike inside her. “The one where I have a cock and a pussy.”

“Alright.” Angela rolled over and helped slip Mike into the cauldron already coming to a simmer between Rupali’s legs. She set them both going on a gentle cycle. “Do you remember Scoot?”

“Do I?” Scoot had been with them on the beach the day of their threesome with Zach. He’d gotten Rupali off with his fingers while Angela told them both a dirty story about him and them fucking.

“Remember how you were lying face down on your towel?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And I told you two a story about how Scoot had pinned you down and was fucking you from behind.”

Gulp.

“Well this is the rest of that story.”

“There’s more?”

Angela gave her a kiss. “Oh, sweetie, there’s always more. I call this, ‘Futa Beach 3-way’. Now, where was I?”

“Scoot was fucking me. Go back to where he comes. I liked that bit.”

Angela giggled. “You hussy. You love a cooch full of sploodge, don’t you?”

“Just tell it.”

“Right, so he’s pinned you to the sand, face down, and he’s fucking you—”

“He’s reaming me.”

“He’s fucking you for the moment, but you tell him, ‘Do it harder! Come in my pussy…’”

─────
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Futa Beach 3-Way

Not a man to disappoint, Scoot tears your bikini to shreds and presses your thighs closed, squeezing his cock tighter. He goes deep, ploughing into you, pounding you harder than he’s ever gone before. You’re still face-down, and he doesn’t yet know your secret.

I’m right there and I hear his breathing change. I know what’s about to happen, what he’s about to do inside you, but I don’t think you do. I get down low and whisper in your ear, “I hope you’re on the pill, sweetie. Here comes your big surprise.”

But you get there first. In a heartbeat, you’re past the point of no return with an explosive orgasm building inside, and you begin this surprised-sounding thrumming wail. “Oh… Oh dear…Oooh…oooh.” It builds up to a single high soprano note. You’re arching upwards beneath Scoot’s pounding shaft, and then you’re bucking under his weight, squealing, spiralling out of control as the orgasm rips through your body.

A moment later, Scoot thrusts hard and holds the end of the stroke. He’s coming inside you, crying out and pumping hot ropes of cum deep in your pussy. He pulls halfway out between each creamy jet, only to pound back in, squelching, forcing his seed so deep you can feel it warming your belly. He throbs inside you, stretching you, and you squeeze him back, holding him fast, milking the last of his jizz into you without spilling a drop. Finally, you both wind down together—you release your grip on him and Scoot slips free.

I’ve been happy to watch so far, but the reaming, the creaming—I can’t take it anymore, and I get down to suck your mingled juices from Scoot’s cock. He’s enormous, bigger than you even when he’s shrinking, filling my mouth with man-meat and still leaking delicious cum spiced with your feminine tang, a flavour that gets stronger the deeper I take him.

You’ve both come now, and I’ve been left behind. I want some of what you’ve just had, but I can’t wait for him to get hard again. I reach between your legs and stroke your leaking pussy, but what I’m after is out of reach, trapped between your body and the towel. “Baby,” I say, trying to reach you, wanting to feel your shaft. “Are you ready for me?”

“Uh-huh.”

You shift your hips and let me grasp you. Your pussy-fuelled orgasm has done nothing to wilt your hard-on, and you groan into the towel as I close my fingers around the base and slip my thumb into your wet, leaking cunt.

“Baby?”

Your breath is shuddering. “What?”

“Come on.” I give your ladycock a tight squeeze. “I’m ready. Now.” I let go and sit back on my heels, while you roll over on the towel and prop up on your elbows.

Scoot sees what you’re packing and gasps. I know how he feels. I can barely believe it myself—my girlfriend, naked and oiled in the middle of Futa Beach, the summer sun glinting off a pearly trickle of cum leaking from her open cunt lips, and directly north of that, her thick, hard ladycock, twitching with erotic menace. It sends electric sparks through my loins, and I wriggle nervously closer.

I almost forget myself and go down on you. I want to suck you between my lips, feel your beautiful, feminine shaft fill me as I swallow it all the way down. I want to press my face into your groin and suck your chick-dick; I want to snake out my tongue and lave your clit, make you scream and buck until you climax again and pump load after load of sweet cum down my throat.

I shake off the daydream. “Rupali!” I command. “Up you get. Scoot, lie down.”

“I’m not sure whether I, ahhh…” he begins nervously, probably imagining your hard-on is for him.

“Hey, if you want Rupali to fuck you with that thing then you can get in line,” I tell him. “I’m up next, and if you want the best seat in the house, you’ll lie down when I tell you, where I tell you, otherwise you can wander off and leave us to it.”

He smiles, lying down on his back as you get up. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy.”

We both watch you rise. You look down as if to see what all the fuss is about and then strike a pose in the sunshine, showing off your cock.

You. Are. Mesmerising.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m a big fan of the male form—thick limbs, narrow hips, broad shoulders and all that. It’s hot, red hot, you don’t need to tell me. But the female body, your body, is just…beautiful. No, exquisite! Your long, soft curves glowing with oil; your full, perfect breasts casting shadows down your flat belly; and your thick, proud ladycock, standing hard and erect and ready for action.

You stand tall and hipshot before us, stroking your length slowly with delicate, pink-tipped fingers.

I feel a lump of deep wanting in my throat, and my chest tightens with pure need. I shiver again. I want you to take me, to dominate me, to lose control and ravage my body. For a moment, I wish to be a virgin again, to feel the exquisite pain as you break me open for the very first time and plunder me, conquer me.

You laugh at me. “See something green?”

Scoot and I have been gawking. I don’t know for how long.

You come and crouch over me, bending down for a kiss, soft and sweet on my lips. You cup my breast. Your cock rests heavily against my belly. “How do you want it?”

“Doggy,” I croak, that lump rising again in my throat. “Don’t hold back.”

“Your wish, sweetie.” You kiss me again and tweak my nipple.

I gesture for Scoot to lie on the towel, and I swing a leg over his head, kneeling over him and facing back towards his cock. My open pussy is just six inches above his face, and he doesn’t miss the opportunity to crane upwards and tongue me greedily before you move in and kneel behind us.

“You sure you want this, sweetie?”

“Uh-huh.” I’m shaking now. I can’t see you behind me, but it’s like I can feel a kind of magnetism as you hold the tip of your ladycock close. I bend even lower, my nipples brushing Scoot’s hard stomach, pushing my pussy upwards and out, aching for you to enter me.

“That doesn’t sound very convincing, Angie,” you tease. “I don’t think I want to take you unless you want it.”

“Please,” I gasp. “Don’t play with me.”

“Nope, she doesn’t want it. Scoot, lick her clit until she either screams for it or comes on your face.”

Before I could respond, Scoot pulls me down to his mouth. So much for licking; he closes his lips around my clit and sucks. Hard! He flicks his tongue from side to side over its sensitive surface and buries his nose in my pussy.

Pleasure explodes through my loins. His mouth so different to yours, stronger, rougher, more masculine—it takes my breath away and turns my legs to jelly. My knees shake and I collapse onto his face, moaning, crying and grinding my pussy against his nose as he sends me to heaven. Unless he learns to breathe through his ears, this is going to be a temporary state of affairs, but the sensation is new and explosive, and I quickly resolve to enjoy it while I can and then beg for your cock only when he pushes me away for a breath.

Thirty literally breathless seconds of pussy-munching later, my clit is on red alert, sirens blaring and lights flashing, needle gauges in the red-zone signalling imminent overload. My body is screaming for me to come—come or die—but somehow I hold it at bay, alternating holding my own breath, turning purple, hyperventilating. I’m twisting, grinding, writhing on Scoot’s nose, but not once does he breathe, and not once does he release the orgasmic suction on my clit.

Sixty seconds. My other senses start to fade. The world contracts down to a single point of pure, white hot sensation between my legs. I feel the change as my body begins rejecting the messages I send to withhold my orgasm. The battle is lost and I’m about to explode.

With one last force of will I push away from Scoot, screaming and crying, “Noooooo! Oh God, I’m coming!” I take another deep breath, preparing for the blend of euphoria and melancholy over an opportunity squandered as the orgasm carries me away, and then you reach around and twist my nipple painfully.

“Oh, you bit—” I began tearfully, then I realise you’ve doused my climax. I turn to you, breathless, my vision doubled with brimming tears and the screaming, runaway machine of my sex winding back down to a pleasurable tingle. “Oh my God! You wonderful, beautiful…smarty-pants. How did you—?

“Did you think you knew all my secrets?”

Scoot had taken a couple of deep breaths and now seemed no worse for wear from his near asphyxiation.

“And you?” I glare tearfully down at him between my thighs. “How did you—?”

“I could have kept going a bit longer,” he says, grinning. “If you want to stay alive in big surf, then you gotta have lung capacity.”

You reach down and stroke a finger through my incandescent slit, silencing any further questions and recriminations over my cruel mistreatment.

“Ooohh.” My back buckles and I fall forward onto Scoot. It’s like making a dog scratch by rubbing its tummy— I’m so horny, my pussy is acting independently and controlling the rest of my movements. At your touch, my bottom arches high in the air again, offering itself wantonly and shamelessly to be penetrated from behind.

You touch the tip of your ladycock to my lips and push fractionally forward, the lubricated knob sliding frictionlessly into the waiting socket. I wriggle my hips to get the angle right and feel it dance around the sensitive edges. I’m savouring the anticipation as I wait for you to drive deeper.

And then, finally, my reward. Closing your long fingers onto my hips for leverage, you simultaneously pull and thrust, effortlessly ploughing your six inches all the way home. With an undulating dolphin-like rhythm, you rock your hips, dragging the tip maddeningly over my G-spot on the way out before gliding smoothly all the way back in. Slowly, gently and lovingly, you fuck me, not roughly like a cave-man—which I still want—but luxuriously, like it’s a gift. If day-spas offered fucking, this is what it would be like. A mineral bath, shiatsu massage, then hair, nails and a facial followed by a full hour of lady-fucking.

I hold my bottom high in the air but rest my breasts and head on Scoot’s stomach, moaning with pleasure at the pampering my pussy is receiving. I let my mind drift while watching Scoot’s cock, so close I could take it in my mouth. It’s still swollen from its exertions, but soft and motionless. It occurs to me that I know almost nothing about soft dicks. Every time I encounter one, it’s well on its way to becoming rock hard, which is pretty much the only way I picture them.

I reach forward and stroke it, expecting it to rear a bit as a semi-erect one does when I hold it, but there is still no movement. Taking hold, I give it a squeeze from the base. It’s strange, like Play-Doh, moulding to any shape I make in my hand, but otherwise completely lifeless. I’m fascinated. Rocking forward, I lick from tip to base, expecting my tongue to get results where my fingers could not. I understand it’s a matter of timing rather than intent; it was barely five minutes ago he filled you to overflowing, but for some insane reason I see it as a challenge to my womanhood: harden this cock or you’re a disgrace to your sex!

I take him into my mouth. His cock is shorter now and so pliant that I don’t need to swallow any of it. It’s totally different to normal cock-sucking. I can stay all the way down on the root and still breathe.

His dick folds under the pressure of my tongue. It moulds into the shape of my cheek or the roof of my mouth like bubble-gum, and most amazingly, (and I swear I could do this for hours) when I suck hard at the base, it closes down to a thin hard rope between my lips while the other end swells and hardens against the back of my throat. The first time I try it, I think he’s getting hard and prepare to give him a proper blow job, but then when I release the suction, it returns to its soft pliant state. So cool!

As I’m doing this for what feels like the millionth time, I release the suction and instead of shrinking back down it just kind of…stays! It’s still soft, but bigger. I do it again, pressing my lips down onto the root and sucking hard, compressing with my lips and tongue. This time the tip presses more insistently at the back of my throat and the whole thing feels thicker. Scoot gives it a weak pump and I feel if flex, straightening, lining up along my tongue as if preparing for the march down my throat. The same thing happens, or more accurately doesn’t happen when I release again. No shrinkage! He’s thicker, firmer, and straighter—and this is weird, heavier. A properly hard cock seems to defy gravity; it stands up all on its own, defying you to weigh it. Scoot is not that hard yet, so his cock is still resting in my mouth, and it feels heavy, dangerous, like it’s filled with lead shot.

I stop sucking and just hold him in my mouth, concentrating on what’s happening. It’s slowly inflating. I especially feel it thickening at the base, forcing my jaws apart, but it’s growing everywhere at once, growing fatter and opening the cavern of my mouth, longer too—longer, straighter and harder. He’s still pressing at the back of my throat, but more insistently now. Before, I could easily hold the tip back as it searched for a new hole to invade, and it would just flex and bow in the middle, but now it’s straightening out and won’t take no for an answer.

Quickly, I hyperventilate a few times, take a deep breath, and relax my throat, giving him a new avenue of growth. Immediately his knob invades the space I’ve made, sliding purposefully into my throat, just an inch, and his whole cock straightens and cuts off my airway.

Scoot gasps and twines his fingers in my hair, holding me down onto his growing erection (as if I was going anywhere). A heartbeat later he pumps his cock. It swells and hardens in my mouth, and the knob bulges massively in my throat, forcing itself down another half an inch or so.

I wrap my arms around his hips and dig my fingers into his buttocks, hugging his groin to my face, twisting and trying to drag him even deeper. It works after a fashion because he continues growing inside me. My jaws are almost fully stretched around the thick root, and he seems to be filling my entire mouth as well as my throat. I struggle to hold back the swelling. Closing my lips over my teeth, I simultaneously bite down and suck to compress the middle of his shaft, swallowing to caress his knob, now two inches down my throat.

The results are instantaneous and exactly the opposite of my intent. He cries out in ecstasy and bucks his hips in my face. He pumps his cock three times and swells massively inside me, his knob bulging and burrowing even further down my throat.

He’s fully hard now and completely at my mercy…providing I don’t need to breathe! I figured I’m good for another thirty seconds or so before I pass out, and the way he’s writhing and crying out as I suck and swallow, I reckon I have a chance of keeping him there until he comes.

You’re still giving me the lady-fuck deluxe. It feels wonderful, but it’s not going to make me come. Beyond verbal commands now, I fling one hand back and slap your thigh, international sign language for, ‘I have a cock in my mouth, and I need you to fuck me harder.’

Dear, sweet Rupali. On the next inbound stroke, you drive in harder, your groin slapping hard against my bottom. Your ladycock touches down inside me, deliciously stretching my innermost wall and setting off a little explosion of pleasure.

God, it feels fantastic—goodbye lady-fuck, hello man-fuck! Two strokes later I feel that familiar stirring as my orgasm, held at bay too long now, reawakens and growls menacingly in my groin. It is not to be denied this time.

With you driving hard into my pussy, I return my concentration back to Scoot’s dick, sucking and swallowing, I guide his hands on my head, encouraging him to pull me down harder on his cock, to fuck my face with abandon. I want him to grind into me as hard as he wants, to force me down onto him and pump me full of cum. I have a big breath, enough I think, and I don’t want him to worry about suffocating me. If worse comes to worst, I always have my teeth and I’m pretty sure I can get him out at short notice.

Bless him—he knows international sign language as well. He twists his fingers into my hair and pulls me down hard, mashing my lips into his groin and my nose into his balls. I redouble my efforts of swallowing and sucking, moaning and crying out for him to come. Hopefully he understands and does me the favour of coming before my lungs burst.

I hear him begin his build up, panting and writhing. Damn, he’s ahead of me! I direct another desperate slap behind me, clapping hard on your thigh: harder, bitch!

You do not disappoint. With your next stroke, you slam into me like a thunderclap, your hard cock detonating an explosion as you try to ram it straight through me. You start pounding me, punctuating each thrust with a word. “You. Slapped. Me. You. Slut.” The thrusts come harder, faster. “I’ll. Ram. This. Thing. So. Far. Up.” Your voice is breaking. “You can brush! Your teeth! WITH IT!

Each thrust is like an air pump, building up the pressure of my impending orgasm until it’s ready to burst. About half way through this little speech, Scoot lifts off, both literally— hoisting his backside into the air—and figuratively as his cock swells and bulges and finally rockets cum down my throat. For each of your last half dozen thrusts, Scoot fills me with another sac-load of cum while you arch back and slam your ladycock upwards, lifting me off the ground with each pounding blow, suspending me in the air, impaled on two rampant cocks.

I start coming on the second last stroke, and on the very last one, you grab my hips hard, grinding into me, kneeling up straight and lifting me off the ground. You’re coming, exploding inside me and squirting me full of slick ladycum. Twisting your hips, you jerk back and eject your queer seed in my pussy while I dangle in the air, screaming and swallowing and kicking my legs like a puppet, my own orgasm convulsing my body.

Scoot finally stops pumping and lifts me off his cock just as I begin to feel faint from lack of oxygen. I simultaneously try to scream and suck in air. You lower me down. I’m panting and heaving and completely spent, collapsed on top of Scoot, my mouth and pussy throbbing with pleasure and pain. My arms and legs drape over his sides like an animal skin, completely satisfied from being taken so completely.

“That wuf— Ouch.”

“Epic,” Scoot sighs.

“Carnal,” you marvel, still kneeling behind us and running your hands over my back.

“You hurt my lipf.”

“Sorry,” you both reply.

“Not thove ones. Theve ones!”

“I’ll kiss these ones better,” Scoot says from between my open thighs. “Just in case.” He kisses my pussy softly.

“Ouch. Thove ones hurt too.” I shiver, wondering whether he’s tasting your cum.

You laugh. “That’ll teach you to giddy-up on me.”

“Probably not,” I say with a happy moan.

“So,” says Scoot, twisting his head back to look at your ladycock. “Is it my turn yet?”

You giggle and tell him, “Another time.”

I can’t wait.

──────

Rupali cycled Ike and Mike from the high setting down to off. Angela lay panting in her arms, both having come at the critical moment of the story.

“Is that the end?” Rupali asked.

“Wasn’t that enough?”

“Yeah, it was. It’s just…”

“You wanted to fuck a dude with your ladycock?”

Rupali giggled. “No, that’s a bit too queer, even for me.” She gave Ange a loving squeeze. “Next time we can swap places. I’d like to see you with the ladycock.”

“You fancy me with a big dick, do you?”

“I fancy you anyway,” Rupali said, cupping Angela’s breast and kissing her neck. “I’d fancy you more though if you had a big dick and came inside me.”

“Hmm, the shoe store fantasy might be easier to arrange.”

Rupali giggled again. “You’re resourceful. I’ll have both.”

Angela was quiet for awhile and Rupali thought she’d gone to sleep. “Good night, lovely,” she whispered, barely loud enough to hear.

No response.

“Angie? You asleep?”

“Yeah. Night-night.”

──────
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Queen of Hot

“Hello. Namaste,” the clerk said. His voice was accented with the clipped, precise consonants that were so familiar to Rupali from her parents and relatives. “Welcome to Sundara. My name is Raj. How can I be of assistance?”

Rupali could feel the cotton of her summer school dress brushing across her bare pussy. She felt completely exposed, like she was standing on a mirrored floor.

Here goes.

“Namaste,” she said, smiling back at him. “Sorry, but that’s exhausted my entire Hindi vocabulary.” Voe-cabb-you-lair-ree. Oh my God, that’s my parents’ accent. What’s wrong with me?

“No, it is I who should be sorry,” he said, clasping those long-fingered hands again. “This place, Sundara, it means beautiful and charming in Hindi, and I serve so many beautiful Indian women—I sometimes forget which country I am in.” He paused and looked down, realising he had just paid a brazen compliment. Then, meeting Rupali’s eyes again with a bashful smile, “I confess, it is not the worst job I have ever had.”

Oh, bravo, what a recovery! Aussie understatement from an Indian boy. Rupali could feel Angela beaming beside her, positive now that she’d scouted this store earlier.

She measured Raj as being a little taller than herself—a pleasant change of angle from peering down at Angela all the time. She was surprised at how he set off the Indian mannerisms she didn’t even know she had—modestly clasping her hands over her crotch, lowering her eyes and watching him through her eyelashes. What was more surprising was that she liked the way it made her feel and found herself smiling and flashing her eyes at him.

“I’m going to browse,” Angela murmured, touching her on the hip as she stepped past and around Raj. Once she was behind his back, she reached down and scratched the back of her thigh, lifting her dress to expose the smooth curve of her bare bottom to anyone watching, which of course was only Rupali.

Rupali remembered why they were there and felt another flush of adrenalin, setting off tingles in her breasts and deep in her stomach. She hadn’t said anything since Raj’s lovely compliment, and he seemed compelled to save her by continuing as if he was still finishing a thought.

“Actually, it is refreshing to serve Australian girls.”

As he was talking, Rupali began walking towards a row of shoes, but maintaining eye contact so that he’d follow and browse with her.

“They seem…” he paused to think of the word.

“Exotic?” Cringe!

He laughed as if she’d made a joke rather than a fool of herself. “I was going to say, they seem less inclined to judge an Indian man who is not a doctor or an engineer.”

Rupali looked down and fingered a lovely black sling-back so that he wouldn’t see the guilt on her face. She hadn’t judged his profession, but even before meeting him, she’d profiled him as a narrow-minded and patriarchal Indian man. It wasn’t that much better.

It made her reflect, as progressive and Australian as her parents behaved, she still hadn’t discussed her career with them. They expected she would go to university next year to study science or IT, but more and more she’d been considering applying for a netball scholarship to the Australian Institute of Sport. What would her parents say about that?

“Raj, can I ask a personal question?”

“Only if you tell me your name,” he said in deep tones that she was beginning to find very manly and attractive. “That way we won’t be strangers.”

She looked back up into his smiling eyes. “I’m Rupali,” she said, holding out her hand to shake.

He took it firmly but gently. His skin felt warm and soft and gave her a tingle. “Your name also means ‘beautiful’,” he said, “although I’m sure you already knew that.”

She did. She thought he was going to go on and say something cheesy like ‘a beautiful name for a beautiful girl’—or worse—but he didn’t.

“Now that we are introduced, Rupali, you may ask your personal question.”

She picked up a patent leather lace-up pump (laces are so, so sexy) and continued to browse as they talked. “How did you explain your career to your parents?” she asked. “And how did they react?”

“I am sorry,” he laughed. “I have misled you. This is not my career. I completed a Bachelor of Science with a Physiology major last year and have enrolled for a Bachelor of Podiatry at the University of Sydney next year. I chose to take a gap year to work in a shoe shop. Here I will see more feet in twelve months than I will in twelve years of private practice, so I should get a very good idea of whether I want to devote my career to feet.”

Rupali felt a little flood of warmth through her core. A tall, handsome man with a double-degree—she was such a snob to like him more because he was educated. “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean—”

He smiled, holding up a hand. “No. There is no need for apologies.” Then changing the subject to save her again, “Those shoes are very beautiful.” He picked up the pair to the one she was holding. “Would you like to try them on? I believe they will suit you very well.”

“Um, okay,” Rupali said. “Yes please.” She felt another surge of adrenalin, remembering why she was there. She saw Angela smile at her from across the store, offering two thumbs up.

“What size are you?” he asked, looking down at her feet. “A ladies’ size eight?”

“That’s right,” she said, more impressed than she ought to have been at such a simple trick for someone with a good eye. “An eight-and-a-half in some shoes because the right foot is too snug. I think it’s a little bigger.”

“Let me get the Brannock and we’ll find out for sure,” he said, retreating a few steps and returning with one of those stainless-steel foot-measuring devices. “If you don’t mind, Rupali, I will take the measurement standing.” He kneeled and placed what he’d called the Brannock beside her right foot. She was about to kick off her school sandals when he looked up, making her wonder how much closer he would need to be to see up her dress. “May I help you with your sandals?”

“Oh. Uh, sure.” She felt charmed by his politeness and chivalry. Unbidden, a lightning flash image lit up in her mind’s eye—lying naked beneath him in bed as he asked, ‘May I put my cock in you now?’ She quickly raised a hand to her mouth to hide the smile, uncommonly glad to possess a skin-tone that wouldn’t show her blushing.

He unbuckled her sandals and slipped them off her feet, his warm fingers working quickly and dextrously. “I prefer to take a standing measurement because of the size difference you perceive,” he explained. “The foot changes shape, you see, when it is carrying weight. The metatarsals can splay”—he traced his fingers down the top of her foot—“making the foot wider than when you are seated.”

Rupali placed her unshod foot on the cool metal of the Brannock.

“Do you normally wear socks?”

She looked down at the short, white socks that were part of their school uniform. The only other shoes she wore socks with were sports shoes. “No.” Her voice was husky. A tingle ran through her chest, anticipating what was coming next.

He looked up again from his supplicant position. “May I?”

Rupali nodded and bent her knee, raising the heel off the floor in offering. She swallowed hard and hoped he couldn’t see her anticipation. God, he’s undressing me!

Using both hands, he slipped his index fingers into the hollows behind her ankle which, Rupali hadn’t realised until that moment, turned out to be an erogenous zone for her. He pushed down, and she levered her foot up by bending further at the knee. As he slipped it over her heel and down past her toes, she realised with a breathless rush that she’d lifted the hem of her school dress over his eyeline. She didn’t need to worry about him seeing the panicked look on her face anymore; if he’d looked up at that moment, then all he’d have seen was the pink, glistening folds of her pussy.

She was well on her way to becoming fully aroused. It was going to be a very uncomfortable walk back to the dorm, and she prayed that they got back in time for Angela to relieve her before dinner.

While Raj removed the other sock, Rupali paid more attention to the feeling of his fingertips behind her ankle, so warm and smooth and gentle. Kneeling directly in front of her with his hands around her ankle, she indulged a little fantasy where instead of pushing her sock down, he would stroke upwards, running those strong, smooth hands over her calf, around her knee, and then under her dress and up the long muscles of her thigh where he’d stop, teasing her, the tips of his fingers just millimetres from the baking entrance of her pussy. It was so vivid, she was almost surprised when he slid her sock down rather than up, but she repeated the same movement as before with her knee, deliberately this time, buzzing with anticipation and the hope that he’d look up and spy her leaking sex.

She reflected with a thrill that without panties, she was now technically naked from the waist down and gave her hips a wiggle just to feel the cotton dress swish across her bare bottom.

Sadly, Raj had missed the show. He’d folded her socks into a ball and poked them into one sandal. Placing his hands on the jaws of the Brannock, he paused for a moment and then looked up at Rupali’s face. She realised with dull shame that she’d been waiting for him to touch her again, to pick up her foot and place it in the device, whereas he was quite rightly waiting for her to do it herself…which she finally did, a few seconds too late for it not to be embarrassing.

The steel device was cold and hard after the warm, sensuous touch of his hands, but he worked quickly and expertly and had both feet in and out in what felt like just a few seconds.

“It is as I suspected,” he said, standing and looking at her eyes again. “The good news is that your feet are the same length.”

“That does sound like good news.”

“I would be surprised if they were not,” he said. “The symmetry of your body and your face is quite perfect, so a difference in bone growth in your feet could really only be caused by a childhood injury. Fortuitously, that seems not to be the case.”

Blush! Did he just call my body perfect? Rupali beamed and swished her dress again, catching a glimpse of Angela across the store, impatiently pretending to look at a non-existent watch.

“The bad news,” he continued, “is that your right arch is slightly fallen.”

“Oh. What should I do?”

“Well, I’m not supposed to say this,” he said quietly, “but I recommend you consult a qualified podiatrist and get a set of orthotic inserts.”

That seemed like sound advice. “Why shouldn’t you tell me that?”

As he was talking, Raj had picked out a box containing the lace-up pumps in her size and led her over to a low bench where she could sit, hands in her lap and knees together for the moment. “This store stocks a range of shoe inserts that are supposed to correct such problems,” he explained. “But they are a ‘one size fits all’ solution to a more complex problem that affects the health of your feet.” He looked around conspiratorially, and Rupali felt another warm flush of endorphins. “I will share a secret with you. I sometimes pay for one myself, so the owner does not suspect I am not selling them.”

Raj assumed the position from Rupali’s fantasy, kneeling in front of her, and Angela quickly circled around the store for a better view as he unwrapped the shoes and loosened the laces. “Right foot, please Rupali.”

She lifted her foot and pointed her toes for him, straight at his groin. Is that Freudian?

He slipped the shoe gently onto her foot, touching her all over (especially around that new erogenous zone behind the ankle) and sending shivers up her calf. Taking care not to pinch with the laces against her bare skin, he tied it in a perfectly symmetrical bow before reaching for the other shoe.

Rupali saw Angela looking at her meaningfully from two rows across, one hand under her dress. Was she stroking herself or just encouraging her to escalate the fantasy? Probably both. And it was working! Rupali pointed her left foot for Raj to slip on the other shoe and placed it back on the floor with her knees a little further apart than was considered modest, although not so wide that he could see her pussy.

Yet.

What she wanted was to plant the idea in his head that she was careless with her modesty, and that if he was vigilant then he might be rewarded with a glimpse of her panties.

As he completed the knot, a perfect clone of the other one, she noticed with a delicious shiver that his eyes did indeed linger on their way back up to her face. She was overjoyed at the success. She’d been afraid initially that he was just too perfect a gentleman to be true, but it turned out there was a goodly portion of un-gentle-man in there as well. She felt herself getting wetter and was concerned—incongruously so, considering what she’d been planning—that she’d leave a mark on the seat of her dress that he might see.

As Raj got up, Rupali grasped the edge of the bench and drew her legs together, preparing to stand. Between the low seat, the high heels and her long legs, her knees were raised too high and her dress slid all the way down her thighs and pooled in her lap. It would have been fine if it had been intentional, but instinct took over and she yelped with surprise, clutching at her hem to cover her pussy. She heard Angela gasp from two rows over, so clearly she’d gotten the money shot, but Rupali thought that with Raj in the process of standing and the way the dress had bunched in her lap, maybe it had just been sexy rather than obscene.

Holding her hem down with one hand, Rupali reset and looked up at Raj through her eyelashes, trying to gauge his reaction. He simply smiled and offered his hand to help stand up, which she accepted and then held for a few seconds as she thanked him.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

For one panicked moment, Rupali thought he was talking about her very obvious lack of underwear, then she saw him look at the shoes and realised her mistake just in time before saying something else stupid. “Good,” she said. “The right one feels a little tight.”

“If you don’t mind,” he said, “I would like to show you something.”

Oh my God! Did my eyes just flick down to his cock? I’m such as slut. “Of course,” she said, clearing her throat. “What is it?”

“I’m not going to sell this to you,” he explained, retrieving some translucent shoe inserts from a box beneath the counter, “but I want you to see what the shoes would feel like with orthotics.”

Rupali thought orthotics were only for closed shoes, but these were a narrow shape that would fit nicely in the pumps without hanging over the edge.

Sitting down again, he quickly unlaced the shoes and replaced them with a pair half a size larger containing the inserts. “Now the left one is just a cushioned insole,” he explained, “but the right is one of those corrective inserts I mentioned. I don’t recommend it, but it will hold your foot to roughly the correct shape.”

With her knees slightly apart again, Rupali was delighted to catch him stealing frequent glances as he fitted and tied the new pumps, once again knotting the sexy laces into perfect bows. When he was done, he offered his hand again to help her up, which of course she accepted.

“Is that different?”

“They both feel the right size now,” she said, “but the right one feels…”

“Lumpy?”

Rupali giggled. “Yes! I was searching for a better adjective, but ‘lumpy’ describes it perfectly.”

“That is because the insert is re-shaping your arch,” he explained, showing her with his hand how the foot bends over the insert. “May I try something else?” He gestured for her to sit again, which she did, taking care to hold onto her hem.

Raj removed the right shoe and then, taking her right foot in both hands, he rested it against his thigh, explaining that he was going to massage it to loosen the ligaments, which would mimic what her foot would be like after walking on the insert for a while.

Rupali felt another nervous flutter wondering where a sensual massage might lead.

With his palms on top of her foot, Raj closed his strong fingers underneath and pressed gently into her arch.

She squeaked, “Oop!” and stole her foot back. “That tickles.”

“I apologise,” he said, holding out his hands. “I will take more care.”

Ignoring his offered hands, Rupali put her foot back on his thigh much higher than he’d placed it before, catching her breath as she felt something move against her big toe.

Oh my God, I made him hard already.

She was so tempted to stroke him there but resisted and instead pressed firmly down to let him know she was staying right where she was.

As he closed his fingers around her foot again, moving slowly and more firmly to avoid tickling her, she could see his eyelashes flick upwards as he stole glances at her legs. Even though she had her feet together, the one resting on his leg was raised much higher and he could easily see all the way down the back of her thigh to her bottom.

Having desensitised her, he began massaging much more thoroughly, working his strong fingers down and between the long bones, warming up and stretching the muscles.

“Oh, that feels wonderful,” she groaned. “You have such strong hands.” What the fuck? I sound like my own B-grade porno fantasy. She leaned back against the wall and watched Raj work his magic, at the same time checking for tell-tale movements in his crotch.

There was another movement in her peripheral vision. It was Angela; she was still in the same place across the store, watching, but now she was lifting her dress so that Rupali could see her pussy. She nearly jumped when she realised that what she thought were her friend’s open, pink folds, was in fact the pink saddle-shaped head of Ike, one half of Ike and Mike, their radio-linked vibrating plugs.

Sneaky cow! She must have slipped it in back at the dorm, and now she was going to buzz herself to a climax here in the store and leave Rupali high and dry.

Okay, well, not so dry, I guess.

Rupali watched jealously as she pinched the base and began sliding Ike in and out. The plugs were shaped like bowling pins (thankfully much smaller), with a narrow throat behind the saddle base that then widened to about an inch diameter before tapering to a bullet nose at the tip. As Angela drew Ike out, Rupali could see her tight inner lips clinging to its smooth barrel, as if reluctant to release it from their hot embrace. With her foot in Raj’s magic hands, Rupali watched as she slowly fucked herself with the vibrator while with the other hand, she held her dress up and lovingly fingered her clit, holding herself open to show how hot and engorged she was.

Rupali was burning up. All she wanted was to reach under her dress and finger herself. Leaning her head back against the wall, she closed her eyes and moaned softly—for the pleasure of Raj’s warm touch on her foot, for the feeling of his hard cock twitching against her toe, and for the frustration and jealousy of Angela masturbating in front of her.

With eyes closed and heart racing, she realised the time had come. She opened her legs wider and, just holding one side of her dress, allowed the other to slide down her raised leg and pool in her lap. Unable to look, she waited for some type of feedback from Raj. After five seconds she felt no change. Was he not watching? She breathed in shallow gasps. She had to let him know how hot she was, so she gave some voice to the pleasure filling her senses.

“Oh, oh, mmm.”

She felt Raj jump. Bingo! We have a winner. Time for a reward. “Oh, that feels so nice,” she said in her breathiest, sexiest voice. “Please don’t stop.”

Then it was her turn for a reward when he flexed his cock, pressing insistently against her toes.

“Mmm, yes,” she purred, a smile pricking at the corners of her mouth. With her head back and eyes closed, she hoped he was taking the opportunity for a long, hot look at her soaking slit. And if so, she needed to give him some warning so that she didn’t catch him staring. “Oh, that was lovely,” she said softly, moving her knees back together to block his view before opening her eyes. “Thank you so much.”

“Not at all,” he said. “Truly it was my pleasure.”

I bet it was. Rupali sat up straight and smoothed her school dress down over her thighs while Raj slipped her foot back into the shoe and helped her to her feet again.

She gasped in surprise. “They feel exactly the same!” she said, giving him her biggest smile.

“Try walking in them.”

She walked away from him between the racks, swinging her bottom slowly from side to side. At the end of the aisle, she bent over with legs straight and pretended to fuss with the laces, allowing her dress to ride up and cling around her bottom. She knew it wouldn’t ride up enough to show her pussy, but he didn’t, and she knew he’d be watching closely.

Rupali straightened, turned, and walked back, holding his gaze with her eyes, loving the way the heels pushed her bum and breasts out, almost daring him to admire them. “How do you get the bows so perfect?”

“Aha!” he said. “It is a simple secret. Show me first how you tie them.”

She looked at him, returning his smile and wondering what game he was playing. Sitting again, she leaned down to tie the laces, but her long hair, which she’d taken out of its ponytail after school, flopped forwards in her face. She reached back, gathered it into one hand and then saw an opportunity.

“Would you hold this for me, please Raj?”

She knew boys liked her hair. It was long and glossy and hung in wavy black locks. She knew he’d welcome the opportunity to touch it and feel the silky texture, but he’d also have to reach behind and lean down with her, bringing their faces close.

As she made the bow, she looked up into his eyes, a little more than a foot away. “Did I do it right?” she asked, evening out the loops. Unlike his bow, hers hung vertically, one loop sitting high and the other low, spoiling the beauty of the shoes.

“Not quite,” he said. “Start again and I will show you.”

She pulled the knot open and untied the starting knot.

“Now slowly,” he said as she began to re-tie the starting knot, “and stop! Tie that left-over-right instead of right-over-left.”

“Um, I don’t understand.”

He draped her hair over one shoulder and released it, and then, leaning further down until their cheeks almost touched, he closed his large hands around hers and swapped their positions so that the left lace overlaid the right one.

“There,” he said. “Left over right.”

Rupali could smell his cologne, spicy and sensual, and it made her heart race yet again.

“Oh, I see.” With his lips so close, she wanted to kiss, but instead pretended to smooth her hair out of the way and grazed her temple against his in a cat-like fashion.

She completed the bow and evened up the loops and…it was perfect! She sat up and gave him her sunniest smile. “How did you do that?”

“You were making a Granny Knot,” he explained. “You used right-over-left for both the starting knot and the bow. Whichever way you do the bow, you need to do the starting knot the other way. It makes the bow sit straight, and the knot does not come undone so easily, either.”

“Thank you so much.” The gratitude Rupali felt seemed out of proportion to his assistance, but she loved lace-up and ankle strap shoes with bows so much and was so disappointed at how they looked when she wore them with crooked bows. Looking down at her beautiful shoes, she felt about as sexy as a girl with no panties can feel in a baggy, shapeless school dress.

“Angie!” she called. “Come tell me what you think.”

In a panic, Angela quickly slid the plug home in her pussy and dropped her hem before Raj could turn around. Looking a little rosy in the cheeks, she came around to Rupali’s aisle and caught her eye, silently admonishing her for spoiling her private toying session—something for which Rupali felt absolutely no guilt at all.

Rupali gave her hips another twirl, flaring her dress out as Angela inspected the shoes.

“Wow!” she said. “Sexy shoes, Roops. But I saw some boots you might like.” She went over to the boots and picked up a thigh-length leather boot with a platform, an enormous heel and (of course) laces. She held it up against her body and stroked the leather, smiling at Rupali with a pleading look in her eyes.

Rupali didn’t need her to sell the idea; they were the sexiest footwear she’d ever seen. Trying to keep the excitement out of her voice, she asked, “What do you think, Raj? Would they look nice on me?”

“Well, long boots are especially suited to long legs,” he said, “so I believe they would look very attractive indeed.” He stood and took the boot from Angela. “These heels are six inches, though. I hope your date is very tall.”

Rupali didn’t even know any boys that tall, but she didn’t care. “Then I guess my first stop will be a basketball game,” she joked. “Can I try them on anyway?” She wasn’t seriously going to buy them, she just wanted to put them on and have Raj lace her up.

“Of course,” he said, searching for a box in her size and then returning with it to her seat.

Rupali quickly untied the pumps and slipped them off. She was so anxious for Raj to start strapping her into those sexy boots, she didn’t even think about letting him take the other shoes off.

Starting with the left one, he loosened the laces and held the mouth of the boot open. Rupali lifted her knee much higher than was necessary, ostensibly looking at the boot but watching his eyes in her peripheral vision, and sure enough, as soon as her hem passed his eye line, his eyes flicked from the boot up to her pussy.

She was now steaming hot and wide open and felt like he could see all the way into her molten core. Her clitoris ached to be touched, so no doubt he could see it in all its flaming glory. As she pushed into the boot, she conspired to make it more difficult than it really was, wriggling her hips and opening her legs wider so he could see not just her pink centre but also the soft curves of her shaved labia and the small triangle of pubic hair on her mons.

All too soon, her leg was deep inside the boot and her pussy was hidden from sight. In what she hoped was anxiousness to see her engorged sex once again, Raj fitted the other boot before lacing the first one. If anything, Rupali made this one more of a difficult task, wriggling and pushing and opening her legs as before, but this time releasing her hem to hold the bench as she pushed, allowing the overhead lights to glint off her shining slit as she twisted and pushed deeper into the sexy shining leather sheath.

Finally, both of them were on. Rupali’s shallow breathing had degenerated to little more than panting. It was no longer enough for her to have him stealing glimpses at her incandescent womanhood; she needed him to touch her, to part her aching lips with his fingers, his tongue, his cock. Hell, all three at once if he could manage it. She was well beyond the point of pulling down her hem and just left it pooled in her lap. With both feet on the floor again, she couldn’t tell whether he could see her or not, but he’d almost given up just glancing and was now openly staring as she continued holding her legs open for him, panting and almost moaning with primal need while he tightened the laces.
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Catwalk Calamity

Eventually, he had both boots laced up to her thighs with perfect bows once again. Rupali had to wait until he’d moved back before she accepted the frustrating truth that he wasn’t going to reach in and stroke her poor, engorged clitoris.

“Be careful now, Rupali,” he said, trying to hide the breathless excitement in his voice. “Those heels are very tricky if you are not used to them.”

Rupali arranged herself to stand, making no effort to hold her hem even though, between the high heels and her long legs, her naked thighs were pointing almost straight up. Once again, she took Raj’s hand and…

Oh. My. Goodness! Angela may be the Queen of Hot, but I am the Goddess.

At roughly six-foot-seven now, she now towered over Raj, and her lovely little Angela was only as tall as her belly-button. Her aching pussy could think of several good uses for someone at that level. She grinned like the Cheshire Cat and did a slow turn, letting them bask in her magnificence while being careful not to trip and fall on the enormous heels.

“So, how hot am I?” she asked, waiting for the praise and inevitable stream of superlatives to begin spilling from their lips.

Angela was covering a smile with one hand. “Um, take a look in the mirror, Roops.”

Rupali turned again and found the mirror, deflating like an old balloon at what she saw—the sexy bows at the top of those gorgeous, sensuous boots were covered by the shapeless sack of her school dress. She was a mess of mixed messages—long, tight, laced leather boots exposing and accentuating the shape of her legs, but the soft womanly curves of her thighs, hips and breasts were lost in the decidedly unsexy square-cut pin-stripes of the school uniform.

“Wait a second,” Angela said, rushing over to the sales counter. “I have an idea.” She came back brandishing a large office stapler and an even bigger smile. “Two-minute makeover,” she said, approaching Rupali with the stapler.

“Oh, Ange, I don’t kn—”

“Who’s the Queen?”

Sigh. “You’re the Queen.”

“Who are you?”

“Your obedient servant.”

“You are going to let me do this.” Statement, not a question.

“Could I stop you if I wanted to?” she asked, a smile creeping back onto her face.

Angela giggled. “Probably not, no.” Then she got to work. First, she folded the short sleeves inwards to make the dress sleeveless and then, working down each side from under Rupali’s arms, she used the stapler to take in the bodice until it stretched tightly over her breasts and flat tummy. Turning her attention to the skirt, Angela took in and stapled a huge amount of fabric, turning it from a modest shift into a slinky tube dress that clung to Rupali’s hips and thighs. Finally, she stapled the hem so high she wouldn’t be able to sit again without showing her pussy, which at this point, considering how aroused she felt, was fine by Rupali.

“Okay,” she said. “Look now.”

Rupali turned to the mirror again and gasped. As rough a job as Angela had done, with the hem crooked and puckers up and down the stapled sections, she looked every bit the goddess that the boots made her feel. She shook her hair forwards over one shoulder to frame her breasts, which were smooth and proud, straining the buttons down the front. The sexy bows now drew the eyes upwards across at least eight inches of trim, brown thighs, with the dress hanging just two or three inches below the soaking, open entrance of her pussy.

Rupali didn’t know what to say. “What do you think, Raj?” She turned to face him so he could see the whole thing front on. Holding her arms out, she did a slow turn, allowing the dress to ride up. As she turned past the mirror, she glimpsed the tips of her smooth pussy lips peeking out (Oops, too much!), and quickly lowered her arms, tugging the hem back down.

“You look…amazing,” he rasped, his eyes drinking in the sexy boots and Rupali’s newly revealed curves. The bulge of his cock was now clearly visible in his trousers and it gave a startling jump as she beamed at him, wiggling her hips and clasping her hands between her breasts.

Angela plucked at a pucker in one makeshift seam. “You should get a photo before you rip out all those staples and ruin my handiwork.”

“Good idea,” Rupali agreed, still watching Raj watching her, and feeling like a super model (albeit a super-model in a stapled-up school dress and long, lace-up, come-fuck-me boots).

Walking back to her bag to get her phone, she gave Raj the catwalk treatment—one hand on the curve of her hip, swinging her bottom and crossing her feet over with each stride. It was an awkward feat in six-inch heels and inevitably the whole thing went tits-up (literally) when she clipped the platform of one boot with the heel of the other crossing them over too early. She tried to recover but was already falling forwards when her heel caught on the carpet and she went flying.

Ever the gentleman hero, Raj jumped forward to catch her and managed to hook one arm around her waist, dragging the new mini up to her hips as he saved her from a nasty spill. Rupali still didn’t have her feet under her though, and as he took her full weight, she felt his other hand close for a delicious moment on her bare bottom as she drove him back.

She almost had her balance again when Raj stumbled backwards over her sandals and went flying himself, abandoning his catch and throwing his hands back to break his own fall.

Still stumbling, Rupali had one last chance to get a foot under her. In super slo-mo, she saw her long, sexy boot coming up and, calculating where she needed to land it to regain her balance, she realised with horror that it would place the six-inch spike heel with all her weight behind it square in Raj’s bulging manhood.

She probably should have just accepted her fate and spilled on top of him. With luck, her naked pussy might have landed on his erection, giving them both a brief thrill from which they might quickly recover their composure. Instead, she tried to step to the side, narrowly avoiding impaling him, but it had the unwelcome result of throwing her in the opposite direction. She got the other leg high enough to clear his body and land it on his other side, but her last chance was long gone. Rupali was going down.

Getting her feet underneath was a lost cause; she was now in damage control, trying to land on all-fours rather than perform a complete face-plant, which at her augmented height of six-foot-seven could have been painful. Down she went, clearing Raj’s head with her hands but not with her legs. She congratulated herself on missing his shoulders with her knees, even though it nearly cost her a face full of carpet.

Finally, safe on hands and knees, she realised with horror that Raj’s face was between her open thighs, and with her dress hiked up to her hips, her naked, open pussy sat mere inches above his nose. Moving back to see his face, she realised the glistening sheen covering his chin, his lips and the base of his nose was her lubricating love juices.

Holy fuck! I slimed him.

For a few seconds, neither of them moved and neither said a word—not with their lips, anyway. Rupali’s eyes were asking him ‘Now what?’, and his were saying the same thing.

“I’ll get the door,” Angela said, breaking the silence and stepping away to lock up the store.

Rupali watched Raj, waiting to see what he’d do. She was about to get up when the apprehensive look on his face melted and he licked the smeared juices from his lips. That was all she needed; with her heart in her throat, she lowered her throbbing, aching, engorged pussy to his lips, as if kissing him.

Raj did kiss her, a real kiss, opening his lips to match hers, sucking gently on her opening to tease out her pink inner folds and tickling the tips with his tongue.

After the frustration of all that peeking and sneaking, the gentle touch of a real man on her pussy felt like 20,000 volts of ecstasy. Bolts of pure erotic sensation coursed through her core making every muscle down there clench. With her back arched and head thrown back so far that the cords stood out on her neck, she let out a low guttural cry of passion.

Raj entered her with his tongue, parting her delicate pink lips and forcing her open, just a little at first with the point, then wider and wider, flicking and licking and exploring her with the tip as he slowly drove deeper.

Angela locked the door and turned off the fluorescent lights, but the spring sunshine outside the display window meant they weren’t in darkness and were hidden from the street by only one rack of shoes. Anyone taking a good look would see what was happening, but who looks past the window display into a closed store anyway? No-one…Rupali hoped.

Angela was barely on her way back when Rupali felt that familiar, irresistible pressure building inside. She couldn’t believe it; she usually had to work so hard to come (well, Angela did most of the heavy lifting), but Raj had barely got his tongue into her and she was fit to explode.

“Oh fuck,” she cried through clenched teeth, twining her fingers into Raj’s short hair and pushing him deeper, “I’m coming!” That was dirty talk for Rupali. She liked talking and she liked fucking, but she was a one-at-a-time kind of girl. A ‘Please’ or a ‘Yes’ was all the feedback Angela ever got, such is the life of sex in a dorm room with thin walls.

Raj seemed to like it though. He vocalised something into her pussy and redoubled his efforts, grinding his nose into her clit and straining deeper, flexing his tongue thick and thin as he licked and probed the tender walls of her love canal.

Rupali had no idea what he was saying, maybe it was nothing, but the feeling was electric. His voice vibrated his nose and lips, and those vibrations passed straight into her clit and pussy lips. The mounting heat inside suddenly went volcanic. She was coming, bucking against his face and crying out for him to scream, yell, recite the fucking St Crispin’s Day speech from Henry V for all she cared, but just keep doing that to her pussy while she fucked his face and came in his mouth.

After the first spasms had passed and she’d slipped into that long tingly descent from climax, she loosened her hold on his hair and let him get some oxygen, slowly grinding and pumping her hips against his lips and tongue, whispering, ‘Oh God, thank you,’ and other such pleasantries, which was right on the outer limits of her sexy talk.

She was ready to lie back for a well-earned rest but knew Angela would have other plans. Not to mention she probably owed Raj a pretty vigorous cock sucking as well. Still kneeling over his face and catching her breath, she watched with curiosity as Angela fished in her tote bag and pulled out what at first she thought was some kind of weird fusion cross between nun chucks and a boomerang. She’d brought it out upside down and once Rupali had mentally reoriented it, she felt another delicious flood of adrenaline hit and send her heart racing.

It was a strapless strap-on. It was Angela’s ladycock, and…

…and it was huge.
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The Gallows Pole

The fact that Angela had brought the new toy with her meant she must have at least suspected Rupali would go too far and end up fucking the shoe store guy. Rupali felt a little hurt at this presumption, but also a little giddy with love that Angela knew her so well.

She watched Angela handling it. It was no ordinary toy; it was like something from a gothic torture fantasy. The reason she hadn’t recognised it at first was because it was three-pronged instead of two. The business end was pink and thick and very realistic. Angela held it by the shaft and slid it through her closed fist for effect, revealing inch after inch of the most realistic, thick cock with bulging veins and a slight downward curve. Six, then seven inches projecting from her tiny fist and it just kept going!

It looked…bespoke. Rupali knew that Ike and Mike, their matching plugs, were an invention from the dirty mind of Angela’s mystery man—a secret lover whose identity Angela refused to share. She wet her lips. “Is that another…?”

“Invention?” Angela nodded. “I helped pour the latex into the mould.”

“You cast that thing?” This seemed way beyond the normal realms of DIY. “Um, question. Where do you buy cock-moulds these days? Because I’m pretty sure they’ve stopped stocking them at the hobby store.”

A smile flitted across Angela’s lips. “We didn’t have to buy it,” she said, stroking what must have been at least nine inches of latex cock. “I took the cast directly from him.”

Raj breathed some inaudible Hindu oath.

Rupali just shivered at the thought of so much wonderful thick cock in her pussy. God, imagine if it was real. How does she take all of it?

Angela finally opened her fist and showed her the base. The entire thing was the length of her forearm, though thankfully not as thick. At the bottom it did a U-bend into a shorter dildo that slid into the wearer’s pussy and clamped down on her pubic bone—like ones they’d seen on the internet—but this one had another attachment projecting behind that. It looked like a rattlesnake tail—another five-inch dildo made up of progressively smaller balls all stacked together.

Rupali recognised this from internet shopping as well. While the middle dildo goes in the wearer’s pussy, the rattle goes in her ass, ostensibly to provide stability, but it’s also for pleasure if you’re that way inclined. She didn’t think Angela was inclined that way, but looking at the size of the weapon out front, it would need all the stability she could muster. If that meant she had to shove that rattle all the way up her puckered little tooshie in order to give Rupali the fucking she’d been imagining since the night of the Futa Beach fantasy, then she was okay with that.

The royal court was now in session. The Queen of Hot was presiding. Angela looked her appreciatively up and down. “I wish I could take photos of this.”

Rupali followed her gaze, trying to see what she saw. Long, lean and sexy at an augmented height of six foot seven, and naked from the waist down with six inch spike heels; legs splayed and shining black patent leather clinging to the long curves of her calves, with white laces up the front finished with sexy bows at mid-thigh; toned, brown muscles angling into the smooth, pink perfection of her shaved pussy lips—okay, she had to concede she was somewhat Insta-worthy.

Rupali’s breathing had shallowed. Her pussy was closing back up with apprehension, her pulse felt irregular—ba-ba-da-bump, ba-ba-da-bump—and even though she’d just come, she was as horny as all get-out. “Where do you want me? Standing, right?” Rupali asked the Queen of Hot.

“Right.”

“Doggy.” Statement, not a question.

“Smart girl.”

“Mirror?”

“That would be lovely, thank you.” Angela lifted her dress and plucked Ike from her pussy before fitting the new toy. She slid the anal dildo through her slit to lubricate it and then, with much less fuss and fanfare than Rupali had expected, she slipped it into her ass—one, two, three balls deep and then, her eyes bulging with the sensation, she pushed one more up there that was close to an inch in diameter.

Raj was still lying on the floor and getting a perfect upskirt view beneath Angela’s little school dress. He was speechless—hell, Rupali was very nearly speechless. Angela was beautiful—petite and blonde with elfin features, tiny girl-like hips, lovely C-cup breasts swelling behind her cute little green and white striped dress, which she now held up to show them both her thick, bulging, nine-inch cock.

Oh my.

Rupali’s futa-fantasy was complete—or at least, it soon would be. Little Angela, standing there in her striped dress, the front hem lifted and draped over the base of her rampant, nine-inch erection. It was just…there. It was part of her. There were the plump, swollen lips of her vulva, bulging rudely around the invading dildo buried deep in her cunt, and then there was—

—cock. She has a ladycock, now.

So much cock, and perfectly colour-matched to her pussy lips—it was a part of her. It was, and as she stroked its long, hard surface in her fist, she looked for all the world like the love-child of Tinkerbell and a Satyr about to sink her unyielding shaft into some ripe, young virgin. How a tiny thing like Angela would ever wield so much man-meat was a mystery, but it was one Rupali desperately wanted to pursue. And pursue it she would, all the way to the logical conclusion where, in her imagination at least, her fairy-sized futa lover would fuck her to climax and blow a creamy load of she-jizz deep in her cunt.

“Are you okay?” Angela asked.

Gulp. “Yeah, I just had a… I’m fine.” Rupali bent over, pushing out her butt to offer her pussy from behind. Angela would have to stand on the bench seat to reach her.

Good God, that cock. She’d seen some controls on the underside of the bridge between the first and second dildo—a red button and (mysteriously, in her opinion) a dial. She’d wanted to ask about them but then thought better of it. If it was a simple vibrator then she didn’t want to know. A vibe is a lovely feature, but she wanted cock (ladycock, to be specific) and didn’t want to appear ungrateful by asking Angela not to use it. The alternative was that it was something other than a vibe. She considered Angie’s mystery man’s last two inventions—a pressure-sensitive electric-shock orgasm machine and a matched set of radio-linked vibrators—and the likelihood that this man had built a mere vibrator into a strapless strap-on seemed a lot less plausible.

The big question was would it be better to know now or leave it for a surprise?

Rupali liked surprises. She stood again and whispered in Angela’s ear. “I owe Raj a blowjob.” She was embarrassed by her own dirty talk even though she did it loud enough for him to hear. “Can we kill two birds?”

Angela grinned. “The Queen of Hot says…yes.” She pulled the low bench away from the wall and positioned it end-on to the floor-length mirror. “You.” She pointed at Raj, then at the bench. “On your back.”

In a blink, Raj was lying on his back on the bench with his feet near the mirror.

“Sorry Roops,” Angela said, looking at Rupali. “I guess he doesn’t want his dick sucked.”

Raj nearly circumcised himself getting his zipper down and his cock out. It looked wonderful to Rupali—six inches, not too thick with a slight upward curve. Angela had been teaching her to swallow a cock; she’d had mixed success because most of the dildos in the dorm toy-box were too thick or too rigid. She silently vowed that if she could get Raj to the back of her throat without gagging, then she’d give swallowing a go.

She didn’t need any directions from Angela. She straddled the bench over Raj’s head and faced the mirror with her fuck-me boots and too-cool-for-school tube dress pulled up to her hips. She bent forwards and unbuckled Raj’s pants completely—all the better to suck your dick, my dear. While she was doing this, Raj thumbed her pussy, getting her juices going again and ready for Angela, who’d been lubing her long, thick ladycock. She was stroking it through one closed fist as she climbed onto the bench behind Raj’s head, bringing her hips up to the level of Rupali’s.

There was no need for Rupali to stroke or suck Raj to attention—he was hard as stone. Taking hold of him at the base, she lifted him to her mouth, relishing the throbbing weight in her fingers. This was only her second blow job with a real cock, and she felt nervous as she replayed all Angela’s instructions in her mind—no teeth, bob / suck / tongue, mix it up, no teeth, no jerking off (it’s cheating porno bullshit, Angela says), balls are in play but be gentle, no gagging…and what was the last one? Oh yeah, no teeth!

Take it slow, Roops, she told herself. Relax. No need to gobble him all the way down in one bite. One step at a time. A yummy bead of pre-cum on the tip—that would be for me, thank you very much. She licked it off with the tip of her tongue and, staying close so he could feel her hot breath on him, she savoured the delicious saltiness and swallowed with a satisfied sigh. Snaking out her tongue again, she teased him with a few slow circuits of his knob and tickled the vee-shaped seam on the underside, making him gasp and arch his hips upwards, desperate for her to take him into the hot embrace of her mouth.

Angela pushed the lubed tip of her ladycock (for that’s how Rupali had already come to think of it) into her slit, just the head nestled in her wet opening while gripping the curve of her hips, readying and steadying for penetration.

Looking up at the mirror in front of her, Rupali caught her eye, and Angela tipped her a wink before pushing slowly forward, firmer, firmer, until—Ahhh!—her tight, teenage opening yielded. Rupali was breached, bent over and helpless to resist what came next, and so she held her breath as a good four, five, six inches of rampant ladycock pierced her and popped her futa cherry.

Rupali shivered as the breathtaking weight of ladycock slowly filled her, stretching her from the inside. But she loved them big, loved pretending she was tiny like Angela, getting pinned down and ploughed, struggling to escape as a giant unstoppable cock just owned her, reamed her until she was too weak to do anything but lie there and take it.

And this, she reflected, was her problem. Although Raj seemed like a lovely guy, she didn’t see a potential relationship there because he wouldn’t be able to satisfy her sexually…except for his tongue—hmmm, she needed to think this one through some more.

Angela set up a rhythm of lovely, long, slow strokes, still only giving her six inches, maybe to tease her with the promise of more, and maybe to tease Raj and make him think that was all Rupali could take.

With the thick ladycock pleasuring her pussy, Rupali relaxed to the task in front of her and took Raj into her mouth, just sliding his shaft through her lips to lubricate him and get a feel for his length and shape.

Angela had a lot of fucking ahead of her to make her come, so Rupali took it slow with Raj as well, progressing from a dozen strokes with just her lips to some feather-light tonguing around the head and down the shaft, before moving on to tracing the length of the cum-vein down the underside. She had a moment of panic when he twined his fingers through her long hair, afraid he would force her down onto his cock, but he just followed her movements, gently stroking her hair and scalp with his fingertips.

Gaining more confidence, she gave him a gentle suck, holding and then increasing the pressure as she drew him out, then allowing the built-up suction to slurp him back inside. She felt him heave, and his fingers tightened on her scalp; she worried that she’d gone too hard too soon, but he just groaned and stroked the nape of her neck, encouraging her to continue.

Which she did. With great pleasure.

With his manhood nestled tight between her tongue and hard palate, she was able to get a better feel for his length—a bit over half way brought him to the back of her mouth, and she could go almost an inch further before his knob came uncomfortably close to entering her throat.

She tried to concentrate on Angela’s training. Embrace the contact on your soft palate. Trying to open up wider and avoid contact was what made you gag. “Do you gag when you swallow food?” she’d ask rhetorically—the lesson being that it was all in your head (pun not intended). If your throat thought what you were putting in there was going all the way down, then it didn’t have a problem. The trick, she’d explained, was to move it to the back of your mouth, quickly swallow it down, and then keep swallowing to override the gag reflex while you brought it back out again.

It seemed so simple in theory.

Rupali wasn’t ready to swallow him yet, but she experimented by taking him a bit deeper, moving his knob to the entrance of her throat and then swallowing to cut him off as she drew him out. After half a dozen practice runs, she had him moaning and confidently probing that snug opening, his knob throbbing thickly as he flexed it. With almost five inches of hard cock stretching Rupali’s jaws, she was delighted to realise she was little more than an inch away from her first balls-deep blow job.

Angela will be so proud.

And speaking of Angela, Rupali could feel her getting a better grip on her hips and understood she was about to earn some more of that wonderful ladycock. Pulling back on Raj’s shaft to suck and swirl her tongue around the head, she braced herself for the onslaught.

“Ready babe?”

“Mm-hmm.”

Angela stopped, paused, wiggled her cock to stir Rupali’s insides, and then with a squeeze of her hips, she slowly pushed her massive length through Rupali’s yawning, tortured entrance, sliding deep into her guts, until finally, tantalizingly, she touched down in Rupali’s innermost depths.

Oh, the feeling of all that cock in her love tunnel. It was exquisite, but still Angela had more to give, because Rupali couldn’t yet feel her groin touching her bottom. Moaning on Raj’s cock, she heard a whisper of awe from below as Angela ground into her, pushing and releasing, stretching her and delivering a breathtaking feeling of fullness until finally she pressed her pubis against Rupali’s bottom.

Deep penetration could be uncomfortable with the 18” double-ended dildo in the dorm toybox. Although flexible, its tip was hard and un-cocklike, so you needed to push gently. The tip of Angela’s new weapon was soft and comfortable like a real knob, and it tickled deliciously against Rupali’s cervix.

Angela slid slowly out and then drove back inside without pulling the stroke and—as her loins slapped against Rupali’s ass—her cock flexed and heaved, bulging fatly and distending Rupali’s labia as she dragged it thickly back out.

Rupali squealed on Raj’s cock, initially stunned and disbelieving, thinking it must have been her imagination, but at the same time, the waning shockwave of pleasure in her core told her something very real had happened.

Angela didn’t wait for her to recover. After shoving into her a second time, she pulled out and drove straight back in, slapping Rupali’s ass and setting off the same flex and bulge shockwave as before, identical right down to Rupali’s muffled squeal.

With a mouthful of hard cock and her head spinning with the glorious pounding, she finally realised what was happening—it was the mystery-man’s mad invention. He’d created a dildo that flexed and throbbed like a real cock. The trigger was probably in the soft tip, and it was going off every time she drove it home.

“Forgot to warn me about that, did you Angie?” she asked breathlessly, popping up from Raj’s cock.

“You can feel it?” There was a note of disingenuous glee in her voice. Rupali thought Angela was enjoying this invention nearly as much as herself. She kept pounding, setting off little shockwaves of pleasure as her ladycock bulged and heaved. “It’s only on three. He said that should feel about normal.”

“Three!” Rupali felt overawed that something this delicious had settings. “What does it go up to?”

“What does it go up to, Raj?” Angela asked.

Rupali was watching her in the mirror and didn’t miss the wicked grin on her face.

“Ummm, I can’t, you’ll have to…”

Angela paused for him to study the control panel beneath the dildo.

“Oh my,” he gulped. “Rupali, have you seen This is Spinal Tap?”

Rupali felt a hot, erotic shiver course through her. “Eleven?” she cried. What was her mystery-man thinking? “Jesus, you’ll pop me like a balloon.”

“Hey,” laughed Angela, resuming her fucking while she raised an eyebrow at Rupali in the mirror. “If you can’t take any more then we’ll just leave it on three…” She left that for a slow three count before adding, “Princess.”

Challenge accepted. “Raj, my love,” Rupali said. “Would you be a dear and turn Angela’s cock up to six, please?”

“I would enjoy that very much.”

“Don’t press the red button,” instructed Angela.

What the fuck was the red button? A thermonuclear warhead?

Raj released her head, and she felt him fumbling with the controls for a moment. She kissed and licked his dick as a reward but waited pensively to see what kind of carnage she’d invited upon her pussy before taking him back in her mouth.

She needn’t have worried too much; Angela picked up her rhythm again and, although the throbs of her cock were definitely stronger, they were nothing like twice as big as before. Thank goodness.

The most noticeable difference was that the surges in her girth lasted longer. She was able to pull almost all the way back out to the tip before Rupali felt her cock relax back down to its modestly thick natural size. Between the shockwave of the throb and the ecstatic pulling sensation as it dragged through her clinging labia, Rupali could feel a wonderful tingling that she knew would soon build to an orgasm.

She wanted Raj coming in her mouth while she climaxed, so she went back to work on him with renewed vigour, sucking him in deeply and swallowing over his knob as it neared the back of her throat. His fingers tensed in her hair and his hips arched upward, telling her that right there (or deeper) was exactly where he wanted to be. She didn’t know how to make him come but figured he was a guy after all, and he could probably come whenever he damn well pleased. Hopefully all she needed to do was pleasure him and let him know when she was ready. If he wanted synchronised orgasms, he’d organise it himself.

Moaning softly but urgently to let him know Angela was bringing her along, Rupali kept swallowing and sucking and bobbing on his cock. Belatedly remembering her cock-sucking lessons, she cupped his balls in one hand and massaged them gently—the surge of his manhood in her mouth told her this was a welcome development.

Had she thought her orgasm was a long way away? The pounding in her pussy was relentless. Angela’s throbbing, bulging tool was stretching her and building up an undeniable hot pressure deep in her pussy, and with some panic, she felt the inescapable engine of climax firing up and revving in her core. Now or never, Rupali; all that practice swallowing is about to be put to the test.

With Angela’s instructions ringing in her ears—don’t think about it; just move it back and down the hatch—she did exactly that. One last practice swallow over the head and then she slid him smoothly into her throat, swallowing again and again so she never had the opportunity to gag, pressing him deep until she was nuzzling his balls.

She had two big cocks buried inside her. Never before had she imagine being so taken, so full, so utterly…owned. There was a real, throbbing man balls-deep down her throat and a futa fairy princess so far up her hoo-ha she could feel it poking out her tummy—Rupali was a human fleshlight, a fucktoy, a tight, moist little sperm-bank getting ready to accept a giant deposit.

Raj cried out in pleasure and tried valiantly not to buck against her face.

Rupali quickly drew him out again, every nerve ending tingling with her mounting orgasm and the excitement of her first deep throat success. “Eleven!” she cried, and then sucked him back inside, gasping and vocalising her imminent peak as she drove him straight down her throat again, holding him there and swallowing as she moaned and squeezed his balls.

Angela didn’t slow down, and Rupali could feel Raj desperately fumbling with the dildo’s controls while she pounded Rupali’s cunt. There were a couple of ratcheting clicks, and the next time Angela’s hips slapped her ass, her ladycock detonated in Rupali’s pussy, expanding not just at the end but all the way down its length, stretching her poor pussy lips mercilessly and bucking against her cervix wall like a shotgun recoil.

The ladycock was so thick, Angela had to brace against Rupali’s ass to pull it out. It was too big, too fat to fuck with; she could only get it half way out before she gave up and shoved back inside, setting off another detonation that had Rupali screaming, tipping over into ecstatic climax with Raj’s cock down her throat and his pubis pressed into her chin.

With a runaway orgasm spiralling through her core, she felt Raj’s balls throb in her hand and then he was coming too, crying out with the ecstasy of release. Rupali’s upper lip buzzed with the vibration of cum pumping through that wonderful bulging vein, and then he was emptying his seed into her, streaming jet after jet of hot joo-joo down her throat. Wanting to taste him and feel him spurting in her mouth, she swallowed again and pulled him out to half way, sucking and squeezing and milking his dick, letting it fill her mouth with sweet jizz and then swallowing it down as her own climax finally began to wane.

“Raj?” Angela directed forcefully. “Red button.”

Uh-oh.

Raj knew better than to disobey that voice, and so did Rupali.

Angela stopped pumping and held her massive shaft deep inside, and with Raj’s cock still held half in Rupali’s mouth delivering weak, reflexive throbs, she felt some inexorable doomsday mechanism charge up in Angela’s mad inventor’s cock from hell.

It started with a low frequency vibration in the base of the device near her clit, or around where a guy’s balls would be fucking her doggy like this, and it picked up in intensity until her love button was singing in harmony. Then it extended down just the underside of the shaft, the vibration entering her down its length like a second cock, slowly at first and then racing to the end deep in her womanhood. From there it exploded out from just the underside to the entire knob, and she finally understood what was happening—this gigantic, beautiful, ladycock was coming inside her.

Rupali’s orgasm cycled back up with the excitement of her fantasy—having a futa cock erupt in her depths—and she was crying out again with renewed ecstasy when the vibrations in Angela’s knob morphed into wonderful, searing heat which then flooded back down the length of the shaft to warm her already incandescent labia. In her mind’s eye, she had no trouble at all imagining that heat to be thick gouts of futa-cum pouring into her and, with nowhere else to go, flooding back through her canal and spilling out her entrance.

Disengaging from Raj’s cock, she cried as wave upon wave of pleasure rocked her, leaving her dizzy and weak at the knees and using Angela’s shaft to help hold her upright on her beautiful spike heels.

Finally spent, Angela withdrew and Rupali collapsed down to the bench, sitting her bare bottom behind Raj’s head. He got up, scanning for a mess on his slacks before realising Rupali had sucked him dry without spilling a single drop.

Angela climbed around and straddled Rupali’s lap, the dildos in her pussy and ass suspended in the gap between her thighs while the main weapon pressed between their bellies as they hugged.

“Nice present?” she whispered in Rupali’s ear.

“Nice present.”

“You named Ike and Mike. What are you going to call this one?”

What can you call something that big and commanding? Goliath? “Well,” Rupali replied, “apart from your mystery man, there’s only one thing I know that can match it for size and scare factor, and I saw you-know-who adjusting it in his pants at the back of assembly today.” Their headmaster was a serial pants-adjuster and speculation over what he might be packing down there was the talk of the dorm.

A look of confusion crossed Angela’s face.

“So I’m calling it The Gallows Pole.”

She gasped and clapped a hand to her mouth, eyes lighting up with fear and surprise. “What?” she blurted. “How did you …?”

It took a moment to register because her response didn’t seem to make sense, and then… “Oh my God!” Rupali breathed. “You’re fucking the headmaster.”

Angela didn’t say anything, she just sat in Rupali’s lap staring wildly into her eyes with her hand still over her mouth.

Rupali’s heart was racing. She was a Year 12, in uniform for fuck’s sake, and she’d just been fucked by the headmaster’s cock. She looked down at the shaft between them, still hot and stiff and glistening with her teenage juices. And yet, beautiful as it was, it wasn’t enough.

“Will you tell anyone?” Angela asked.

“One condition.”

“Name it.”

Rupali smiled sheepishly. “If you let me try the real thing, then I’d have to keep it quiet.”

Angela kissed her. “Careful what you wish for,” she whispered. “You know I have a habit of making fantasies come true.”

Rupali kissed her back. God, I hope so.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2015)


4. What’s Up Girls?

(Book 10 of Dorm Room Dares)

Blindfolded, bent over
the girls will never guess what’s ‘up’.
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Chapter One

I feel like the spy who saved the world. The monumental improbability of the scheme I pulled off this week might never be recognised, except by the people closest to me in the venture. But in many ways, not even they know the entire story. To be sure, it’s not as though I’ve gone completely unrewarded. Indeed, as I write, I can feel a tingle of excitement spreading through my loins at the memory of what I did…and what was done to me.

──────

The plan began, as so many of mine do, after sex and lying spooned into my dorm roommate’s lean, slender form. The strap-on she’d used was still inside me, still hard and ready for the bell to ring that would begin round two. It made me miss having a man inside me. It’d been nearly a month. I didn’t exactly relish the messy cleanup after sex, but I did love the scent of him on me, in me, spotting my panties for sometimes a day or two afterwards.

“Roops?”

“Mm-hmm?” She sounded sleepy.

“If you had to choose just one, would you go with boy-sex or girl-sex?”

“Easy. Girl-sex.”

“And give up cock for good?”

“It’s nice,” Rupali said, expressing only a fraction of the wistfulness I felt. “But this is nicer.” She cupped my breast and kissed my earlobe. “Why, is your not-so-mystery-man making you choose?”

Rupali now knew the mystery-man I’d been fucking all year was the headmaster, but we didn’t dare say his name in the dorm. The walls had ears.

“Not him.” I placed one hand over hers on my breast. “I think I might be getting a boyfriend.”

Rupali chortled. “You say it like ‘I think I might be getting a cold.’ Does he know about it?” The way she emphasised the ‘he’, I understood she meant Mr Gallows.

“Not yet. Right now, there’s not much to tell.”

“Is this about that boy who’s casually bumped into us like five times in the past week?”

“Spud.” His name didn’t have the same ring as Chase or Logan, or one of those names out of bodice-ripper romances, but it had a similar effect on me whenever I said it aloud. This time was no different, and Rupali tweaked my nipple as it hardened in her palm.

“So if this turns into a thing,” she mused, suddenly sombre, “does that mean we’re off?”

“Pfft, no.” I tried to sound dismissively casual but couldn’t even convince myself. Spud was already a thing—a one-time thing, to be sure—but I was dying to make it something more and had no idea how he felt about sharing me. “I mean, I don’t know. I will have to break it off with you-know-who, though.”

“I hope he’s devastated. Tell him, if he wants some revenge sex…?”

I laughed. “You’re sweet to offer.” She’d been low-key trying to set up a three-way ever since I showed her the enormous dildo we’d cast from Mr Gallows’ cock and was dying to feel the real thing go off inside her. I’d resisted though. I didn’t have a problem with sharing, but I’d been avoiding Mr Gallows ever since the night with Spud.

“Well, just so you know, the offer stands. Tell him I’m saving myself for him.”

“Saving yourself?” I gave her whatever the ladylike version of a snort is. “I love you dearly, Roops, but chastity isn’t your foremost virtue. You’ve screwed two guys and two girls this year, and they’re only the ones I know about.”

“One guy,” she said, pinching my nipple again. “I never went all the way with Raj. Anyway, you’re one to talk. What’s the body-count this year? There was mystery-man—”

“That doesn’t count. He was my first.”

“—the guy in the surf shop—”

“That was an accident!” It totally hadn’t been.

“—the lifeguard—”

“Hey, now that one doesn’t count. We never went all the way either.”

“—and now Spud.”

That name again. Mmm. Nipple tingles. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the feeling of Rupali’s strap-on inside me, trying to remember how Spud had felt—just the perfect size, not too big, not too thick, but oh-so hard…

“Does that make me a slut?” I asked.

“I don’t believe in sluts. If you tried on ten different pairs of shoes before you found the right ones, would that make you a shopping-slut?”

“But I like buying shoes.”

“And you like having sex. There’s nothing wrong with either. If you want to go exclusive with one guy, then that’s fine. But I don’t mind sharing you, and he might not either. Even if he does, nobody has a right to judge you for shopping around.”

“I guess.” I mean, I did want to be guy-exclusive with Spud, but I wasn’t so sure about giving up girls. Maybe Rupali was right. Maybe he wouldn’t mind if it was another girl instead of another guy. Would I be jealous sharing him with another guy? I didn’t think so.

We lay in silence for a few minutes, my brain on autopilot, casually exploring ways I could turn an exclusive-thing with Spud into something more…gregarious. Our earlier conversation must have been tickling my subconscious, because suddenly my mouth was asking, “Aren’t you actually meant to be saving yourself, though?”

“What for?”

“You’re Indian, right?”

“My parents are. I’m Australian, I guess.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be a virgin, you know, for your arranged marriage?”

Her musical laughter lifted me up and made me smile in the darkness. “They’re not very traditional. If you met them, you would laugh too. My parents have embraced what they call ‘The Australian Way’, and they will tell you so at every opportunity.” She paused a moment, and when she continued, it was with some sadness in her voice. “I doubt I would marry a man, but if I did, I don’t think my parents would choose him for me.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?” I couldn’t imagine why anyone would want their partner chosen for them.

“Maybe.” She snuggled me closer into her body. “But there’s something indescribably sexy, don’t you think, about the idea of going to bed with someone you’ve never met.” After a pause, she continued with cautious enthusiasm, rising to the excitement of the fantasy. “Don’t you fantasise about a stranger? You’ve never seen his face, never felt his touch, and then his cock—one you’ve never had, so you can’t know how big it is—touches you, down there, like a kiss. You feel his wetness and he feels yours. You want him and he knows it. He adds some pressure, pushes. He’s behind you so there’s nothing you can do to stop him going inside. You squeeze down there, but he opens you up anyway, so easily it’s like he’s not even trying.

“You can’t see him, can’t hold him—there’s only darkness and the sensation of your pussy slowly filling with cock. You hold your breath and concentrate on the feeling of being taken. Is he normal size? Is he Magnum? You can’t know. Every inch he feeds you might be the last, but maybe it’s not, maybe he fills you up and there’s still more.”

Wow! My nipples were hard again. “Is that what really happens in an arranged marriage, though? At the very least you’d have seen him at the wedding.”

“True,” she sighed. “But it doesn’t hurt to fantasise.”

We fell quiet, and my mind freewheeled again, thinking about maybe starting something with Spud, probably ending something with Mr Gallows, and if I was lucky, keeping something magical going with the girl whose arms were closed around me. After a while I heard her breathing deepen as she neared sleep.

“Rupali?”

“What?” she replied groggily.

“What if I could make it happen? You know, what you were saying about a strange man in your bed.”

“Angela,” she said in a dreamy voice, “you make that happen and I will stick my tongue so far up your tiny, tight snatch, you’ll come out my ears.” Then she fell asleep.

And so a plan was born.

──────
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Chapter Two

I chose Saturday night as the best night to execute the master plan. All of the day-boarders go home for the weekend, leaving only a handful of us full-semester girls. Legendary things don’t usually happen on Saturday because it’s no fun without everyone to share the experience, but that was about to change.

After dinner, I was in our room listening to music. I didn’t know where Rupali was, probably at the gym. I sent a text to Trish. She was just down the hall, but mobile phones are a curse of our generation, right?

“Playing What’s up Doc. My place 11:30pm. Bring your roomie. Rupali’s in.”

Then one to Rupali:

“New game. Our room 11:30pm. Trish is in.”

I’d sensed some heat between those two and wasn’t above playing it up to secure their cooperation. The last text was to Mr Gallows:

“Fantasy night. Teachers’ lounge 11:45pm. Wait for me. Wear a hoodie.”

Then I waited. That was the hard part.

Rupali came in at 8:30pm wearing her running gear—a crop top and bike shorts. The tight Lycra clung to every curve, and she was glowing with perspiration. “Hey babe.” She was still catching her breath as she sat to stretch down, her long, beautiful legs spread wide and flat on the floor. She reached for one foot, full breasts parting against her knee, and her hair spilling over the top of her head, hiding her face. I stared openly, not saying anything, just wanting.

“What’s the game?” she asked, not looking up.

“Huh?”

“Your text. What’s the game?”

“Oh. What’s up Doc? We haven’t played since last year, but you’re not the only newbie, Trish is bringing Mandy.” I explained the rules. It’s a guessing game where one girl picks an item from the dorm and slides it into the pussies of the others (who are blindfolded, of course) until one guesses right or all of them pass. The girl who guesses correctly gets to go next. It works best with small groups; it’s faster moving and easier to keep a lid on the cheating.

“Sounds fun. Trish is coming?”

Was there a note of special interest there? “Yep, and Mandy. Just the four of us. We’ll play in here.”

“Cool,” she said, stripping off her crop top and shorts, ready for the shower.

I was trying to play it cool, but I couldn’t help watching. Her large brown nipples were fully erect from her exertions, and she rubbed them with her fingertips to make them sit down again. I was imagining putting one in my mouth when her long eyelashes flicked in my direction. Sprung.

She stood naked in front of me, watching me watching her, but I couldn’t look away. She turned her back and then very slowly, keeping her legs straight, she bent to pick up her sweaty clothes, holding the pose for a few wonderful seconds. I let my gaze run all the way up those long, long legs, lingering at the top to study her shaved pussy lips bracketed between perfect buttocks and thighs.

“Jump shot!” she sang, suddenly leaping up, full breasts bouncing, and tossed her clothes into the hamper. She looked at me, winked, then grabbed her robe from the door and left.

Monogamy wasn’t going to come easy to me, and I think she knew it.

When she returned ten minutes later, we both pretended nothing had happened and went through our bedtime routine, waiting for the dorm to quieten down. We lay in bed, gossiping and giggling quietly in the dark until 11:30pm when there came a quiet tap on the door.

Deep breath, Ange. Here goes.

I slipped out of bed and let Mandy and Trish in before turning on the light. Both girls were wearing short satin nighties—de rigueur for What’s Up Doc?—and great big smiles. Mandy is middling height and skinny—small breasts over bony hips. She’s cute in a geek-chic kind of way with a slight overbite, black framed glasses, white teeth, and clear skin.

Rupali swung her legs out of bed, and three sets of eyes watched intently as she folded them gracefully beneath her bottom, sat down on a pillow, and smoothed her maroon nightie (what little there was of it) over the tops of her thighs.

Trish flashed me a conspiratorial glance and suggested Mandy go first since she hadn’t played before. This was also true for Rupali, but I knew what Trish was playing at, so I agreed.

“Okay,” I instructed Mandy. “Go out and grab something from the dorm and bring it back. We’ll be blindfolded. Only rule is it has to fit in everyone’s pussy. I’m small and haven’t had a turn yet, so remember to keep it sensible, otherwise I’m coming back with a cricket bat, and I won’t be using the handle.”

Mandy gave me an amused salute and slipped out silently with a big goofy grin on her face.

Rupali handed silk scarves from her personal collection keeping a giraffe-print one for herself that I hadn’t seen before. It should have looked kitsch, but it contrasted exotically with her glossy black hair and coffee-and-cream skin, raising my temperature another degree.

We slipped off our panties and waited in silence for Mandy.

There was a quiet knock at the door. Trish grinned at me again as we lifted our blindfolds and raised our bottoms in the air, ready to play. We heard Mandy sneak in behind us.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Banana!” Trish and I sung in unison.

“You bitches!” Mandy cried. “You peeked.”

Trish laughed. “No, we didn’t.” We all pulled down our blindfolds and sat up. “New girls always pick a banana. It’s like a rite of passage.”

Rupali got the joke and laughed despite herself. The look on her face suggested she would have done the same. Mandy looked at us again, realised she’d been had, and joined in.

“Me next,” said Trish, slipping out the door.

Mandy accepted a spare scarf from Rupali, stepped out of her panties, then we all turned around, head down and bottom up, ready for Trish.

She returned quickly. That meant she’d planned ahead. Bad news. “Ready Angie?”

It seemed I was going to be her target for this prank. “Sure, you only live once.”

I heard the squirting from our bottle of lube. “If that thing’s thicker than a banana,” I growled, “I’m coming back in here with a leg from the coffee table.”

Nervous giggles all round.

“Don’t get your twat in a tangle,” Trish admonished. And then, in a musical voice, “Here it comes!”

It touched me, kissing my moist lips right at the opening, and then—Holy crap!—pushed coldly inside. I was being doggy-fucked by Frosty the Snowman. It was freezing! My poor pussy clenched in shock, locking down on the icy invader.

“Loosen up, Angie,” Trish giggled, “or I’ll have to leave it in there all night.”

The initial shock had worn off and I realised it wasn’t as cold as I’d initially thought. Whatever it was, it had only come from the fridge, not the freezer. Blood began flowing back into my veins. Focusing, I was able to relax, and so I set about trying to guess what was in my snatch. “A little more, please.”

Trish slipped it in further. The fresh coldness contrasted with the now warm part and gave me a pleasant shiver. It felt bumpy. “Twist it a bit.”

“My pleasure,” said Trish. “Hang on, no, it’s yours, you horny slut.”

More giggles.

She twisted the shaft inside me. Definitely bumps. Round profile and cold.

“Gherkin,” I guessed.

“Loser,” she trilled merrily, whipping it out of my hole. “Next!”

Rupali was next. I could hear her breathing beside me, sounding a little nervous. Blind, I groped about for her hand, found it and gave it a squeeze, which she returned. I shuffled closer and we linked arms, elbows on the floor. With our heads nearly touching, the scent of her shampoo filled my nostrils, coconutty and tropical, making me dizzy.

Her hand jerked in mine. “Oh!” she uttered in surprise, and then, “Mmm,” as it turned to pleasure.

It sounded like Trish had popped her What’s Up Doc? cherry.

“More, please,” she said in a husky whisper, right next to my ear.

Totally unbidden, a complete and perfectly detailed image popped into my head—it was me in this same position, crouched on knees and elbows holding her hand with my bottom in the air. In my image, she was beneath me instead of beside me. Her slim arms were raised behind her head, long black hair fanned out beneath them, our bodies touching, breasts pressed together, her legs locked around my waist. We weren’t eye-to-eye, but cheek-to-cheek, her lips close to my ear—as in reality. I rearranged my pillow longways, so I was straddling it, pressing it into my stomach, breasts, and pussy, thus completing the illusion of her lean body beneath mine.

“Deeper,” she commanded in real life. The imaginary me was now a cock-wielding futa, the tip of my dick poised just inside her pussy. The real me moved her hips in time with the imaginary one (although the distinction was starting to blur), and half of my long ladycock slid into her soft, warm centre.

“Now all of it,” she breathed. I felt the muscles in my thighs begin to contract as warmth spread out from my stomach—the first harbingers of an imminent climax.

Trish laughed, snapped me back into reality. “But you don’t know how much there is.”

“I’ll take my chances,” Rupali quipped back with a smile in her voice. A few moments later, “Is that all of it?”

“Give you a tip, sweetie,” Trish giggled. “Don’t ever say that to a boy. And yes, it’s all in there. Any more and you’d be giving me a manicure.”

“All the way out, please, and back in half way.”

What was going on? Outsourced masturbation? Then I got it—she was feeling the texture and measuring its length by touch. Clever.

“Lift the end straight up please… Now down… Thank you.”

Genius!  She was squeezing it and checking the flex. Oh, she was good.

“I can’t be sure, but I think it is Purple Pat.” Purple Pat the Pimply Peter was a latex dildo with raised nodules from the dorm’s toy box.

“Not bad, for a beginner,” Trish said with typical understatement. We all took off our blindfolds and turned to see her smiling and waggling Pat back and forth.

I had to laugh along. “You sneaky bitch. You had that in the fridge!”

“Anything goes, remember?” she said. “Your turn’s coming.”

So it was, but now it was Rupali’s turn. I’d have to up my game if I wanted to execute my plan.

Rupali stepped out and we got into position. She was back in the room within seconds—not long enough to get to the toy box, or to the kitchen.

What could she have? It must have been something from the room, which narrowed it down and gave me an advantage over the others.

“Now, Angela hasn’t won yet, so I’m doing her first.”

I felt a warm flutter hearing those last four words. She was behind me, probably looking straight up my pussy and seeing me wide open and soaking wet from my little daydream. I felt a gentle touch near my anus, sliding down through my labia, brushing and then gently pinching my clitoris. Oh my God! It’s her fingers! My mind spun. I was as-good-as getting finger-fucked in front of everybody. Still attending to my clit, she pressed something hard and cool against my entrance. Thank God. I’d been worried about having to guess ‘fingers’ in front of the others.

It was too hard for latex and not cold enough to be metal. Wood? Plastic? She pushed the tip in deeper, stretching me. “Hold it there a sec’,” I croaked, trying to control my breathing as I adjusted to the thickness.

She wasn’t helping, increasing the pressure and rhythm on my clit with her fingers.

“Okay,” I said, swallowing hard. “More.”

Whatever it was, more of it slid into my steaming hole. Apart from hard and cool, it was also perfectly smooth and a bit thinner than all our dildos.

And curved!

As she pushed deeper, it curled, pressing uncomfortably against the walls of my vagina.

I know! “Umbrella!” I blurted, regretting it immediately. Having spoken up, I’d just done myself out of some more delicious clit rubbing.

“Careful,” said Trish. “Don’t press the button.”

“Well done,” Rupali said.

We all turned again, and lifted our blindfolds, smiling and giggling.

“I thought maybe you’d take longer.” Rupali sounded disappointed.

I smiled sheepishly, letting her know excitement had gotten the better of me.

“Off you go, Ange,” said Trish. “And do me first when you get back. I’m hornier than a dog with two dicks.”

The rest of us in unison: “Eeeeeewww! Trish!”

Uh-oh. Speedbump. My master plan was for Rupali—I hadn’t reckoned on having to get past Trish and Mandy first. I needed inspiration—quickly. I slipped out the door, heart pounding. The needles of a low panic pricked my spine. What could I get that Trish and Mandy would never guess? Think, Angela!

My fantasy of futa-fucking Rupali kept interrupting my thoughts, making it hard to concentrate.

And then, perfect clarity—the extra piece of the puzzle that even I didn’t know slotted into place and the plan was perfect.

No, it was beyond perfect. It was uber-perfect!
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Chapter Three

I silently padded through the common room to the toy box hidden in the sofa recess. I rummaged through, tossing vibrators and dildos out onto the sofa. Yes—Rawhide, the dorm’s old strap-on dildo. Working as quickly as I could, I slid the inner phallus into my now very lubricated, very hot pussy and fumbled with the buckles, finally getting them cinched tight around my waist and legs.

I looked down, my new penis standing proudly out beneath the hem of my nightie, and gave my hips a wiggle making it jog and bounce. I looked fucking ridiculous. Mandy didn’t know about Rawhide, so no trouble there. Trish knew, but the dildo was the same size and shape as half a dozen others in the toy box, so providing I didn’t reveal it was a strap-on, she wouldn’t guess either.

Time was running out. The girls would be expecting me back. Silently, I opened the main door and raced down the stairs to the Teachers’ Lounge, cock swinging and whacking my thighs. How do guys walk with these things? I almost knocked on the door out of habit, silently admonished myself, then poked my head inside. Mr Gallows was there. Phew!

“Come with me if you want to fuck,” I said in my best Terminator monotone.

His eyes boggled at the cock standing out under my nightie. “Quick point of clarification: who’s fucking whom?” he asked, staying calm and grammatically correct even under duress.

“You can un-pucker your asshole. It’s not for you,” I said. “It’s fantasy night. Now quickly,” I hissed. “Pants off, hoodie up, complete silence. Let’s go.”

“Am I going to lose my job over this?”

I glared at him. “Only if you fuck it up.” Then more softly, “I have it under control. Trust me. You will not regret this.” I pulled his head down to my level for a kiss. I wanted to tell him about Spud, that what we had had to end, and this was my parting gift. There just wasn’t any time.

He looked at me a moment longer—hard nipples beneath my sheer nightie, latex cock swinging back and forth between my thighs. “Fuck it.” He stepped out of his track pants and pulled the hoodie up.

“Atta boy. Follow me.” I disappeared out the door and tiptoed back up the stairs to the senior girls’ dorm with our pants-less headmaster following behind. We stole silently through the dorm, pausing outside my bedroom door. I looked up at him and held a finger to my lips. Shhhh! We went in.

The girls were crouched in position, blindfolds on.

“What the fuck, Ange?” Trish said. “Did you slip out to catch a movie?” Her nervous laugh betrayed her outward confidence.

“Sorry, I needed fuel. Does anyone know if you need to prime a two-stroke?”

More nervous giggles.

I glanced at Mr Gallows to see if he’d worked out what was going on.

He was standing catatonic, mouth open, staring at the three bottoms raised in the air, leaky teenaged pussies peeking out beneath the short nighties. I waved a hand in front of his face to get his attention and directed him to stand behind me.

I knelt behind Trish and massaged some lube onto Rawhide’s latex shaft. Being very careful to avoid giving any clues that the dildo was attached to my groin, I placed the tip between Trish’s pale pussy lips. “Ready?”

“And waiting. Do it.”

Moving my hips forward a little, I gave her maybe half of Rawhide’s seven inches. He’s quite thick, which Trish loves.

“Ooooh, big dildo. Thanks babe.”

“Ah, but which one, Miss Smarty Puss?”

“Give me the rest and I’ll tell you.”

Very carefully, so she’d think I was holding it in my hand, I planted one foot beside her for balance and leaned forwards, giving her all but the last inch.

“Oh, you crafty bitch,” she admonished. “Six or seven-inch latex dildo, cock shaped, thick, no other features. I can think of five that fit that description.”

I laughed. “Would you like me to fuck you some more while you think about it?”

“Just a little. I’m so horny.”

Thrusting my hips, I gave her a few slow pumps and then withdrew, so just the tip remained inside.

“Time for a guess, trash-mouth. All your dirty talk is making Mandy wet.”

“Hmmm. Leroy?”

Big, Bad Leroy Brown was one of the half-dozen nearly identical dildos she’d just described.

“Nope! Next victim.” I took a look behind at Mr Gallows. He had his cock in hand, now hard and angry, veins pulsing, and a disbelieving look on his face. He raised his eyebrows as if to ask if it was his turn. I shook my head and moved behind Mandy, motioning him to follow so that if he made a noise it would sound like me.

Now for a bit of fun. I lubed Rawhide again and placed the tip inside Mandy. “Ready?”

She made a nervous sound something like agreement, so reaching down with both hands I slipped her nightie up around her waist, grabbed her hips and pulled her onto my thick shaft, startling a gasp out of her.

Oh yeah, that feels good. I’d make such an awesome futa.

Mandy let out a muted shriek of realisation. “If you’re holding my hips, who’s holding the dildo?”

“I never said it was a dildo. Might not even be my hands,” I teased. “Maybe I brought in a mystery man to fuck you while I watch.” I watched Rupali’s bottom squirming with pleasure as I described her fantasy. Little did she know. Mwah-ha-ha-ha!

“Oh my God!” Trish blurted. “It’s Raw—” She stopped herself just in time.

My heart skipped a beat. She’d almost named Rawhide, ending the game and blowing my plan out of the water. I’d gotten too cocky (pun intended), letting them know I had a strap-on.

“Guess?” I asked Mandy.

“I’m thinking. Get your mystery man to fuck me some more while I think.”

Brassy! You go, girl!

Obliging, I started stroking back and forth, fucking her doggy-style, the inner dildo squirming inside my own pussy every time I changed direction. It was a wonderful, powerful feeling to be fucking like a man. It occurred to me that no matter whether a woman is on top or bottom, she’s still the one getting a fucking, not the one giving it. I definitely saw the attraction.

I looked back to check on Mr Gallows. He wasn’t even watching. His eyes were locked on Rupali crouched next to Mandy.

Listening to the two of us fuck, she’d snaked a hand between her thighs and was rubbing her clit. With each stroke, her labia opened and closed, showing her wet folds to Mr Gallows.

He looked down at me, questioning.

I nodded silently. Yes, that one’s for you. Be patient.

My own excitement mounting, I leaned back and put my hips into it, giving it to Mandy a little harder, the cup of Rawhide’s base now bumping her bottom and deliciously jolting the smaller dildo inside me. I wanted to reach under and rub her clit, but I didn’t dare—I’d already way overstepped the line.

She’d stayed silent the whole time, but I could feel her body tense with an approaching orgasm. Bringing out my inner-caveman, I grabbed her hips and thrust roughly all the way in.

Here you go, slut. Take it.

I reamed her. As silently as I could. Harder. Deeper. I felt the pressure on Rawhide as her secret muscles contracted, gripping the shaft. Mandy dropped her shoulders, pushed back, and with tendons standing out in her neck, she gave a silent scream and finally came.

Good girl. I slid out and released her hips. “Time’s up, Mandy.”

“Well,” she panted, “I’d guess it was a strap-on, but I didn’t know we had one. So I’m going to go with mystery man. You brought a dude in her to secretly fuck us all.”

“You wish! Wrong again, though. You’re up, Rupali.” I stood up and sucked in my tummy so I could step out of Rawhide without unbuckling.

I looked at Mr Gallows.

He was just about shaking with excitement from watching me fuck one girl while another fingered her shaved pussy in front of him. I felt his cock; it was hard as stone, pulsing with his raging heartbeat and dribbling pre-cum.

I was going to miss this.

I put him silently into my mouth, getting an exciting taste of his lubricating seed.

I guided him into position, kneeling behind Rupali, and held up one hand. Stay! Creeping around in front, I gave him a ‘get ready’ signal with two hands, miming a doggy-style grasp.

Understanding, he placed his hands on Rupali’s thighs and ran them lovingly up over her hips, lifting her nightie, moulding her teenage curves and feeling her firm, smooth flesh. With his hands now on the narrows of her waist and that monster nine-inch cock poised just an inch away from her pussy, I leaned down towards Rupali’s ear and breathed, “Fantasy night, babe. I’ve got a surprise for you. A big one.”
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Chapter Four

Rupali jumped like she’d been hit with a cattle prod but stayed silent. She lifted the blindfold from one brown, flashing, eye and glared at me in terror.

I held her chin so she couldn’t look around and leaned in close again. “No peeking,” I breathed.

She stared at me a moment longer, then visibly swallowed, nodded, and pulled the blindfold back down. “I’ll have the mystery-man treatment too, please Angela,” she said in her exotic, musical tones. “I’m looking forward to it.”

I winked at Mr Gallows. All clear. He guided his cock between Rupali’s lips, slowly piercing her and sinking into her steaming hole. Thrusting gently, he quickly established a rhythm, fucking her with the first half of his massive shaft.

Rupali reached forward, feeling for me. She slid one hand between my thighs and grabbed my bottom, guiding my swollen labia to her mouth. She gave me a few tentative licks, tasting my juices.

What was she doing? A three-way wasn’t in my script!

I looked longingly at Mr Gallows’ thrusting hips. I desperately wanted Rupali’s tongue in my twat, but I absolutely needed to see his weapon in hers. Holding her by the ears, I grudgingly pulled her away from my pussy and then slid down backwards beneath her, thighs parted around her head. I pulled her nightie up to her shoulders to expose her breasts, then repeated with my own to feel our erect nipples brushing against each other.

I looked up to check on Mr Gallows. Six inches of thick flesh was now gliding commandingly into my girlfriend less than a foot away from my face.

She resumed her assault on my pussy, sucking my clit and pushing her tongue deep inside. She started rocking back and forth onto her mystery man, rubbing her heaving breasts against mine and concentrating her tongue and lips on my burning love-button while the tip of her nose probed my pussy lips.

I was too short to reach her pussy with my mouth, so I reached up both hands, massaging her clit with one thumb, cupping and gently squeezing Mr Gallows’ balls in the other.

All this was done in silence, maintaining the charade for the other girls that it was me kneeling behind Rupali and feeding a dildo into her pussy.

“I think maybe there’s more, Angela,” she said. “I’d like all of it now, please.”

Mr Gallows stopped thrusting, six inches buried in Rupali’s twat. He leaned forward a little, slipping another inch in.

“Is that all?” she asked.

Trish giggled. “What did I tell you about asking that? You’re so lucky that’s not a real guy reaming you.”

If only she knew.

Mr Gallows pushed another inch in, making Rupali gasp in surprise.

“Oh my goodness! There was more!” Her voice rose half an octave and sparked a shiver I felt run through her body.

When I thought she was ready, I increased my grip on Mr Gallows’ balls and gently pulled. Following my lead, he leaned forward and sank the rest of his cock deep in her hole, pressing hard up against her ass.

Rupali vocalised a little shriek, then quickly masked it with, “Move it again please Angela, as you did before.”

Mr Gallows slowly slid all nine inches out, Rupali’s pink folds gripping him as he withdrew, then he plunged strongly back in again, balls-deep, pressing, stirring his massive dick in her tight, teenage hole. He repeated, thrusting hard, building up the tempo. I tried to stop his swinging sack from slapping Rupali’s waxed mons—a sound I couldn’t easily explain to the others. She lowered her head back down to my pussy, probing me, grinding her chin into my clit. I felt my orgasm building, and still holding the headmaster’s balls with one hand, I reached with the other, roughly grabbing Rupali’s hair and pushing her tongue deeper into my molten core.

Rupali redoubled her efforts, her straining tongue flicking and probing inside me.

I tipped over the crest and floated helplessly away, pulled along by the churning, swirling waters of an orgasmic tsunami. With fireworks of ecstasy exploding in my womanhood, my juices flowed, mixing with Rupali’s saliva. I wanted to scream but couldn’t, so I just held my breath and hugged her, her breasts crushing mine, until I had control again.

Mr Gallows kept pounding his enormous length into her (where did it all go?), pulling each stroke at the last moment and pushing his pubis to her bottom, screwing it home but never making a sound. If it hadn’t been happening right in front of my face, I would never have believed that such a monumental reaming could be administered in complete silence. It was carnal, animal, everything I wished he’d been able to do to me, but which I could never take.

I guided Rupali up off her elbows so that her swinging breasts would tease mine. Then, still cupping Mr Gallows balls (although I was having trouble keeping up with his powerful thrusts), I moved my free hand back to work on Rupali’s clit, rubbing and gently pinching in time with his pumping cock.

Rupali stiffened as her climax approached—only her second with a real man inside her. There should be an achievement badge for that. She arched and pushed back, raising her bottom and dropping her head back between my thighs.

We were close to the end now. Mr Gallows has few sexual weaknesses, but making a woman come is one of them. If I come first during lovemaking, then he’ll follow seconds later. It’s like clockwork. Even in the silence, he’d feel Rupali’s building climax and would be powerless to suppress his own.

Trembling, Rupali wrapped her arms around my raised knees and squeezed them tight around her ears, trying desperately not to scream.

On cue, I felt Mr Gallows’ balls draw up ready to unload.

Here come’s your fantasy, sweetie. I knew she’d probably worked out who it was, but she hadn’t seen him or spoken to him so there was always doubt. She didn’t even know he was doing her bareback, might not even until afterwards when she found him leaking out her hole.

He gave one more deep thrust, pumped his balls, and I felt his semen race past my fingers and through his cock on its long, long journey into the very deepest reaches of Rupali’s womanhood. He withdrew about halfway and then buried himself again, timing the stroke to the pump of his balls, squirting more powerful jets into my blindfolded girlfriend, loading her up with manly stranger-cum.

When their spasms abated, Mr Gallows stayed inside and ran his hands over Rupali’s waist and shoulder blades, then down to cup and squeeze her full breasts, silently thanking her for what they’d shared.

I sensed the beginning of something. They could both give something the other needed, something I couldn’t give them, and I was okay with that.

The other girls remained blessedly silent, Mandy presumably allowing Rupali to enjoy Rawhide as she had, and Trish probably wondering whether she should accept a strap-on fucking from her best friend, or just guess Rawhide and end the game.

Their patience would soon run out. I guided Mr Gallows’ long cock all the way out and wrapped my lips around his softening length for what I realised was the last time, slurping the last of his seed into my mouth to avoid a clean-up. Releasing him, I quickly slid out from beneath Rupali and asked, “How about a guess Roops? What’s up, Doc?”

“Well,” she began slowly, “I love the idea of Mandy’s mystery-man…”

Giggles from the gallery. As she spoke, I backed Mr Gallows to the door.

“But since that guess is taken, it must have just been a strap-on.”

“I need a name.”

“I have looked through the toy box several times and we do have one down at the bottom. I’m sure I heard one of the girls name it. Is it…Rawhide?”

I picked up Rawhide with my foot, jingling the buckles to make some noise and making a grab for it as I waved Mr Gallows out. For a big man, he could move like a cat. “Ta-da!” I sang as the door softly snicked shut.

The girls removed their blindfolds and I held Rawhide up for inspection, still wet with Mandy’s juices. It might have been my imagination, but Trish looked a little disappointed. Maybe she had wanted a turn. She’d have to wait; Rupali was about to start leaking all over the carpet, so I needed to get the others out.

“That’s one turn each,” I said. “And I need to get my beauty sleep so I can dream about mystery men sneaking into my dorm to shag me blindfolded.”

“When he’s done, can you send him to our room?” Trish joked. “You got me started with that thing. Now I’m going to have to dig Leroy out of the toy box and finish the job.”

I opened the door and the girls filed out to the sound of muted giggles. I quietly closed it again, and turning around, I leaned back against it, grinning at Rupali.

She’d rolled over and sat up. Lifting the hem of her red nightie, she showed me her puffy, battered, cum-soaked pussy lips.

“So, that’s what it’s like twisting on the Gallows Pole for real, huh?”

“Maybe it is. Maybe it was a stranger I found on Tinder.”

“If I needed to know,” she said, eyeing me seriously. “Would you tell?”

“Maybe.”

“Don’t,” she said. “I’d rather not know.”

I knelt and held her, kissed her, felt the weight of her breasts pressing into mine. “Happy Fantasy Night, babe.”

God, I hoped it wasn’t our last.

──────
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Epilogue

Hey @Spud.

Hi @Ange.

Remember I said things were complex?

Yeah?

They just got simpler :-)

Seriously? Cool.

I’d love to see you.

Can you sneak into the dorm next Saturday?

Johnno’s done it.

How hard can it be?

I have a fun game we can play.

Sounds fun :-)

:-) I hope so :-)

<3<3<3

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2013 – 2020)


Dirty Talk (a bonus chapter)

(Book 6 of Dorm Room Dares)

How do you seduce a shy guy?
First, distract him.


1

───Ξ───

I’m Game

It was the last weekend of March, the time of year when the Australian summer typically makes way for cooler weather, but this one was a scorcher. With all-day passes from our boarding school dorm, and after (what was supposed to be) a quick stop at the mall for a new bikini and some fresh fingernail bling, Rupali and I were finally ready for some sun and sand, so we hopped the train to Bondi Junction.

—with, it seemed, half of frickin’ Sydney.

“This is nuts,” Rupali said as we shoved our way onto the last carriage at Central.

There were old people, young people, families with prams, and I (at 4’11” and three-quarters) spent the entire trip with my face pressed between Rupali’s (6’1”) boobs.

I won’t lie. It could’ve been worse.

Eavesdropping on the conversations, we figured out David Hasselhoff was at Bondi Beach for some celebrity reality show. The Twitter-verse had blown up, and now half the population was going to screw up our day in the sun to bask in some reflected celebrity spotlight.

When the doors opened, the train vomited us forth onto the platform, and we joined the endless penguin-march to exit the station. By the time we got to the bus-stop, the line was snaking all the way down to the corner and back, and the next bus went by already full and didn’t stop.

I looked at Rupali. “Now what?”

“Manly Beach?”

“It’s thirty minutes back to the city.”

“And another forty-five on the ferry.” That was assuming we didn’t have to wait for one. It was already lunchtime, because we’d spent longer than planned bikini shopping (though not without reward—we’d found a sale and snapped up a costume in white lace for me, and a clinging blood-red number for Rupali). It’d be two o’clock before we got to Manly Beach.

A van pulled up alongside and honked. The tinted passenger-side window rolled down, and the driver pulled his sunglasses down and leaned across. “You ladies need a ride?”

“Scoot!” We’d met him at the mall. Well, I say ‘met’, but it was a little more personal than that. I’d gotten myself trapped in a trick bikini with a remote-control vibrator, and Scoot… Well, let’s just say, ‘shit happened’.

I exchanged a look with Rupali. I’m game. Scoot was a good guy, although maybe a little shy. He’d had ample opportunity to grope me or worse, and he’d managed to keep it in his pants. I admit to feeling…curious. What would it take to blow this guy’s cool?

Rupali opened the door. “Where are we going? Bondi?”

Scoot eyed the growing queue for the bus. “There’s some Baywatch thing going on. I was thinking Coogee, instead, and I figured you two might have gotten caught up here.”

“Coogee it is.”

There was no back seat in the van, so I climbed in first next to Scoot, and Rupali took the window seat beside me, cuddling up close so that our legs touched and placing a slim brown hand on my knee.

The body language was clear. Mine. Or so I thought.

I saw a momentary flick of Scoot’s head and knew he was watching in his peripheral vision, so when I felt a tug at my knee, I realised with a flush of excitement it wasn’t ‘Mine’ at all. It was ‘Showtime’.

I parted my legs a few inches and smiled as Rupali’s fingers predictably slithered into the gap. She had, it would seem, plans for me.

As Scoot turned a corner, she slid it further up, bringing my dress along for the ride, and began stroking my inner thigh in a circular motion with the tip of her middle finger. The sexy look of her long, curved, pink nails between my legs gave me a shiver.

Scoot wasn’t watching us directly, but he was shifting in his seat and adjusting his board shorts a fair bit, so I was pretty sure he knew exactly where Rupali’s hand was, and he had also probably figured out where it was headed. When we stopped at a traffic light and he was in no danger of crashing the van, I took a deep breath, puffing out my chest, and then released it again with just a touch of a moan, opening my legs a little wider at the same time.

Rupali’s hand worked to the top of my thigh, hiking up my dress even further until her little finger touched my crotch, then she flicked it back and forth over my bikini bottom, titillating my pussy lips.

It was all for show, of course, and not really getting me hot…well, not very hot…but I loved the effect it was having on Scoot as he missed the light turning green and got himself honked by the car behind.

I turned to Rupali as he got the van under way again and gave her a ‘cool it’ look, so she moved her hand back down to my knee but left the dress pulled up to my crotch. Scoot would have something to look at if he decided to sneak a peek. I don’t know whether he did or not, but I didn’t catch him.

We found a good park right near the beach and hopped out into the searing Sydney heat while Scoot spent a few extra seconds in the privacy outside the driver’s door adjusting his erection before grabbing his towel and a bag from the back.

“Are you surfing,” I asked.

“No, the surf’s rubbish today,” he said, gazing out over the lacklustre waves. “I might get a board out later, but if you girls want company…?”

“What do you think, Angela?” Rupali asked, winking at me. “I don’t know much about guys, but he seems pretty cute.”

“True. But won’t you get jealous?”

“Moi? I’ll get my fun watching you.” She leaned down and kissed me on the lips. “Who knows? Put on a good show for me, and you might convince me to go straight.”

Whoa! That was the fourth time she’d hinted at wanting to try a guy. Maybe Scoot was the one? She was right—he was cute—but he wouldn’t be my first choice for her. He was a little too well-behaved and didn’t strike me as especially…experienced. Inexperience was like catnip for me, unfortunately. I loved the idea of being a guy’s first, even though I knew the reality could never live up to the expectation. What Rupali needed was someone a little more alpha, someone who could drive her all the way to the edge and shove her off. If she got some tentative newb who came in her hand, she’d be put off cock for good.

“Fine,” I said finally, returning her kiss. “I’ll play. But if he turns out gay and I waste an afternoon flirting, I’m blaming you.”

Poor Scoot, he was following us back and forth like a tennis match, his eyes getting wider with each exchange.

Rupali turned to him. “Good news, Scoot. I’ve decided I’m going to let Angela flirt with you for the afternoon.”

We each took an arm and walked him down to the beach. I pulled on the one I was holding and pressed it to my breast. It felt big and young and hard. This was going to be a good day.

We found a patch of sand to ourselves and Rupali immediately dropped her beach bag, peeled off her sarong and ran for the water, calling back, “Last one in is rubbing Reef Oil into me when we get out.”

Scoot pulled his singlet over his head, revealing a lean waist that was tanned and muscled to match his chest and arms. He looked at me. “She wasn’t serious, was she?”

I shrugged out of my dress. “Probably not. But if you’re worried, you can stay here and screen me, otherwise I’ll be a lobster in ten minutes flat.” At times like these I envied Rupali’s brown skin. My milky complexion required SPF-50+ even in winter sunshine.

“Really?” His eyes, normally so well-behaved, roamed over all my unprotected skin.

“Start with my back,” I said, squirting some sunscreen into his hand. “Do a good job and I’ll let you do me all over.”

I turned my back, and while those big strong hands massaged cream into my neck and shoulders, I smeared some on my face, chest and tummy.

Scoot’s fingers ventured lower, down past my strap, circling closer and closer to my bikini bottom.

“Don’t be shy down there. I might burn.”

He got another squirt of sunscreen and dipped tentatively beneath the waistband. “I that okay?”

I wriggled my backside happily. “It’ll have to do. C’mon. Let’s get wet.”

We ran down the beach and found Rupali just out beyond the breaking waves, bobbing over the top of each swell as it passed. The tide was in and it got deep quickly. We were still metres away when I got out of my depth and had to swim, ducking under the waves as they broke over me.

When we got out to her, Scoot was fine standing there, but I couldn’t touch the bottom at all. At 6’1”, the water came only just past the top of Rupali’s red bikini and with each trough that preceded a wave, her full breasts bobbed tantalizingly on top of the water.

“Are we going to stay out this deep?” I asked. “I’ll last about two more minutes treading water and getting dunked by the swells.”

Scoot looked concerned. “If we go closer in, we’ll be under the break,” he said. “I can take it, but I don’t think Rupali’s bikini top can.” He smiled at me. “Not that I’d look.”

Not that he’d mind, either.

“That’s okay,” I said, putting out my hand and holding Rupali’s shoulder. “You’ll hold me up, won’t you babe? Scrunch down so I don’t have to reach, will you?”

“No way. I don’t want your drowning corpse taking me down. Hold onto Scoot. He’s expendable.”

I paddled over and put one hand on the slope of Scoot’s muscular shoulder. “Okay?”

“Better than okay,” he said, giving me a warm tingle even through the cold water.

As the next swell passed through, he had to jump to stay above it, but I pushed down on his shoulder at the same time to keep my head above water and ended up pushing him back under.

He came back up spluttering but laughing.

“Don’t worry,” I said, laughing. “I didn’t get dunked.”

“What a relief,” he said, spitting out water. “How about holding on a bit tighter so you come with me when I jump?”

That sounded like an invitation; I didn’t need a second one. I pulled in close and clung to him like a baby on her mother’s hip, my arms around his shoulders and my legs around his waist. I was slightly front-on with a breast either side of his pectoral muscle and my pussy nestled onto the point of his hip.

Happy, happy girl.

I smiled at him, our faces now just a few inches apart. I looked over at Rupali to see if she was jealous. She was still smiling—not jealous at all. All was going exactly to plan as far as she was concerned.

“Missing me?” I asked.

“On the contrary,” she said, wading over to us. “Now whenever I want you, I have you right here.” She leaned in and placed a hand on Scoot’s chest as she kissed me, passionately and open mouthed. “You don’t mind, do you Scoot?”

“Nope.” He shook his head. “All good.”

“Excellent.” Rupali planted a short, sweet kiss on his cheek.

He looked at me, confused and probably wondering what sort of jealous fight he might have got in the middle of.

I leaned in and gave him a little kiss on the cheek too. “Just roll with it, Scoot.” Another swell was right on top of us. “Wave!” I cried, giving him a squeeze.

He jumped late but kept our heads above water, his hip grinding uncomfortably into my pussy, and I had to wriggle against him and open myself up under my bikini so that my entrance settled on his hip.

Comfortable again, I looked back at his face, but he had his eyes closed and was taking a deep breath. Poor Scoot. I gave him a squeeze to make him feel better.

We stayed out for nearly two hours, playing, splashing and chatting. Rupali wanted to go and lie in the sun, and if I wasn’t there, she was going to oil that long gorgeous body on her own.

Or worse, get some random lesbian to help. I couldn’t have that.

I gave Scoot a little kiss and hopped off his hip. “You coming in?”

“Soon,” he said. “I’m going to body-surf a few waves.”

And maybe wait for that bludgeon in your shorts to go down. Poor guy. He really did exert monk-like self-control, though. It was frustrating, but hard not to be impressed.

I followed Rupali back up the beach, and she towelled her long hair while I drip-dried, watching Scoot expertly swim onto the crests of small waves and ride them into the shallows. “Did I overdo it?” I asked.

“No, you were perfect, sweetie. God, you were so hot and vulnerable, I wanted to fuck you.”

“You say the sweetest things.”

“Was he groping you under the water?”

I shook my head as I watched him swim back out to the break. “I don’t think he’s gay, though. He’s just…gentlemanly. Maybe I need to try harder.”

“Let me help,” she said, throwing me her SPF-0 Reef Oil. “When you see him coming in, start oiling me, and we’ll give him a little show.”

──────
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Rubbing it in

She twisted her long hair and tied it in a top-knot, then lay face down on her towel. A couple of waves later, Scoot came running out of the surf, so I poured some Reef Oil onto Rupali’s shoulders and started rubbing it in.

“How can you stand this stuff?” I asked. “You know there’s no UV protection, right? You could just baste yourself in butter and climb into an oven.”

“A billion Indians with no skin cancer say you’re wrong. I’ve got genetics on my side.”

I had the oil spread across her shoulders and down to her bikini strap when Scoot came up and began towelling his hard, tanned body. I looked up at him and put a finger to my lips, then beckoned him over beside me. I squirted more oil on Rupali’s lower back, then took Scoot’s hands and brought them down, inviting him to rub it in.

He looked at me questioningly. Really?

I nodded encouragement, so he leaned over and experimentally spread the oil with his fingertips.

With her face in the towel, Rupali said, “Rub me properly, Angie, otherwise I’ll sack you and appoint Scoot chief masseur when he comes in.”

She knew.

Emboldened, Scoot started spreading the oil slowly with both palms. I silently moved out of his way and began applying sunscreen—real sunscreen—to my own body. It wasn’t an onerous task; at 4’11’’ and three-quarters, there’s not much of me to cover.

Scoot scooted closer, applying pressure and earning a low moan from Rupali.

“Mmmm. That’s nice, sweetie.  Unhook my top and get under the strap, will you?”

He undid the clasp and laid the ends of the straps out to the side. Rupali’s breasts were pressed into the towel and now bulged out either side. Scoot massaged up and down her long back, working the oil into her skin, which was now glistening and smelling sweetly of coconut. He had his thumbs facing together over her spine with fingers splayed out wide; they curled around her narrow waist but on each upward stroke he pulled them in, not quite daring to touch the sides of her breasts.

“Oooh babe,” she moaned. “You have magic hands. Make sure you get everywhere.”

Scoot drizzled more oil into his hands and shaped them around Rupali’s waist. He stroked upwards over her ribs and the side-swells of her breasts, all the way to her armpits and then back down again, lingering and moving his fingers in circles, feeling the pliant firmness of her flesh.

Rupali moaned in fresh encouragement. “You dirty girl, Angela.” Scoot quickly moved his hand away, and Rupali complained. “Oh, you tease. Go back.”

He brought both hands back up to her breasts and slowly massaged the sides, his fingers slipping into the gap underneath to stroke the undersides. Rupali purred with delight and encouraged him on.  She rolled her back slightly towards him, raising one breast a little higher to improve his access, just enough to expose the edge of one brown nipple. Scoot rubbed oil over the exposed flesh, lingering and cupping the underside, brushing a finger over the edge of the nipple. Rupali moaned and arched her back under his touch, encouraging him to explore further. Scoot pressed more firmly, lifting the nipple off the towel and allowing him to run his fingertips over its full surface, circling, stroking, gently pinching and squeezing, making the point stiffen under his touch.

He moved his hands to Rupali’s lower back, rubbing and kneading, sliding his thumb tips beneath the top edge of her bikini bottom.

“Fold it down a little if you like, Ange,” she said.

Scoot hooked his fingers under the fabric and folded it back, revealing a few inches of bottom cleavage. Rupali’s narrow, high-cut briefs were now still narrow but very low cut. Scoot applied more oil and reversed the direction of his massage from bottom-up to top-down, thumbs pointing inwards and fingers forwards, he stroked firmly from the middle of Rupali’s back down to her bottom, fingers disappearing to the third knuckle into her very truncated bikini briefs. He held his hands there, cupping her buttocks and spreading oil over them, fingertips exploring the edges of the cleft in between.

Rupali’s breathing began to speed up. “That’s wonderful, sweetie. More of that.”

Scoot rubbed up her back, lingering around her breasts, again sliding the tips of his middle fingers into the hollows and teasing the sensitive undersides, then in one fluid movement he swept downwards, his hard hands ploughing through her flesh, over the tops of her buttocks and deep beneath her bikini bottom, thumbs drawing her cheeks apart and index fingers diving into the void, barely an inch or so from her moist centre. She arched her backside up into his hands, moaning “Oh, yes. Please…a little more.”

This was getting a bit heavy for a public beach, so I got Scoot’s attention and gestured to her long, shapely legs, suggesting he would be remiss not to explore their lean curves. Frankly, I was feeling a bit breathless watching them, and if he didn’t rub her down there then I would.

He moved around closer to her calves and adjusted what looked like a very uncomfortable erection. Applying more oil, he massaged each leg in turn starting at the ankle and working upwards, pressing his thumbs into her hard calves, passing gently over the sensitive backs of her knees, and closing his strong hands around her lower thighs. When both legs were glistening with oil from mid-thigh down, he wrapped his hands around the closest calf and slowly worked upwards, kneading the backs of her legs with his thumbs but keeping the fingertips wrapped all the way around to the towel. Her thighs were touching just above the knee but instead of stopping when he reached that junction, he gently pressed upwards, signalling his intention, and Rupali’s thighs parted like the petals of an exotic flower.

I could see the deep red fabric of her bikini tapering down her bottom to a sheer two-inch strip as it dived between her open legs, barely covering her sex. It moulded over the curves of her labia and dimpled in the middle where her entrance sat wantonly open, wishing for something to plunge into the hot, silky depths within.

Rupali was panting now, her breasts swelling and heaving beneath her. She tilted her bottom upwards, changing the angle of her vagina so that it was directly in the path of Scoot’s approaching hands. Slowly he kneaded the long muscle of her thigh, each contraction of his hands bringing his fingers an inch closer to that tiny strip of red, the only barrier between his searching digits and the warmth and wetness that awaited within. His final stroke brought his thumbs to the edge of her bikini on the back of her thigh, the index finger of the hand between her legs almost brushing the thin covering protecting her womanhood. And there they stopped.

Rupali moaned in frustration between gasps of passion as she pumped her hips, trying to encourage his fingers to complete their journey. “Please, sweetie. Please.”

Scoot looked over at me, his eyes burning with passion, asking my permission to go further. I motioned for him to wait, but not to stop. I moved opposite to him and leaned close so that I could talk to Rupali in a low voice that only she and Scoot could hear.

“Rupali, you don’t really want me to rub your pussy, do you?”

“Yes, I do. Please.”

“Well I’m sorry, it’s too late,” I said in a sexy, husky voice. “Scoot is coming up from the beach now. He’s going to interrupt us.”

“Oh no!” She sounded disappointed.

“You should see him, Rupali,” I went on in the sexy voice. “It’s a shame you’re a lesbian. The water is beading on his muscles and his shorts are soaking wet and clinging to his skin. I can see the contours of his cock, it looks hard.”

“Really?”

“I think it’s hard for you. He’s looking between your open legs and…oh my goodness, there’s a split in your bikini! He can see right through it. I can see too, you dirty girl. Your pussy’s open and wet, and I think Scoot wants it—I know I do.”

I could hear Rupali’s rapid breathing, and every few breaths she vocalised a moan as the heat and tension built up inside. Scoot was looking at me wide eyed, the proximity of Rupali’s wet entrance momentarily forgotten as he listened to me talking dirty.

“Oh my God, Rupali, he’s pulling down his shorts. His cock is…oh it’s…Jesus, it’s beautiful. It’s perfect. He’s still looking at you, so open and so ready, and now he’s kneeling between your legs. He’s stroking that perfect cock, pumping it, imagining how it will feel sliding inside you, pumping you until you come, ramming it all the way home until you beg him to stop.”

“But I don’t even like guys.” She didn’t sound very convincing.

“He doesn’t care, I don’t think. His cock is poised now,” I continued. “It’s just outside your hot, wet entrance. But wait, now he doesn’t look so sure. He doesn’t think you want it anymore.”

“I think I do. Maybe. Just this once.”

“He doesn’t understand, Rupali,” I said. “What do you want? What do you want him to do to you?”

“I want his cock inside me,” she purred. “I want him to slide it all the way in. I want him to fuck me. I want him to pump me full of cum.” Her voice broke, hitching with emotion. “Make him do it, Angela. Grab his cock and put it in me.”

“I think he’s going to. Hang on, I’ll see if he’s ready. Oh Christ, I’m wrapping my hand around it and I can’t touch my thumb. It’s the hardest thing I’ve ever felt. It’s like iron. It’s hot, too. It’s baking into my hand. Now I’m bringing the tip of it to your pussy.” I nodded at Scoot. “Can you feel me putting it in your pussy?” Scoot lifted his finger and touched it against the dimple outlining of Rupali’s open labia. He pressed in gently against the red fabric and moved his finger in circles, sliding the lining against her lubricating juices.

“Yes, it’s right there. I feel it.”

“I’m going to try sliding it all the way in now. Ready? One, two…” I let out a deep moan as I got carried away with my own fantasy. Scoot pressed down harder onto the gusset and rotated his fingers in wide circles, stretching her lips and opening her up wider. I reached down and closed my hand over his, guiding his fingers with a pressure and motion that I know she likes.

“Oh Christ, Rupali. His cock just went all the way in. He’s so deep. His balls are pressed up against you.” I rolled Scoot’s fingers around her labia. “Can you feel them grinding into you?”

She moaned that yes, she could feel it.

“He wants to go even deeper, but you’ve taken everything already. Now he’s fucking you, long slow strokes, all the way out and then in again, all the way to his balls. Uh…oh…yes…uh-huh.” I grunted in time with Scoot’s fingers palpating her steaming snatch. “Oh, man, I think he’s getting ready to come.” I started picking up the tempo with my voice as I moved his fingers up to her clitoris, feeling for it myself through the bikini and then placing his fingers, first right on top so he knew where it was, then circling and rubbing. “He’s pumping you now, Rupali. He’s slamming his dick all the way in, deeper and deeper, slapping against your ass as he tries to get every bit of himself inside your pussy.”

Rupali started to shake with the beginnings of an orgasm. Her bottom and thighs went rock hard, and all the muscles along her back bunched, glistening with oil.

I increased the pressure on Scoot’s fingers, pressing them hard into her clitoris, not circling any more but rubbing mercilessly back and forth over the top. I felt the change in her body as she came, quietly crying out for Scoot to come in her pussy.

“Oh my goodness! I’m holding his balls and they’re swelling in my hand,” I said, bringing Scoot to an imaginary orgasm to rival Rupali’s real one. “He’s about to come, hold on sweetie, here it comes, he’s going to pump his load into you. Oh fuck! Oh Jesus! I’m coming too. I’m coming everywhere, I just can’t watch. It’s pumping out of his balls, I’m squeezing them and it’s rushing through my fingers and down his long, long cock and into you. He’s bursting inside you, filling you up until you overflow. Now it’s running out your pussy and over his balls, over my hand. Hang on, I need to—”

I made a slurping noise, this was probably taking the fantasy too far, but I was immersed in the moment and saying what I wanted to do, maybe not what she wanted to hear. “Oh babe, it tastes divine. Sweet and salty. It’s running down my chin and I’m trying to lick up every drop.”

Rupali’s spasms tapered off, and now she was just lying flat and spent. I stopped Scoot’s fingers and returned them to a gentle massage of her labia.

“He’s finished now, sweetie. He’s pulling out…there, it’s out.”

“Thank you,” she panted. “Thank you.”

“You relax, sweetie. I’m taking him down to the water now and washing off.”

──────


3

───Ξ───

Tell Me a Story

I took Scoot’s hand and led him away. “That was incredible,” he said when we were out of earshot. “I shut my eyes for a minute and thought I really was going to come. It felt so real.”

“It was real,” I said. “Rupali really came.”

“God, I know,” he marvelled. “I want to do it again. Where did you learn how to talk dirty like that?”

We splashed into the water and waded out to the break. “I don’t know,” I said. “It’s a gift. I guess I’ve just got a dirty mind.”

We ducked under a wave and came up the other side out of my depth. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, opening my mouth and finding his tongue, the salt water mixing with our saliva. I felt his thick, hard cock pressing into me and broke away.

“Oh, you poor thing,” I said, reaching down and rubbing his erection through his shorts. “How long has it been like that?”

“Pretty much since I saw you in that blue bikini this morning,” he said shyly, gasping as I squeezed him.

I put my lips next to his ear. “Would you like me to fix it?” Without waiting for an answer (or needing one), I reached into his shorts and wrapped my fingers around his pole. It felt every bit as perfect as I’d described it to Rupali—about seven inches (perfect), a nice handful around the middle (perfect again), and a little thicker at the base. I shivered as my tiny, tight pussy clenched involuntarily, imagining this wonderful cock opening me up gently and then filling me up.

“Pull your shorts down,” I breathed into his ear. He did. I sat on his hip again like earlier and reached under my leg to grasp his shaft. I started stroking his cock, gripping tightly at the base and pulling, releasing the pressure as I got to the tip. I felt him throb in my hand, and with his hip pressed into my open pussy lips, I realised with surprise that I needed this relief every bit as much as he did.

With the next passing swell, I pretended to lose my grip on his shoulder and washed away with the wave. Under water, I quickly slid my bikini bottom off and tucked it into the rear strap of my top, taking care not to let Scoot see as I swam back over to him.

“You need to hold me tighter,” I said, taking his hands and closing them around my waist, his thumbs and fingers very nearly meeting in the middle. I reached down and took his dick in both hands, one closed around the tip and the other holding as much of the other end as I could manage. I wrapped my legs around his hips again, but this time I was front-on rather than sitting on his hip, holding his throbbing cock just before my entrance, invisible beneath the rippling water.

Still under the illusion that he was getting a hand-job, his body quivered nonetheless at this much more overt sexual position.

“Now I’ve got you where I want you,” I purred. “If you want me to keep going, I need to hear a dirty story about you and me.”

“Huh?” Surprise lit his face as he realised this wasn’t going to be a free ride. “But I’m no good at it. I’ll just turn you off.”

“All the more reason for you to try hard.” I grinned, squeezing his tool with both hands. “Go on,” I urged. “I’m getting bored and I might give up and swim back to the beach.”

“Right. Hang on. Okay, I’m on a surfboard… No, we’re both on it,” he began quickly. “And we’re fucking…”

“Stop!” I squeezed his dick and gave a small jab with my fingernail. “You can’t start fucking me right at the beginning. I’m a lady.” I smiled sweetly, batting my eyelashes. “I need to be wooed.”

“Okay, how’s this? I’m rescuing you on my board—”

“Why do I need rescuing? I’m a good swimmer.”

“You fell off your jet-ski and bumped your head,” he said. “You were way out behind the break and by the time I got there, you were unconscious and almost drowning.”

“Okay, that’s plausible,” I said, rewarding him with some slow strokes of his erection, still holding the tip near my pussy and drawing the other hand towards me. “Keep going.”

“Right. I check you’re still breathing, and you are, so I lift you onto the board and start swimming you back to shore.”

“This is going to get good soon, right?” I asked suspiciously, holding his cock loosely to let him know he needed to sharpen his act.

“Sure. So I try to swim in, pulling you on the board, but you keep sliding off because you’re covered in Reef Oil.”

I laughed. “Is this story about me or Rupali?”

“Shush. Just go with me here.”

“Right. Shushing. Go ahead, Shakespeare.”

His swollen knob brushed against my open slit, causing me to squeak with surprise and close both hands in a death grip. I don’t think he noticed, or if he did, he would have thought he had brushed against my bikini. Either way, his tool bulged under my fingers and it was all I could do not to just feed it straight into my hungry pussy.

“So anyway,” he said. “I’ve hauled you back up onto the board for about the tenth time and now I’m exhausted, so I rest, holding the board, but that drags it lower in the water and the swells are washing over your face.”

“Glub, glub, glub,” I chirped, miming drowning.

“Exactly! So thinking quickly, I pull off my shorts and—”

“Oh, this sounds chivalrous.”

“Shush! And I bunch them up under your head to keep it above the water.”

“Ohhh, how thoughtful. That was chivalrous! But now you’re naked, right?” My eyes flashed with excitement. “But I’m still in my bikini.”

“Ah yes,” he beamed. “But I just noticed a cut on your arm from the jet-ski. It’s bleeding and I’m worried it’ll attract sharks.”

“Uh-oh! I hate sharks!” I stroked his cock some more, encouraging him. With each upward stroke, I opened my top hand a little and touched the tip to my open pussy lips, sending little sparks of excitement outwards through my tummy and down my parted legs.

He continued, probably (hopefully!) thinking the feather touches were just my fingers or bikini. “So thinking quickly again, I pulled off your bikini bottom and tied it around the wound, stopping the flow of blood.”

“That was quick thinking,” I laughed, gliding the tip of his cock along my slit and rubbing it gently around my clitoris. “If you’d thought any slower you might have used my bikini top instead of the bottom!”

“Ah, but you’re wrong!” He smiled back. “Your bikini top was torn free in the accident and I couldn’t find it.”

I goggled at him in mock surprise. “So I’ve been topless this whole time?”

“Yep.”

“And you haven’t once stopped to cop a feel?”

“Not once…well maybe I accidently brushed a hand over one getting you back onto the board. But that’s because I was trying not to look.”

“Trying?” I giggled. “Such a gentleman. Well, since you’ve been so well behaved, I give fantasy-you permission to lick my nipples. Just to try to wake me up, you understand”

“Of course! That’s what I was going to do next anyway…just to try to wake you up.”

Gently squeezing the base of his cock with my left hand to distract him, I guided the tip into my vagina with my right, the lips closing over his knob to replace the pressure of my palm as I lifted it away. My thumb and fore-finger still circled the top of the shaft, stopping him from sliding deeper, and all the while I watched to see if he’d worked out what I was up to. Incredibly, he was too wrapped up in the story to notice he was now fucking me.

“Okay, so now with my eyes closed so I don’t gawk at your breasts, I lean in and kiss one softly, but you don’t respond.”

“How do you know you got my breast if you weren’t looking?”

“I had a quick peek to line it up, but then I shut them again.”

“Sensible,” I said. “But no response, right? You’d better try harder or I might slip into a coma.”

“Good idea. So I line up and kiss it again,” the real Scoot shut his eyes for effect. “I open my mouth and close my lips over your nipple, running my tongue over the tip and biting it gently until it hardens.”

“Oh, God, that feels wonderful,” I moaned, shutting my own eyes. I stroked my finger and thumb over his knob, working it in and out of my pussy, all the while pretending that it was still my palm closed over the end of his manhood.

“Well I wouldn’t know anything about that,” he laughed. “I was just trying to wake you up. But I’m encouraged by the reflex response, so I reach across and stroke the other breast, and that nipple hardens under my fingers.”

“But you’re still kissing the first one, right?” I sighed, eyes still shut and now sliding a little more cock—about two or three inches—into my pussy, setting off a contraction as my tiny opening stretched taut around his thickness. I squeezed with my circled thumb and finger to match the grip of my vagina and reached down with my other hand to cup his balls, lightly squeezing to distract attention from the other end.

“Sure, I’m still kissing the first one. I don’t want you to slip into a coma, do I?” He hitched a breath on the last two words as my fingers closed around his balls.

Meanwhile, at the other end of his cock, the muscle spasm was still rippling up and down the walls of my pussy and I thought for a moment I was about to come. I recited the names of the seven dwarves in my head until I had control again. Picking up confidence, I flexed my pelvic wall, squeezing him and relishing the hardness inside me, pressing back against me as I moaned and bit down on my lower lip.

I noticed that he’d been quiet for a few seconds and opened my eyes to see his nostrils flaring and eyes pinched shut, not in pleasure though—my grip on his balls had tightened while I suppressed my orgasm, so I hurriedly released him and moved that hand back to the base of his erection.

“Oops, sorry,” I apologised sheepishly. I squeezed his cock at both ends and leaned forward to place a small kiss on his lips. “Keep going, you’re good at this.”

He opened his eyes and kissed me back, lips open and panting with the pleasure of what he thought must have been the world’s best hand-job.

He continued. “But with all this effort to wake you, I hadn’t noticed the current. We’d drifted down past the beachfront and over the headland. If we tried to swim in from here, we’d be crushed against the rocks. I tried to swim against the current to get us back to the beach, but I just ended up swallowing water and exhausting myself.”

“Oh dear,” I said, worry lining my face. “I hope you’ve saved some energy for me.”

“Uh-uh,” he said, shaking his head. “With the last of my strength, I haul myself up onto the board, on top of you, and the last thing I remember as I pass out is your legs sliding apart as my body slips between them.”

“So now we’re both unconscious?”

“That’s right.”

“In missionary position?”

“Kind of, yeah.”

“And your cock is pressed up against my naked pussy?”

“Right again.”

“And by now we’re both covered in reef oil?”

“That sounds about right.”

“Oh dear.” I squeezed his dick with my secret muscles. “I can’t wait to hear how we get out of this one.”

──────
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Sure It’s My Hand

I used my secret muscles to massage the few inches of iron inside me as I bobbed weightlessly up and down on his tool. That floating sensation, the contrast between the cold water and the hard, hot flesh sliding into the warm, softness of my love canal, it all felt so surreal. I was holding my orgasm at bay, but I could feel it right there, waiting to lift me up like the waves around us and sweep me away the moment I allowed myself to be completely impaled.

“Keep going,” I whispered in his ear, my ragged breathing betraying the lie that I was still giving him a hand job.

“I don’t know how long I was out,” he resumed. “But I started coming to with you moaning in my ear.”

I leaned in and moaned for effect. It wasn’t difficult, whimpering a little with the desperation to have more of him—all of him, if I could.

“Your moaning has made me hard though. I’m still waking up, and as it grows bigger, it’s pressing into your pussy, opening your lips and finding you so wet and ready.”

“Are you saying you were accidentally fucking me?”

“Completely unintentional!” he exhorted. “I had no idea I was inside you until we woke together. Our eyes met in shocked surprise and you reflexively clenched, squeezing my dick.”

“Like this?” I asked, contracting my pelvic wall, pressing down against the delicious hardness inside me.

“Right,” he sighed. “Except not with your hand.”

I smiled. “No, of course not.”

“I was stunned. And mortified. I quickly propped up on my elbows because I was crushing you, and you arched your back causing me to slip even further inside.”

“Oh God,” I moaned in a tiny, strained voice, my eyes shut. “It’s like I can feel you inside me now.” I allowed a bit more of his thick, bulging manhood into my core, deeper than he’d been so far, but still only half of what he had to offer. Now I was all the way down to my left hand, which was still wrapped around the base, the thumb and middle finger just barely meeting around his girth. I now had so much cock inside me that there was no room on his shaft for my second hand, so I let go and used it rub my clitoris instead.

“Scoot,” I whimpered “I think I’m going to come. Please hurry, I want you to fuck me now.”

Ever the gentleman, he assumed I meant the story and not the few remaining inches of cock, so big I still wasn’t completely sure I could fit it all in.

“Right. So I’m just about to pull out—”

“Please, no.”

“—when a swell nearly pitches us over. I grab on tight to the board, forcing myself deeper inside you—”

“But there’s still more, right? I need more cock. I need all of it!” I was almost out of control now. We’d set up a rhythm where I tightened around him with my secret muscles, and then he flexed his cock, the knob bulging, doubling in size and probing tantalizingly deeper as it opened me up. Each time I felt like he would explode, pumping his load into me before I could get him all the way inside, pressed up against the rear wall of my vagina into that special place where jetting cum will sometimes trigger my own cataclysmic ejaculation.

“I have no time to react,” he continued. “The next wave is right on top of us and it’s a choice of either ride it or let it knock us over.”

“I want to ride it,” I rasped in his ear, sliding his shaft out almost to the point of my lips closing over the tip, and then ramming down onto it again and again, my ankles locked behind his backside, driving me powerfully into the fisted hand that was the only thing preventing his complete conquest, and the powerful orgasm that I felt was ready to engulf me. Did he really think this was still my hand, hot, soft and pliant, squeezing and enveloping his cock so completely, causing it to buck and pulse against me? At this point I didn’t really care. The game was secondary, and all I wanted was the perfect moment to release myself and to let him have it all.

“The wave is big, one and a half meters, easy.” He was speaking in choppy sentences now, struggling for breath and trying to finish the story before he came. “I ride us up on top of it, your hard nipples pressing into my chest, and your pussy clamped around my dick in fear and excitement. We can’t drop down the face—we’d be smashed—and now I can see the next beach, it’s close, if I can only work us along the wave, we could get past the rocks and into the safety of the sand.”

“Yes. Take us home,” I breathed, my eyes shut now, imagining myself on top of the wave, crushed helplessly between his body and the surfboard with his thick manhood piercing me, opening me up and threatening to fill me with his seed.

“I tip the board over the lip at the last moment, just as it’s beginning to curl, and we cruise perfectly halfway down the face, side on to the wall of water with the lip now curling over the top, closing us in and threatening to pound our naked bodies into the rocks. We shoot out the barrel, but now we’re going too fast. We’re going to lose the curl and fly off the back where the next one will crash on top of us. I have to wash off speed, so I grip the sides of the board and lean us first into the face, climbing to the top and then away and back down again before we shoot over the top. You lock your legs behind me, holding me tight, but with each turn I slide most of the way out and then back in again with the counter-turn. I’m trying to surf, but you’re arching beneath me, pulling and straining to get me all the way in, to pin you to the board. I want to do it too, but controlling the board is taking everything I’ve got, and I haven’t got much left to give.”

I had buried my face in the hollow between his neck and shoulder, timing my thrusts with the cadence of his story, straining to hold back the tide of my orgasm as each downward stroke opened me up anew, filling me with hot, hard flesh as if for the first time. My ragged exhales began to take on volume, soft squeaks of delight at first, but now becoming louder cries of abandon that I vainly tried to stifle against the hard muscles of his shoulder.

“We’re over the beach now, almost safe, and with the last of my strength I take us up the face one last time. But I’ve lost control. I try to turn us out and we almost make it, but we launch off the lip and take to the air, facing away from the beach at first but coming about as we fly, the nose of the board dipping and angling back down into the face. We fall from two meters above the crest, dropping with a force that would crush you, except we dive straight through the curl and round out on the swell below. The G-forces are too much. I prop my elbows to stop from crushing you, but I can’t control my hips, and as we shoot out in front of the crashing wave, finally gravity wins, and I slide inexorably into you.”

“Thank you,” I cried, finally releasing my left hand and plunging desperately downwards, engulfing four inches, five, six, before my tiny, punished pussy convulsed with spasms again, split mercilessly by his unyielding shaft, my lips stretched tight around the thickest part of his cock.

“Holy Jesus H. mother-fucking Christ,” he cried as my burning, straining, sheath engulfed all but the last of his seven inches of iron. “What the—?”

But I had no time to bring him up to speed. My orgasm was past the point of no return. Held at bay for so long, it was not to be turned back, not this time. My pussy was still contracting, and I was powerless to move, clamped onto his pole with my muscles refusing to let go of their prize. But I didn’t want to let it go, I wanted the rest of it inside me before I was finally swept away, to feel his pubis grinding into mine, to feel his full length probe my innermost depths and push beyond them, just like his girth had already stretched my gaping labia beyond their usual limits.

Through clenched teeth I cried, “Push!” as I arched my back and strained with arms and legs to capture that last, thickest inch of manhood.

He released my waist and closed his hands over my bottom. Powerful muscles bunching in his arms, he obeyed my command, pushing and breaking my crushing hold on his shaft as that final, wonderful inch ploughed into my molten core.

I was coming. Rocking my hips and grinding against him, moving his huge tool around inside me, trying to stretch me and touch me in every direction at once while powerful waves of ecstasy blasted through the pleasure centres of my womanhood.

With three quick, powerful thrusts he pulled out and then rammed his shaft back home. On the last thrust I felt him swell again, his cock bulging massively inside me even though I was full beyond capacity. Cum rushed through his cock, flooding into me, bulging that huge vein on the underside of his dick. The first pump was blocked by the back wall of my pussy, mercilessly crushed against the tip of his erection. I arched back, changing the angle as he pumped again, this time emptying a huge, powerful stream of beautiful cum into the tight confines of my pussy, swirling back around his shaft and spilling through the junction where our pubic bones ground into each other.

With every pump of his powerful cock, another load of spunk emptied into me and another explosion of pleasure rocked my body, now exhausted from the orgasmic release as I slowly began to relax and soften against the hard muscles of his upper body. With his cock still deep inside me and weakly pumping a few final bursts of cum, I raised my head and drew his lips down onto mine, kissing, searching out his tongue and then twining it in mine, nibbling at his lower lip while tears ran from my eyes and I thanked him in incomprehensible, breathless sobs.

He kissed back, murmuring his own gratitude, holding me tight against his body. With one arm around my waist, he ran the other hand through my hair, finally breaking away from my lips and kissing along my jaw, my neck, and finally stopping with my earlobe pressed between his lips.

He held me silently for a few more moments, his cock had finally stopped pumping and I could feel it begin to soften inside me, then he whispered, “And then we rode through the foam all the way to the beach. The end.”

We both broke into laughter. “Hmmm. You need to work on the ending.”

“How long did you…?” he began, not really knowing how to say it. “You know, did you have me—?”

“Pretty much the whole time,” I said, smiling as I reached back to retrieve the bikini bottom tucked into my bra. “It was my hand at first. You couldn’t tell?”

He laughed as we both slipped back in to our bathers. “I did think it was a pretty amazing hand-job.”

With his shorts now sitting comfortably for once, we left the water and went back up the beach. Rupali had put her top back on, rolled over, and smeared Reef Oil all over her front until she glowed. Her sarong covered her eyes, but a smile still curled at the corners of her mouth.

───Ξ───
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The text came through from Evan at 11:30pm; he was on his way home. I’d downloaded an erotic eBook a bit earlier and was keeping my fires burning with a little bit of reading and a little bit of rubbing (through my robe, of course). I think if I touched myself properly then things would have quickly spiralled out of control.

Heart pounding in my chest, I raced into the bedroom and found a couple of silk scarfs in my drawer. Watching in the wardrobe mirror, I tried a few poses in bed—sitting up, lying down, arms apart and arms together. I settled for a semi-reclined position on the pillows with both hands tied above my head at the centre of the bed head. From there, I could watch all the action in the mirror, and I liked the way the position lifted my breasts even higher in the quarter-cup bra.

Not knowing how long Evan would be, I fumbled with the spreader but eventually got it fitted and then tried to tie myself up to the bedhead. It was more awkward than I’d imagined. I didn’t want my hands so loose that it looked like I could easily get free, but I needed an extra set of hands to bind myself properly. In the end, I tied one scarf in a loop around the top bar of the bed and then simply wound my wrists in loops, and when I couldn’t wind another turn, I held the small amount of slack between both hands.

Looking in the mirror again, the effect was pretty convincing. And erotic? Hell, yes! With my shoulders propped up, breasts exposed, legs open wide, knees slightly bent, nipples hard and pussy positively dripping with excitement, I looked sexy beyond description and completely helpless to boot.

Now I was really nervous. I had no idea how Evan would react. Was he even into this kind of thing? He was pretty conservative and restrained, so in my mind it wasn’t a certainty. The last thing I wanted was to have to explain what to do. I just wanted him to take me and fuck me. Not make love to me. Not his usual, considerate, let’s-make-sure-Alex-comes gentle loving. I wanted to have to scrape myself off the bed afterwards and to know that I’d been administered the fucking of a lifetime.

I didn’t really have any plans on how to achieve this, but since it was a fantasy, I thought a fantasy role-play would be a good way to let him know what was required. And that’s about as much time as I got to think about it, because within a minute or two of getting myself tied up, I heard his key in the door.

“Is there somebody there?” I called out in a frightened voice as I heard the front door open.

“Alex?” Evan’s voice, good. This would be embarrassing if it was the pizza boy coming back.

“Help me!” I cried. “I’m in the bedroom.”

I heard him coming at a run, but he stopped dead inside the doorway trying to work out what he was looking at.

“Please, Sir,” I said, pretending not to know him. “Help me. There was a man…but you scared him off.” I twisted my hips on the bed, trying to close my legs to hide my naked pussy. “Please untie me. I’m so frightened.”

“Al—” he began, my name freezing on his lips as he suddenly worked out what I was doing. “Ma’am,” he said, starting again (I could almost see the cogs turning in his brain.) “Did he…?” Evan froze again on the word, not sure whether he should say such an ugly thing.

“Rape me?” I asked. “No. He just stripped me and tied me up and then…” I eyed the pink dripping centre of my sex, making sure his eyes moved there as well. “And then he undressed too, and…” I forced a sob into my voice and tried to squeeze out a few tears. “He was holding his…his cock”—I spat the word—“just looking at me and stroking it. And it was so big and so thick.” I sobbed a few more times and drew in a shaky breath. “And I couldn’t help it. I’m so ashamed. I thought about what he was going to do to me—if it would hurt me because it was so big—and I started to get wet.” I cried through this last bit, impossibly trying to close my legs in pretend shame at my arousal.

“Are you going to untie me?” I asked. I managed to have a few tears cascading down my cheeks by this point, and I noticed with some satisfaction that Evan was thick and erect beneath his suit trousers. “I was so frightened. But now you’re here to rescue me. Won’t you cover me up so you can’t see how”—I eyed my steaming opening again—“how…I’m so …? It’s so humiliating.” I had both eyes teary now and was gazing up at his blurry features.

“Shhhh,” he soothed, coming to the side of the bed. “You have nothing to be ashamed of.” He placed a hand on my fluttering stomach and fingered the fine lacework of the garter belt. “It’s very understandable,” he continued, moving his fingers slowly down towards my shaved mons, “that in your helpless state—”

“I am,” I cried. “I’m completely helpless. He could have done anything to me, anything at all.”

“—that in your helpless state, with your emotions high…”

He was pausing every few words, searching for the right script. I wanted to applaud him; he was doing brilliantly. A lesser man would have simply stepped up to the plate and started fucking.

“…that feelings, seemingly opposed feelings, would overcome you.”

“I…I suppose.”

“For example,” he continued. “Here you are, still utterly helpless and frightened, and yet”—his hand cupped my searing pussy—“and yet, when I do this, you probably still find it arousing beneath all that helplessness and fear.” He slipped his middle finger into my slit, gliding it frictionlessly up and down over my opening.

I didn’t need to act for this part. I’d been effectively masturbating without direct contact to my pussy for the better part of four hours and when his finger touched my entrance, I felt a bolt of pure erotic sensation tear through my core, like throwing gasoline onto the glowing coals of a fire.

“Ohh-uhh.” I voiced a guttural, bestial moan of desire, writhing my hips and pulling one leg up and the other down, vainly trying to close my thighs tight over his probing finger.

“Are you sure you want me to untie you?” he asked, leaning down to take a nipple between his lips, sucking and flicking the hard tip with his tongue while he entered me with his finger.

“Ohhh,” I moaned. “Please, don’t.”

“Don’t do this?” He moved to the other nipple and effortlessly slid a second finger into my gaping hole at the same time. “Or don’t untie you? You’re not being clear.”

I let out a shriek of passion as he went deep with his first two fingers and worked my aching clit with the tip of his thumb. “No. Don’t. Stop,” I gasped between ragged breaths and cries of ecstasy.

“Don’t stop?” He sounded surprised. “Well, if you insist.” He got up and moved to the foot of the bed, continuing to finger me mercilessly until he couldn’t reach any more. Grabbing the spreader in the middle, he pulled towards himself and with a genuinely frightened shriek, I felt my bottom lift off the bed.

I clutched the silk scarf in a death grip as he did it again, shaking me out like a beach towel, screaming and eyes bulging with excitement and fear. The next time he lifted, he turned the spreader and I flipped neatly over like a rotisserie chicken, my hands tied high on the bed and my back arched painfully downwards. I felt Evan let go of the spreader and I pulled my legs in, getting my knees underneath me so that I wasn’t bent backwards any longer.

I was disappointed I couldn’t see what was happening in the mirror, but I realised I was in a perfect fantasy rape, doggy position—hands tied to the bed head, bottom high and legs spread wide with my steaming entrance open and inviting. I heard Evan unbuckling his trousers and I dropped my shoulders to push my pussy out even more, wriggling my hips, straining against the spreader bar and powerless to close my legs.

Evan climbed onto the bed behind me. One moment I felt his knob feeling around my opening, and the next he was slamming his pelvis into my ass, his knob thundering deep into my pussy. The muscles up and down my vagina rippled and spasmed with the sudden incursion. I screamed, although it was more with surprise than with fear or pain. Evan is about medium-large—I’d certainly never had cause for complaint—and he’d always worked his cock gently into me, even if he’d already tongued me to an orgasm. So to have him fill me so completely and so instantly, it felt like he was turning me inside out.

I didn’t have time to get used to it, either, because he grabbed me roughly around the curve of my hips and set to fucking me with a vigour and pace I’d never experienced. Each time he pulled almost all the way out, I felt like I could take half a breath again, but then he would pound his meat back into me and I would scream again from the incredible feeling of fullness and the explosion of ecstasy at my innermost reaches.

The pussy spasms abated after half a dozen strokes, but already I felt a powerful orgasm building deep inside me. I managed to get control of the screaming, but with every one of those powerful thrusts, I couldn’t help but cry out a little from the building passion, only to gasp and snort in a very unladylike fashion as I desperately sucked in air on each backstroke.

Holding onto the bedhead now, I pushed back against him as my orgasm exploded and every nerve ending in my body lit up like a Christmas tree. Tears streamed down my cheeks. I laid my head back and released an animal cry of desire, like a big cat in heat.

I could tell Evan was getting ready to come as well. “Fuck me!” I screamed at him. “Come in me!” With my orgasm abating and now feeling well and truly stretched, I couldn’t believe how full I felt. My vagina always feels wonderfully tight around his cock, and I love the way he is just the right size to touch down at the back of my pussy, but that night I felt like a virgin again. He was bigger somehow. Longer.

Evan pounded away like an industrial sheet-metal press. With a bloom of wet heat, I felt him coming, his hot seed spilling unfathomably deep in my cunt while his seemingly massive cock churned it around like a washing machine. And still he didn’t stop. If anything, he felt even harder than before. I’d never had anything quite like it in my pussy, long and thick and hard—it was like being fucked by a police baton.

He slammed his loins into my ass, and I pushed back even harder, bringing my clitoris into contact with his thick, wonderful cock. I looked down between my breasts at the burning, cum-soaked train-wreck of our coupling, his balls slapping wetly against my shaved mons while his thrusting cock pumped his seed out of my cunt and down my thighs.

This almost pagan image of my pussy being so utterly dominated and conquered by his thick, pounding dick was bringing me to a second orgasm. Crying again as the surge of adrenalin and emotion built inside me, I unleashed another animal roar, tears falling and spit flying from my lips and even a disgusting run of snot from my nose that I couldn’t wipe with my tied hands and was forced to smear on my shoulder. I screamed and pleaded for him come in me again, to fill me up until I begged him to stop.

With my orgasm still washing over me, he fulfilled my wish and unloaded again. If anything, this one was even more powerful than the first and I felt the individual jets of cum spraying deep inside my core as his thick cock throbbed painfully against the constricting walls of my womanhood. Two, three, four pumps and he was still going. Five and six and once again I felt fresh, hot cum spill from my opening and run down my soaking thighs, staining the tops of my stockings.

Finally, his thrusts began to weaken, and I felt his cock mercifully lose some of its heat and size as it wilted inside me.

My own climax finished, I didn’t have the strength to hold myself up any more. I fumblingly unwound my wrists from the scarf and fell to the bed, flat and helpless and still locked in the spreader as Evan pulled his softening member wetly from my hole.

I tried to roll over but couldn’t and he took pity on me, releasing both ankles with a stereo rip of Velcro. He flopped down beside me, looking and sounding every bit as spent as I felt. Relishing my newly found freedom, I rolled onto my side and snuggled into him, pressing my nipples into the thick muscles of his chest. We kissed, softly and lovingly, belying the frenzied, animal sex we’d just enjoyed.

“How was the boys club?” I purred.

“Actually it was pretty good,” he laughed. “But I’m glad I came home.”

“Really?” I said, perhaps stupidly. “I didn’t know whether you’d like it.”

“No! God, it was just what I needed,” he said. “You know what lewd, lascivious shit guys talk about when there’re no girls around?”

“Actually no, I don’t,” I teased, eyes flashing as I pinched his bottom.

“Well, they can be pretty crude,” he said. “I’m ashamed to say it got me so I was looking forward to getting home. I was hoping you wouldn’t be asleep yet.”

“Oh, Sweetie.” I adopted a gentle mocking tone. “Did the bad men at the club get you all horny?”

He laughed. “It doesn’t sound very nice when you say it like that. But kind of, yeah.”

His frankness gave me the giggles. I was happy for him that it had worked out so well—to come home horny and see his girlfriend tied to the bed in lingerie and ready to fuck. “So you won’t be going back, then?”

“Well,” he said, pantomiming a thoughtful chin scratch. “I wasn’t going to. But you may have changed my mind.”

“Oh, really?”

“Mmm. I mean, not taking anything away from your special surprise—which was very sexy by the way—but I don’t think we can lay that whole experience at the door of some sexy undies and a bondage fantasy. I think the night out might have helped.”

“So let me get this straight,” I laughed. “You need to go out with the boys to you can come home and fuck your girlfriend in a way to which you hope she becomes accustomed. Is that it?”

“Do you disagree?”

I thought about it, about how hard his cock was, and how fucking big it felt inside me. To be honest, I didn’t think my little fantasy scenario could take all the credit either. And he came twice! Jesus, can guys even do that? What the fuck had happened at that club?

“Actually,” I said, squeezing him tight. “I’m willing to give the club another go as well.”

──────

Look for The Winsome Widow along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on Amazon.
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