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Mannequin

(a look inside)

The game is not to smile and not to move, no matter what they say, or do … or touch.

“Righty-oh, then,” Angela mused to herself, seeming to consider her actions carefully as she collected both of my hands and positioned them for a kind of gender-confused waltz, one on her shoulder and the other cupping the narrow curve of her hip. It felt nice to be touching her again.

“Are you ready, Rory?” she asked softly, giving me a shy little smile. She almost got me, too. I felt my mouth begin to engage as I prepared to answer, but I was tossing up between ‘Call me Spud’ and something clever, like ‘…and waiting’. It was in that extra moment I remembered I wasn’t allowed to speak. I could tell that she had seen my reaction by the look she gave me—a little smirk and a sparkle in her blue eyes.

“Hmm,” she frowned. “No response. I guess you look ready.”

I may have looked ready, but I wasn’t. Not for what she had planned, at least. Something funny, something sexy, or something humiliating? It turned out to be the middle one, after all. I was hoping for a kiss, of course, and I was prepared for it in a three-parts-fantasy-one-part-reality kind of way. It was a kiss, but to paraphrase Crocodile Dundee, that’s not a kiss; this is a KISS.

It was open mouthed, sensual, and utterly erotic. My lips were frozen, but hers were soft and tactile, alternately gentle and forceful as she plucked and teased, tasting me with the tip of her darting tongue, and trying to coax me into opening up to her.

She pressed her small, lithe body into mine and twined the fingers of one hand through my hair as the other one roamed searchingly over the back of my Levis. Pressing her breasts into my chest, she moved against me like a reed in the gentle breeze, and I felt her nipples harden to stony points through the two thin layers of clothing that separated us.

Oh God, how I longed to kiss her back.
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Chapter One

“Spudley, I’m invoking the Bro Code.”

I looked up from my homework with an annoyed expression on my face, which was completely wasted on Johnno, of course. He honestly believes that everybody is always happy to see him.

“Well don’t get any on the carpet,” I said dismissively, looking back down at my calculus and ostensibly ignoring him, knowing all the time that any such effort was doomed to failure.

“Bro! Spud! Come on,” he cajoled, completely unfazed. “It’s the Bro Code. You’re legally obligated not to leave me hangin’. I need you man.” He physically wheedled when he said that, if that’s possible. “And besides, you’ll like it.”

I was becoming intrigued despite myself. Johnno’s enthusiasm can be infectious, and even though I’ve had many long years of cohabitation to build up a resistance, I’m still not completely immune to being roped into his mad ideas.

“Is it about a girl?” I asked, looking back up against my better judgement.

“Yes!” he answered excitedly. “How’d you—?”

“Then I’m out,” I interrupted. He’d talked me into being his wingman when we went out for our eighteenth, and I’d ended up sixty bucks poorer and wearing a drink in my face. Johnno had gotten laid, but I took no sense of achievement from it.

“You’re not still dirty about that thing at our birthday, are you?” Johnno rolled his eyes. “’Cause that wasn’t my fault, Spudman.”

It hadn’t been entirely his fault. He gave me some line to deliver—I don’t even remember what it was now, but it was something clever about us being identical—and I froze and fucked it up. It’s possible that I proposed a double penetration, but it’s honestly all a blur.

“And anyway,” he continued, unfazed, “this isn’t a wingman job. Well, not exactly; it’s more of a…chaperone!” He delivered the last word proudly, as if he’d found it in the Premium catalogue of his vocabulary.

“A chaperone,” I repeated sceptically, unwilling to believe it. You want me to sit between you two in a movie to stop you from feeling her up?”

“N-o-o-o-t exactly.” He rolled his eyes thoughtfully, obviously constructing a train of twisted logic in his head.

I swear, I find it truly staggering to believe that we came from the same womb, let alone the same egg. “Or do you want me to drive you to the barn dance, and make sure you maintain a respectful distance on the dance floor?”

“No.” He looked confused now, making me wonder whether he really knew what a chaperone was. “I need you to come to the footy,” he said. No inflection this time; it probably meant it was the unvarnished truth.

A footy game would actually be good, but obviously there was a catch.

“With…?”

“M-e-e-e,” he answered, using the patronising tone that he still hadn’t learned to suppress when asking favours.

“A-a-a-n-d?” I asked, parroting him.

“And Trish,” he replied with an artful nod. Trish was his new girlfriend. He didn’t need a wingman to pull this off, and he didn’t need me to cramp his style on the date, so obviously there was more to it.

“A-a-a-n-d?” I repeated, knowing there was more.

“A-a-a-n-d…” He paused, rearranging his face into a cautiously hopeful expression. “Mandy,” he finished, using the same tone he might use for ‘chocolate cake’. In other words, if I was a good boy, then I could have some.

“Mandy, Trish’s roommate?” They were boarders at our school. We’d known Trish for years, but she and Johnno had only recently hooked up. Mandy was new this year, so she was a bit of an unknown quantity.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about this. Mandy wasn’t A-list pretty, but I guess neither were we. You could call her cute, though, and you wouldn’t be wrong. She was about middling height, slim, okay figure. She had a bit of a geek-chic look going, with retro glasses and hairstyle, but she pulled it off.

Had my brother organised a blind date for me?

“Have you organised a blind date for me, Johnno?”

“Y-e-e-e-maybe,” he hedged. “Mandy’s cute though, right? So it’s a good thing.”

“Does Mandy know what you’re up to?” I didn’t want to end up on an awkward and unwilling date.

“She knows…that we’re going to the footy,” Johnno nodded. He had that ‘I’m not technically lying’ voice.

“What are you up to, Johnno?” I asked, getting to the guts of it. “Bro Code, bro,” I said. “That means you have to spill. Tell me.”

“We just go to the footy game,” he reiterated.

“And then?”

“And then”—he shrugged disingenuously—“I dunno, maybe we ask the girls back here for a pizza and a movie. And maybe because Trish isn’t on her own, maybe she says yes.”

“And maybe Mum and Dad are out tonight.” I began putting the pieces together. “Maybe they’ve got that end of financial year party at Dad’s work.”

“Hey, really?” Johnno did a double take. “What? We’ll be alone here? With the girls? Shi-i-i-t.” Then he smiled, proud of his little plan. “Geez, Spud. Anything could happen.”

“You’re seriously going to dump me with Mandy while you sneak off to the bedroom with Trish?” I asked, secretly thinking that that would actually be kind of nice. “Is that in the Bro Code?”

“Absolutely not!” Johnno held up both hands in a stopping gesture. “First, I wingman you into her pants, then I sneak off to the bedroom with Trish.” He finished that little pearl with a flourish of his hands, and a big ‘Whaddaya think?’ smile.

“So,” he said, “whaddaya think?”

I do love my brother. Sometimes I’m not sure why; I just can’t help myself. I had no real hopes of any kind of make-out session with Mandy, but I couldn’t deny Johnno. I’d probably end up embarrassing myself. What the fuck, though, he’d owe me.

Someone must have been watching over me, because I said yes, and the rest, as they say in the classics, is history.

──────
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Chapter Two

The footy, geez. I’d tell that part of the story, but honestly, most of what happened after we got there is still a blur. I know it was Swans versus, shit, I don’t know, some other team. And we won, too, with a fairy-tale kick after the siren. I sure remember that bit, because Angela—

Shit, I’m getting this out of order. Let me start again.

──────

Johnno had arranged to meet the girls at the stadium, the Sydney Cricket Ground. We got there five minutes early and stood out in the open, scanning the crowd for a six-foot redhead. How hard could it be? You can call Trish a lot of things, but ‘inconspicuous’ is not one of them.

The first in a long line of pleasant surprises—if you don’t count Johnno’s ham-fisted organisation of this date—snuck up behind me. Literally. We were both looking in the same direction, when a slim freckled arm reached over my shoulder and the manicured, freckled hand at the end of it grabbed me on the man-tit.

“Hey, handsome,” a pair of lips purred in my ear. I jumped, partly with surprise, and partly because it was just so goddamn sexy; I almost clocked Trish on her chin with my shoulder.

Johnno turned and saw his girlfriend with her arms around me and her tongue almost in my ear. He just smiled. It wasn’t the first time we’d been mistaken for each other with comic consequences, and it wouldn’t be the last. I could see by the look in his eyes that he considered playing the identical twin card to see how far we could string her along. I would have done it, I guess. Not because I would enjoy Trish’s attention—although I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t part of it—but it’s the Twin Code. A bit like the Bro Code. You’d think the joke would get old, and maybe it will one day, but after eighteen years, we both still get a kick out of fucking with people’s heads.

“Shit, if that’s the greeting Spud gets,” Johnno said, grinning, “I can’t wait to find out what mine’s going to be like.”

Trish’s reaction was more amusing than it was hurtful. She jumped back with a surprised squeal that thankfully fell just short of disgust.

“Jesus, Spud,” she blurted. “Wear a fuckin’ sign, will you?”

Yeah, you can call Trish a lot of things, but ‘shrinking violet’ is not one of them. She could probably do a lot better than Johnno if she controlled that mouth.

This is where the afternoon starts to get a bit fuzzy in my memory. When Trish let me go, I turned around to smile and enjoy the aftermath of yet another identical-twin stooge, but I froze in mid-chortle. It wasn’t Trish and Mandy standing behind us; it was Trish and Angela, and that was an entirely different proposition.

If I’d known it was a blind date with Angela, I probably would have chickened out.

Today, she and Trish were anti-twins in contrasting red and white Swans colours. Angela wore a white sleeveless blouse and a loose little red skirt (making me wish for a breeze to flip it up), with a red bow in her blonde hair. Trish was the opposite, white skirt, red blouse, and a white ribbon in her red hair.

Johnno and I both have a secret crush on Angela, so I guessed he was probably hiding mixed feelings about this ‘date’. He was also probably reassuring himself that there was nothing to be jealous about, though, because I wasn’t going to get anywhere. Or so I thought at the time.

I mentioned before that Mandy wasn’t A-list pretty. Angela is different. I’d say she was A-list, but that’s not really an accurate description because she defies classification. If she were a book, she’d be ‘Contemporary Fiction’, whatever that is. Some guys don’t see the attraction, but Johnno and I do. Oh, we most certainly do.

Johnno smiled fondly at Trish, kissing her on the lips. “Hey, beautiful. And Mandy, have you changed your hair?” he joked to Angela with a casual abandon that somehow eluded my half share of our chromosomes. I probably would have made an unwelcome observation about her size. Angela probably gets as many height jokes as Johnno and I get twin jokes. She’s tiny—not even five feet tall—and the effect is even more pronounced when she has Trish towering over her.

“Pleased to see you, too, Johnno,” she said, smirking ironically. “The part of Mandy in today’s performance will be played by me.” She took a modest curtsey, and then looked up and favoured me with a big smile that almost hurt. “Hi Rory, I hope you’re not disappointed,” she said, touching my arm in greeting. We were standing on concrete, but I swear I felt an electric shock.

“Whoa!” Johnno cried, reeling back in mock horror. “Angie drops the R-bomb! Do you want to borrow a knife? He’ll bleed out quicker.”

Except for teachers, nobody called me by my given name. Even some of the cooler teachers were getting the message. I just don’t like ‘Rory’. People in the same situation often use their middle name (‘Clarence’ is not an option!), but I just got ‘Spud’. I’m used to it now.

Angela had never called me Spud. In fact, until that moment, she’d never called me anything, and I’d never spoken to her, either. Such are the sexual politics of high school. I tried to remedy that at the start of the year by conspiring to be her lab partner in Physics, but somehow Lucky Bob got that particular golden-ticket.

“That’s alright,” I mumbled. ‘You can call me R—” I couldn’t even say it aloud myself. “Whatever you want,” I finished.

“Why ‘Spud’?” she asked Johnno and me together.

“Look at him,” Johnno gestured at me with both hands. “He’s such a spud!”

Angela narrowed her eyes and looked amusedly at him. “You do know you’re identical, don’t you?”

God, she was cute. Forget what I said earlier about her not being A-list. “I was born fifteen minutes earlier and a hundred grams heavier than Johnno,” I explained, hoping to draw away all of this focus quickly and let me blush in peace. “So before they named us properly, Mum and Dad called Johnno ‘Stretch’ and me ‘Spud’. It’s just that his never stuck.”

“Let’s go in, then, Spud,” she said, trying out my ‘new’ name for size. It felt nice. I had a brief mental flash of her moaning it passionately and banished the thought; I didn’t fancy sitting for the next three hours with a boner.

──────

Like I said, most of that afternoon is still a blur. I remember that the girls sat together, with Johnno and me on either side. I tried to concentrate on the game, I really did, but the way Angela’s skirt rode up when she sat down—well, let’s just say that stronger men than me would have quailed. For a small girl, there was an awful lot of bare thigh for me to study.

I just followed the crowd cues; I yelled when they did, I stood and waved my arms when they did, and I went to fetch beers when Johnno told me it was my turn. Otherwise, I just watched Angela out of the corner of my eye.

The one part that’s indelibly imprinted in my memory was near the end. It was deep into time-on in the final quarter, and the Swans were less than a goal down. Whether we’d been overrun, or we’d come from behind, I don’t remember, but one of our guys marked and goaled right on the siren, giving us the game. The parochial home crowd went wild, and our little group was no exception, on our feet, screaming, jumping up and down.

Angela threw her arms into the air in an unmistakable ‘hug-me’ gesture. Now I may be socially awkward, but I’m not stupid; I put out my arms too, and she, well, she just jumped into them.

Oh God, how to describe the feeling of her small, feminine frame leaping into my grasp and pressing into my body? I can’t do it justice; it was exquisite. She held around my neck and I lifted her up, still screaming with excitement from the unexpected victory. The downy softness of her cheek, the trim perfection of her waist that I could almost close my arms around twice, and the luxurious swell of her breasts pressing into me—it was extraordinary. I could even feel the pressure of her thighs against my groin. How could that be accidental?

She was so light. I felt as if I could just tuck her under one arm and carry her off. I didn’t, of course, but not one to pass up an opportunity, I squeezed her tight and jumped in the air, just enjoying the unutterably sexy way that our bodies fitted together, prolonging the celebration as long as propriety permitted.

Propriety, it turns out, permitted about twenty seconds of cuddling before I had to put her back down, not because the celebration ended, but because I had reached a point of, ahem, arousal, which I could no longer conceal standing up.

“Let’s get out ahead of the rush,” I yelled to the others through the crowd noise, holding my backpack over the front of my jeans. I forged a trail through the seething masses, and I felt that little spark of my schoolyard crush flare again as Angela grabbed my hand, ostensibly to avoid being left behind, but was there more to it than that?

When we cleared the crowd outside, she let me go again, and there was a moment of what felt like meaningful eye contact. I’m not so good at reading signals from girls, so I don’t know what her look meant, but mine meant that I was grateful, it had felt nice, and I was deeply sorry it was over.

“What time do you two need to be back at the boarding house?” Johnno asked, checking the time on his phone. I felt a little pang of imminent loss. This afternoon of touches, glances, and that electric hug was about to end, and Angela would retreat again to a distance that I wouldn’t have the courage to bridge.

“Dinner is six-thirty,” Trish answered. “We can ditch it if there’s a better offer, but we have to be back by seniors’ curfew at eleven.” She said it with a suggestively raised eyebrow, as if to ask what we could offer that might tempt them away from a cooked dinner.

“We could, you know, go back to our place,” Johnno suggested, as though this idea was only now formulating in his head. “Get a pizza. Maybe watch a movie on NetFlix?”

“Hmm, pizza, whaddaya think, Angie?” Trish scratched her chin thoughtfully, trying not to smirk. “I think I saw strudel on the menu tonight. Maybe we should go back to the dorm.”

“Strudel and ice cream,” Angela joined in, failing even more miserably to hide her teasing tone.

“Okay, okay,” Johnno held up both hands in a ‘wait’ gesture, playing along. “A pizza, a movie…and a six pack of beer.” He gave the sort of nod that both comically over-sold the offer, and at the same time acknowledged that a beer was definitely not on offer in the boarding house.

“Imported or local?” Trish asked suspiciously, watching him through slitted eyes.

“Your choice,” Johnno said, smiling magnanimously. I just stayed silent and watched Angela. She looked relaxed and unconcerned about going home with a couple of guys. Were we really that harmless? We so need to work on our bad boy image.

She chose that moment to chime back in. “Chuck in a couple of bags of microwave popcorn,” she said, “and you’ve got yourselves a date.”

A date? That was interesting. The football game had never really had a label, but now we were on a date. I tried not to beam. Maybe it was just a figure of speech. Maybe not, though. Maybe I was having dinner and a movie with my high school crush, and it was a real date. Hey, maybe there would be a kiss at the end of it! I could still recall the feel of her in my arms, and to me, a date sounded fine, fine, fine.

──────
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Chapter Three

The pizza was Mexicana, the beer was Corona, and the microwave popcorn was, well, it was microwave popcorn. We picked it all up on the way home. The pizza guy asked if we wanted the free garlic bread with the two large pizzas, and all four of us chorused ‘No!’ This boded well for snuggling on the sofa in front of the movie. I snuck a peek at Angela and caught her sneaking a peek at me. Was she thinking about kissing?

Nobody had any ideas what movie to watch, except Trish stipulated that it had to be a date movie—a Rom-Com in other words. Johnno and I would tear out our eyes before we watched a romantic comedy on our own, but on this occasion, we were in complete agreement. The girls want romance? Sure, why not?

It was Angela who suggested a random selection, and it was also she who called up the power of the internet to make the choice. She selected Romantic Comedy, pressed search, then wait, wait, wait…Mannequin!

Mannequin: a nineteen-eighties, big hair, big shoulder pad, B-list cast, comedy of a guy who falls in love with a shop dummy and makes it come to life.

“Urgh,” Johnno made a stepped-in-dog-shit face. “Spin again?”

Trish and Angela looked at the screen, looked at each other, and then burst into laughter.

“Think the boys are ready for Mannequin, Ange?” Trish asked through a volley of giggles.

“Share the joke?” Johnno smiled, wanting to be on the inside of something that could promote such hilarity.

“Um, it’s just,” Angela began, stifling another giggle. “Mannequin is a game we play in the dorm.” She was talking slowly and looking up and to the side, and I got the impression we were getting the sanitised version of this story.

Girls playing naughty games in the dorm? Sign me up!

“It’s kind of like charades, except…funnier.”

I was intrigued.

“Care to show us?” Johnno had obviously caught on that this could be fun. Girls pretending to be mannequins? Sure, who wouldn’t get into that? Little bit suggestive, little bit submissive, whole lot of fun. We didn’t know what it was about, but hell, we were game.

“Hmm.” Trish seemed to consider it for a few seconds. “Watch the movie and let us think about it. No promises though.” She and Angela shared a look—I don’t know what it meant, but it was definitely a look.

“Queue it up, Spudley. I’ll pop the beers and the corn.” Johnno took charge, probably following the idea that the quicker the movie finished, the quicker the games would start.

──────

Mannequin the movie was every bit as bad as it sounds. It was the sort of thing that even beer didn’t help. I thought it was shit, too, although to be fair, I wasn’t really concentrating. Angela had curled her legs up beside her on the sofa, and she was leaning against my shoulder. I’d resolved that if she rested her head on me, then that would be the signal, and maybe I would put my arm around her. Maybe.

Johnno wasn’t trying as hard to hide his despair. He was leaning forward with his elbows on his knees and his hands over his face, watching through his spread fingers. About thirty minutes in, he hit a button on the remote to see the on-screen progress indicator—one hour to go—and released a low, tortured groan.

“Do you want to switch it off?” Trish asked.

Johnno looked up from his hands, hardly daring to hope there might be an escape from this cheesy, nineteen-eighties hell. “Yes please,” he said in a low voice, not quite certain whether Trish was teasing him.

“That’s okay, it’s a bit shit, isn’t it?” Trish said, taking the remote and stopping the movie. “Angela and I should probably get back to the dorm, anyway.”

Johnno’s face fell. Mine probably did too. I was prepared to trade off the movie against the petite blonde girl snuggling into my side, and the petite blonde was currently well ahead on points. If Johnno fucked this up on me, then his night was about to get a lot worse.

“Unless…” Trish continued, a smile curling at the corners of her mouth, “you wanted to play a game?”

“Oh, uh, okay,” Johnno recovered quickly, but still tried to play it cool (he’s so transparent). “What kind of game were you thinking?”

“What was I thinking?” Trish asked innocently. “I was thinking Strip Poker…”

I was sipping my beer when she said that, and I nearly sprayed it over her. Trish threw back her head and laughed, clasping her hands between her breasts, and drumming her feet on the floor. Even Angela shared a smile at my expense.

“Okay, so maybe Spud’s not ready for Strip Poker,” she went on (which was a shame, because I thought she could easily talk me around). “How about Mannequin, then?”

Angela was only leaning against my shoulder, which was probably good, because if I’d had my arm around her like I’d been planning, then she would have heard my heart go into a frantic arrhythmia. Trish’s joking suggestion of Strip Poker had made the idea of parlour games sound a whole lot sexier, and now my imagination was running wild. I was thinking about Angela as Emmy, the mannequin in the movie, frozen in place while I stroked my hands over her body and undressed her. Oh, holy hell! I had to physically shake my head to clear it.

“How do we play?” I asked, trying to show I was up for some fun.

“Clear a space,” Trish directed, waving a hand at the coffee table, which Johnno quickly dragged to the side. “First, you pick a victim…I mean, a subject,” she continued with a wicked grin, grabbing Angela’s hand and hauling her up off the sofa and away from me. “We can play boys versus girls, but I’ll use Angela to demonstrate.”

She stood Angela in the middle of the room, facing us.

“Be a mannequin, Angie,” she instructed.

“I was,” Angela mumbled out the corner of her mouth. She was standing ‘at-ease’ with her arms by her sides.

“Okay then,” Trish went on. “So you move your mannequin into position, but don’t tell them what you’re doing.” She did exactly this as she explained, pulling Angela forwards so that she took half a step, with the toe of her back foot pointed. Positioning one hand on her chest and the other reaching earnestly forwards, Trish had modelled the quintessential opera diva, bellowing out a high note to finish her aria. An upturned face and mouth open to a wide ‘oh’, completed the picture.

“Now what?” I asked. I was enjoying the excuse to watch Angela closely. I’d been stealing glances all day, and now I was feeling drunk on the luxury of overtly staring for the half a minute it took Trish to pose her.

“Now, she has to hold her position,” she said, strutting back and forth in front of Angela’s frozen body. “And we have to try to break her.” Trish saw Johnno frown, and she explained. “Make her smile, laugh, talk, or move. Make her not be a mannequin, in other words.”

“Sounds like fun,” Johnno said, stepping forward eagerly and earning a jealous death-stare from me.

“Not so fast,” Trish stopped him with a hand on his chest. “You have to earn your turn, and this is our demo.” She pulled out her phone and called up YouTube, muting the volume while she found the bit she was looking for. She flashed her eyes at Angela and cranked the volume, holding the speaker near her mannequin’s mouth.

Let it go

Let it go

Can’t hold it back any more

It was the theme from Disney’s Frozen, as sung at full volume by pre-teen princesses the world over.

Angela held it together until Trish started to join in in a surprisingly delicate contralto, her face an anguished mask of emotion.

I don't care

What they're going to say

Let the storm rage on,

The cold never bothered me anyway!

On that last line, she got right up into Angela’s face, and for a moment, I thought they were going to kiss, but Angela’s mouth curled into a smile, and her reaching, beseeching arm fell to her side as she began to giggle.

“You need a new gag, Trish,” she said resignedly.

“I’ll get a new one when the old one stops working,” she shot back. “Got it, boys? Or do you need another demo.”

“Got it,” we agreed together. It was such a twin response. We needed a new gag, too.

Both of us were grinning madly, partly from Trish’s performance—which really was pretty funny—and partly from the anticipation of the game. I thought about how close their lips had been and wondered what sort of invasions of personal space we might get away with in the name of this game.

Not once did I consider what they might be planning, which in hindsight, was probably naive.

“Step right up, then.” Trish grabbed our wrists and stood us in the middle of the room.

“Facing each other?” Angela asked.

I saw her eyes sparkle with secret knowledge, and even though I knew she was going to try to embarrass me, it just made me want her more.

Trish asked what she had in mind, and they whispered and giggled conspiratorially for a few seconds before separating and going to work on us.

Trish posed Johnno, and Angela worked on me. She did it slowly, and it felt like every touch was full and lingering, removed only with a petting stroke. Could that be my imagination? Watching her lovely, petite body move around my personal space, touching me, brushing against me, I felt myself getting hard again.

They stood us facing each other, bending over with hands on knees and our butts sticking out. Lastly, Angela shaped my face with her fingers, opening my eyes wide and pushing my lips into a pucker. Oh God, was she going to kiss me? Please say yes. She was right up close, and I was staring into her eyes while she was doing it, giving me a probably unwarranted sense of intimacy that made my heart race.

When she got out of the way, I saw that Trish had posed Johnno the same way. Bent over and puckered up as if to kiss me, he looked like a fucking idiot, so I had a fair idea what I must have looked like. Mostly ignoring the girls, we stared at each other, making a silent pact not to break.

Trish had her phone out again, so I knew to expect a song that was silly and embarrassing, and I wasn’t disappointed. Sticking with the Disney theme, she played an old Betty Boop cartoon, and both girls got down close to our faces and joined in for the ‘Boop-boop-a-doop’ tag line.

Johnno and I survived. It actually wasn’t that difficult. It reminded me of an act (a far less gay act) that we’d practiced for a primary school talent show, where we pretended there was a mirror between us, and one of us was the reflection. Folks love that twin shit.

“I think we’ve got players, sweetie,” Angela mused.

“Mmm,” Trish grumbled good-naturedly. “We’ll need to lift our game. Shall we give them a turn?”

Johnno didn’t wait for an answer, he just straightened up and offered me a fist-bump, which I accepted with the attendant sizzling explosion sound effect that we could no sooner suppress than our own breathing.

We whispered our plans for the next round while the girls waited. Johnno wanted to position them like Sumo wrestlers, but I still had that image in my head from Trish’s demo, when I thought they were going to kiss. Not only was it a good escalation of what they’d done to us, but it was also a good retribution—and it was sexy as hell, of course.

I saw the problem immediately, though—if we put them in a kissing embrace, then Angela would be kissing Trish’s breasts because of the height difference. I dragged the coffee table back over, which was sturdy timber and only a little over a foot tall.

Johnno saw my plan straight away. “How are you going to get her up there, smart guy?” he asked, gesturing to the girls, who were already mannequins.

“No problem,” I said confidently, standing in front of Angela and looking into her eyes. “I’ll lift her. And if she doesn’t like it, she can always break…and lose.”

I saw her eyes widen at that, and maybe the hint of a suppressed smile in the set of her cheeks. Right, I’ll take that as a ‘yes’.

I crouched down to her level and put my arms around her, one around her waist, and the other beneath the firm globes of her butt. With our cheeks touching, I held her tight and lifted her off the ground, and as with our hug after the game, I was immediately aware of the pleasant crush of her breasts against my chest. Oh God, she felt wonderful—everything either deliciously firm or delightfully soft, exactly as it should be.

I deposited her on the coffee table, but held on for a second longer, mentally snapshotting the feel of her smooth curves and the smell of her shampoo. When I stepped back, it occurred to me that anyone sitting on the sofa could see straight up that wispy red skirt. What sort of panties was she wearing? Sensible? Or sexy?

Johnno manhandled Trish into place in front of Angela, then standing behind and operating their arms like robots, we made them embrace, and Johnno even put Trish’s hand on Angela’s ass.

We added the finishing touches, positioning their heads at opposite tilt, and puckering their lips. Like every straight guy in the history of the world, the idea of girl-on-girl seemed wonderfully erotic to me, so watching Trish and Angela with their breasts touching and their lips frozen just an inch apart was really stoking my boiler. I had to move out of the girls’ eye line to adjust my erection to a more comfortable and less conspicuous position.

“Now what?” I asked Johnno. I hadn’t thought this through—I just wanted to see what they’d look like kissing, and I really expected that homoerotic embrace would break one of them. Guess I was wrong.

Unfazed, Johnno the class clown reverted to form and began to tell a dirty joke.

“A little girl and her mother are driving along, and out of the truck in front bounces a dildo. It smacks into the windscreen and sticks there. The mother is mortified, and she flicks on the windscreen wipers, swiping the dildo off onto the road.”

He paused for effect, eyeing the girls and challenging them not to smile at what was obviously going to be a ribald punchline. I could see the muscles of Trish’s face twitching and thought she might be close to breaking.

“The mother sighs with relief,” Johnno continued, “and the little girl asks ‘Mummy, what was that?’ The mum goes, ‘Oh, um, that was just a bug, honey.’ ‘Really?’ says the little girl. ‘Cause it sure had a big dick.’”

I’d already heard it, but I still laughed. The girls stayed strong, though.

“Fuck it, that was my best shot,” Johnno conceded. “You’re up Spud. No pressure.”

If Johnno wasn’t able to crack them up with a joke, then I didn’t know how I was going to do it. I couldn’t think of a dirty joke that I was prepared to tell to girls, so I picked a clean one.

“Why did they make Episode One, Two and Three of Star Wars after Four, Five and Six?” I asked. No reaction from the girls. “Because Yoda was in charge of directing.”

Nothing. Not even a smile. I realised I’d mangled the punchline. It should be, “Because in charge of directing, Yoda was.”

“You fucked up the ending, knob breath,” Johnno said, deadpan.

That did the trick. A smile fought for control of Trish’s face, and then she exploded in a graceless snort that sprayed Angela with spit, sending her reeling backwards and wiping at her face while Johnno and I joined in laughing.

Angela almost stumbled off the coffee table, and I leaped forward to grab her, my hand (accidentally?) going straight to her ass to stop her from falling.

“Thanks Spud,” she smiled. We were close and at about the same eye level. Staring at each other for a couple of seconds, she broke the silence with an amused whisper, “Can you scratch? My butt’s itchy.”

Oh shit! My hand was still on her ass!

“Sorry,” I mumbled, pulling it back and stepping away.

“Okay then,” Trish trilled musically. “Looks like groping is on the table…literally! The next round should be interesting.” She rubbed her hands together and flashed her eyes at us. “Batter up, boys.”
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Chapter Four

Johnno and I looked at each other. I could read his thoughts because they were the same as mine. Groping? God, I hope so.

It was our turn to be mannequins again, and the girls persisted with their challenge to our masculinity, posing us as ballerinas. I might have felt more self-conscious in a larger group of guys, but Johnno and I had seen the best and worst of each other, and frankly, posing like a ballerina didn’t even rate on the scale of stupid shit we’d done together.

But Trish wasn’t done. She stood in front of Johnno with a thoughtful expression. He had one foot lifted to the opposite knee, and a hand over his head as if in mid-pirouette. “Hmm, something’s missing,” she mused. He looks a little bit…masculine.”

“Perhaps they need tutus,” Angela suggested playfully. “Any idea where we might lay our hands on a couple?”

I met Johnno’s eyes and felt a smile threatening but managed to suppress it.

“Genius!” Trish snapped her fingers and reached into the armholes of her blouse, pulling out the shoulder straps of her bra. I’d never seen that manoeuvre before, and she had it down around her hips before I even realised she was taking it off.

Okay, so this was an escalation. Trish was now braless. I could see her nipples showing through her blouse.

It was a sexy bra, red and lacy, and it occurred to me that she had gotten dressed with an expectation Johnno would see it before the night was over. Showing me was probably unanticipated, but I wasn’t complaining. Unfastening the back, she slipped the loops over Johnno’s arms and up to his shoulders, but there was no way it was going to fasten over his broader chest, so she had to leave it hanging loose.

“Pretty bra, Johnno,” Angela complimented him. “Do your panties match?”

Johnno held firm, but he couldn’t see himself. I think it was tougher for me not to laugh than it was for him.

“Your turn, Angie,” Trish sighed. “Give it your best. I could probably strip in front of these two, and they wouldn’t move a muscle.

Well, maybe not a muscle, but I think she’d get some visible movement.

“I dunno, Trish. I don’t think they want to see my bra,” Angela said, her voice taking on a teasing lilt as she paced slowly in front of her mannequins. She winked at Trish and popped the top button of her blouse. “How about it, boys?” she purred sexily. “Speak up. Do you want me to take it off?”

Yes! God yes! Hell, I could almost hear Johnno thinking it, but neither of us said anything. We knew she was teasing us. She’d either take it off or she wouldn’t, but if we said anything, then it would be the end of our turn as mannequins and the bra would stay on.

She pulled over the coffee table and climbed on top again, standing face to face with me, just a few inches away.

“What do you think, Spud?” she whispered, arching one blonde eyebrow. “Should I leave it on?” She popped another button, and in my peripheral vision, I could see the shadow of her cleavage and an edge of white lace. What? Another sexy bra? This boded very well. “Or do you want me to take it off?” She whispered this last offer directly into my ear, and I could feel the tips of her breasts brushing my chest.

Take it off! Take it off! I begged silently.

Using the coffee table like a catwalk, she turned her back and stepped away, giving us both a mischievous smile over her shoulder. Facing away now, she unfastened the remaining buttons and opened her blouse wide to Trish.

Oh God, the torture! We could only see her back, and she was flashing her bra in the other direction. And then, holy fuck, it got worse!

“Unfasten me, will you sweetie?” she asked Trish.

“Oh, you tease!” Trish reached both hands behind Angela and under her blouse, coming away a moment later with a white strapless bra. “You can turn around now,” she suggested. “The boys aren’t saying anything, but they’ve got this funny look about them, and I think they’d enjoy it.”

“Turn around?” Angela asked innocently. “You mean like this?”

And she did! Oh God, she did. In one fluid movement, she slowly turned, but at the same time, she closed the front of her blouse, hiding her bare breasts. What was that flash of pink? Was that a nipple? Oh my God, it was! Someone hit replay!

It’s time for full disclosure. I’ve had a couple of girlfriends, and although I’ve gotten to second base before (okay, once, but second base is second base), I’d never actually seen naked breasts in the flesh, so to speak. I was keen to catalogue this experience in my personal history of erotic moments, but the best label I could apply was ‘Maybe a glimpse of nipple’. Disappointing, I know, but let me just say, it felt a lot grander at the time.

While I was trying to mentally relive that glimpse of Angela’s breasts, Trish came over and held the bra up to my chest.

“Hmm, it’s no good, Angie,” she complained. “No shoulder straps, and it’s too small to go around.”

I was trying to look at it in my peripheral vision. Strapless. Wow, sexy! I thought about Angela sitting next to me all afternoon in a strapless bra, and it did nothing for the discomfort in my jeans.

“It might make a nice hat,” Angela suggested. She was rubbing her breasts, seemingly glad to be free of her bra, and I almost broke right then and asked whether she needed a hand with that. Well, okay, I didn’t almost ask, but I might have if I thought there was a good chance she’d say yes.

Trish laid the white bra over the top of my head like a pair of ears, and held the strap closed beneath my chin. It was still warm from Angela’s body.

I couldn’t see myself, but Johnno was studiously looking away, so I guessed I must look pretty stupid. Even so, neither of us moved, and we forced the girls to give up for a second time.

It was our turn again, and Johnno excitedly whispered a new idea—we would pose the girls as muscle builders, face on and bent forwards, with their arms curled downwards in an inverted horseshoe.

“That way,” he continued, giving me a wink.

“I get it.” Bent over like that, their tops would gape, and, well…ta da! Sure, it was cheap and sleazy, but hell, we’re teenagers—if you ever want to grow up, then you need to get all the cheap and sleazy out of your system when you’re young.

I posed Angela again, making sure I had her head tilted up so that she couldn’t monitor her own modesty. I spent a lot of time getting her facial expression just the way I wanted it, and it was an exquisite torture not to just look down her top, but she would have caught me straight away at such close quarters.

Johnno stepped back first and watched me finish. Was he sneaking a peek? I felt that stab of jealousy again, and I wondered how he felt about flashing Trish’s tits at me. Maybe I shouldn’t look. What were the chances of that happening?

“There’s still something missing,” Johnno mused, parroting Trish from earlier. “They need some headwear, I think. Have you got any bandanas, Spudmeister?”

Bandanas? What the fuck? What was I, a Mexican gangster? I gave him the withering look he deserved before I realised it was a rhetorical question.

“Hmm, no bandanas, no hats. What to do, what to do…” he mused behind a big shit-eating grin. Then, snapping his fingers like Trish had done, “Wait, I know!” And holy shit, he started unbuckling his jeans!

He had them down around his ankles before I even knew what he was up to, but when he snapped the elastic on his boxers, even the girls caught on, and I saw their eyes go wide, showing the whites all the way around.

While Johnno distracted them, I took the opportunity to peek down Angela’s top. I couldn’t see her nipples, but I was far from disappointed. Her breasts were full and round, about the size of oranges, and leaning forwards like that, they bulged together erotically. I could see straight down the deep canyon of her cleavage, all the way to her belly button, and when I finally tore my eyes away, I realised that I was panting slightly.

Meanwhile, Johnno had turned his back, and humming ‘The Stripper’, he did a teasing dance as he pulled down his shorts, exposing his bare ass to the girls. The next bit, I don’t reckon he thought all the way through, because after the shorts came off, he had to fetch his jeans—which he’d kicked away—and put them back on without exposing himself to the girls. By the looks on their faces, he wasn’t completely successful. He finished gamely though and came back over to Trish twirling his shorts on a finger, enjoying the look of shock and apprehension in her eyes.

“This is okay, isn’t it, Trish?” he asked with mock innocence. “I mean, you’d say something if it wasn’t. Right?”

Trish said nothing, of course, but the set of her face suggested that Johnno might pay for this gag later.

“I’ll take that as an ‘okay’,” Johnno smiled. He made a little production of putting the shorts on Trish like a hat, threading her long, red hair through one of the leg holes. She looked funny, but not the sort of hilarious-funny that would cause them to break.

I had another idea. It was risky, but hey, the best ideas always are. “Maybe show her how she looks,” I suggested, getting out my phone and opening the selfie camera.

I held it up in front of Trish, and while she looked at herself with Johnno’s shorts on her head, I let my eyes flick downwards and got a completely uninterrupted view of her small, shapely breasts. Her nipples were standing proud, maybe from the cool air but more likely from the excitement of the game. I know I was standing proud, as well.

Strangely, it didn’t excite me like that glimpse of Angela’s naked breasts. Perving on my brother’s girlfriend like that felt as cheap and sleazy as it probably was.

I could see from the muscles in Trish’s face that she was amused to see herself in Johnno’s underwear, but it wasn’t going to break her. That’s okay, it wasn’t why I’d got out the camera. I held my breath and then tilted it downwards to show her the view from our angle.

“Oh, Jesus, they can see our boobs!” Trish jumped as if something had bitten her on the ass, and one hand flew to her neckline, clutching it closed.

“Sorry sweetie,” Angela said, standing up straight now that their turn was over. “I thought you knew.”

Okay, now this was very interesting. Not only had she worn a sexy bra on a blind date, she’d also knowingly flashed me and let me stare down her top. What the fuck was going on? Girls I knew did not act this way. Not that I was complaining.

“Right,” Trish huffed determinedly. “Gloves are off. Dorm rules apply, Angela?”

“Dorm rules apply,” she agreed curtly.

What the fuck are Dorm Rules? And how did they differ from the rules we’d been following? This was either going to be exciting or embarrassing. Maybe both.
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Chapter Five

“You two!” Trish snapped, pointing at us both with a scowl. “Stand still! You’re fuckin’ mannequins!”

I wasn’t even moving, but now I sure-as-shit wasn’t about to start. Trish didn’t seem to be in a playful mood anymore. Maybe that camera down her top stunt went a bit too far. She marched up to me and stood nose to nose.

“Wanna look at my tits, do you Rory?” she asked, unbuttoning her blouse. (Rory? Uh-oh). She opened it wide, but she was standing way too close for me to see. “Just need to look down, and there they are, smart guy.”

I didn’t peek, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t tempted, even though I hadn’t been proud of looking a minute earlier. Hey, boobs are boobs, and I’m a guy. Would I look again, given the chance? Sure, but Johnno and I are pretty competitive, and a game’s a game. I wasn’t going to lose for boobs.

Anyway, just using my peripheral vision, I was able to get a general feel for them (poor choice of words, maybe), their shape, and the contrasting colour of her areolae. In some ways, it was better than before, not just because it was freely offered, but because I exerted a measure of willpower not to stare.

“What about you, Johnno?” She turned her back on me, but from where Johnno was standing, he would need to turn his head to see her exposed breasts. “See anything you like?”

That flash of temper had begun to cool, and she swayed her way slowly over to my brother with her blouse still open. Johnno didn’t look, though.

“Same offer for you, stud,” she husked, standing right in front of him, although not as close as she had done with me. “Take a look. Here they are.” She held the front of her blouse wide open so that Johnno could see the full bounty of her long, lean curves.

“Or do you want to touch?” she purred in his ear. “You can if you want. You just need to…move…your…hand.” She punctuated those final words with little kisses to his lips.

These are Dorm Rules? I need to get a camera into that dorm!

“Please touch me, Johnno,” she moaned, not altogether unconvincingly. If a girl moaned to me like that, I’d definitely keep doing whatever it was that caused it. “I want it so bad.” She kissed him again, more passionately this time.

Johnno didn’t move. My cock did, but luckily, nobody was watching.

“Just squeeze one of them, baby”, she begged. “If you don’t…” She paused, presumably thinking of an ultimatum. “If you don’t, I’ll get Spud to do it.”

I couldn’t see Johnno directly, but I could hear him in my head. “Bro code! Be cool, bro.”

“Hmph!” Trish sniffed, closing her blouse again. I thought she was finished, but she came back over to me and stood nose to nose again, this time with her breasts covered.

“You’d do it, wouldn’t you, Spud,” she smiled, tilting her head on a questioning angle. “Twins share everything, right? Clothes, toys. Does that include me, as well?”

I didn’t move. I was too frightened!

“Don’t try and tell me you don’t want to,” she went on. “You two like all the same stuff, and Johnno likes me, so that means you do too.”

The most hurtful thing about that was she was right. It wasn’t a twin thing—I liked her for the usual reasons, she was smart and funny and pretty. She was wrong about what I would do though; I would never betray my brother.

“What do you say, Spud?” she whispered. I could feel her hot breath on my lips, and she held them there, parted, as if to kiss me. “Do you want Johnno to share?”

She tilted her chin upwards and voiced a wanton little gasp. I knew what was coming next, and I’d be a liar if I said I didn’t enjoy it. She touched her lips to mine and gave me a short but sensual kiss.

I wonder if the panic showed in my eyes. What did this mean for my relationship with my brother? What did it mean for my chances with Angela? I couldn’t concentrate on either of those questions—my lips were still tingling from her kiss, and it sent my head into a spin.

“Fuck it!” She stepped back and buttoned herself up again. “These two are tougher than the girls in the dorm.”

“Give me a go,” Angela said with quiet confidence. She stood in a sexy, hipshot pose between us, and performed a surprisingly alluring ‘eeney-meany-miney-moe’ with a long, painted fingernail, finishing on Johnno.

What did that mean for me? Miss a turn? Trish had kissed me. What was Angela going to do with my brother? And was I jealous? You bet!

Tiny Angela pushed the coffee table so that the end touched Johnno’s shins. Mounting it, she used it again like a catwalk, and strutted the two steps to the other end where she faced off against him. “Twins aren’t the only ones who share stuff, you know?” she began in a mild, lecturing tone. “Trish and I have been best friends since Year 7. We’ve been desk-mates, dorm-mates, and roommates, and we don’t have any secrets from each other. And we…share…everything.”

She punctuated those last three words with gentle stabs to his chest using that long, red fingernail.

“So if you think she’s going to save you from me, or if you think she’ll be mad if you take advantage of me, then you need to think again, because she’s totally okay with anything I do.”

The way she said ‘anything’ made my head spin. Were we still talking about kissing?

She moved so close to Johnno their lips almost touched. “So what’s it gonna be, boy?” she whispered, brushing her lips across his. “Yes? Or no?” I recognised that line from some old rock ballad, but I couldn’t place it. The fact that Angela quoted a song made it clear she was still playing the game. I guess the question was, would Johnno get sucked in?

He didn’t move. You go, bro.

“Mmm?” Angela moaned the question, brushing his lips and plucking lightly at them with her own. “Yes?”

Johnno was a rock. I wondered how I might stand up to that kind of assault. Like me, he almost certainly knew that she was full of shit, and that Trish had absolutely no intention of sharing him. I glanced at Trish, but she was hard to read. Obviously she was giving Angela a long lead in order to win this round. To her credit, Angela knew when she was beaten though, and she backed off with a huff before she took it too far.

So what now?

She shoved the coffee table over to me with one foot, and once again strutted the very short catwalk until we were face-to-face. Was she going to tempt me with the promise of kissing? She must know I wouldn’t fall for that.

“Trish?” she inquired, not taking her eyes away from mine. “Can you please move Johnno so he can see us?”

Oh shit? What did she have planned that was worth seeing? Something funny? Something sexy? Or something humiliating? Please be the middle one.

“Done,” Trish replied. She’d turned Johnno ninety degrees so that he was now facing us.

“Righty-oh, then,” Angela mused to herself, seeming to consider her actions carefully as she collected both my hands and positioned them for a kind of gender-confused waltz, one on her shoulder and the other cupping the narrow curve of her hip. It felt nice to be touching her again.

“Are you ready, Rory?” she asked softly, giving me a shy little smile.

She almost got me. I felt my mouth begin to engage as I prepared to answer, but I was tossing up between ‘Call me Spud’ and something clever, like, ‘and waiting’. It was in that extra moment I remembered I wasn’t allowed to speak. I could tell she’d seen my reaction by the look she gave me—a little smirk and a sparkle in her blue eyes.

“Hmm.” She frowned. “No response. I guess you look ready.”

I may have looked ready, but I wasn’t. Not for what she had planned, at least. Funny, sexy, or humiliating? It turned out to be the middle one, after all. I was hoping for a kiss, of course, and I was prepared for it in a three-parts-fantasy-one-part-reality kind of way. It was a kiss, but to paraphrase Crocodile Dundee, that’s not a kiss; this is a KISS.

It was open mouthed, sensual, and utterly erotic. My lips were frozen, but hers were soft and tactile, alternately gentle and forceful as she plucked and teased, tasting me with the tip of her darting tongue, and trying to coax me into opening up to her.

She pressed her small, lithe body into mine and twined the fingers of one hand through my hair as the other roamed searchingly over the back of my Levis. Pressing her breasts into my chest, she moved against me like a reed in the gentle breeze, and I felt her nipples harden to stony points through the two thin layers of clothing that separated us.

Oh God, how I longed to kiss her back.

But it wasn’t over. Not even close. Without breaking, she took my hand from her shoulder and slid it slowly downwards, giving me plenty of time to realise where it was heading before it got there.

The anticipation! Holy fuck! My erection was already pronounced, but as she slid that ripe, full breast into my palm and cupped my fingers around its pliant softness, my cock bucked convulsively. I knew she felt it, too, because she wriggled against its hardness. Standing on the coffee table, her waist was a little higher than mine, and without breaking the attack on my lips, she trapped the bulge in my jeans between her thighs, sending it into a much longer and more frenzied seizure.

In my mind (I’m ashamed to say), I was checking off sexual conquests like a bingo card. First base: check! (Well, she was using her tongue, so that counts.) Second base: check! It still wasn’t skin-on-skin, but the feel of a real breast through her flimsy blouse was so much better than through a bra. I didn’t see how skin-on-skin could be much better.

What about dry humping? Was that even a base? According to Urban Dictionary, Third Base was a hand job, fingering, or oral sex (I shit you not, check it if you don’t believe me). The scientist in me instantly abstracted that to “genital foreplay”, so yep, humping was definitely Third Base. Check!

The only thing preventing me from responding—and I mean the only thing—was the sure knowledge that the moment I kissed back, the moment I squeezed her breast, the moment I arched and lifted my cock into that soft junction between her thighs, it would all end.

How long did this go on? I’m a poor judge; it simultaneously felt like both an eternity and an instant, but it was maybe twenty or thirty seconds in reality. A new thought occurred to me: she’s not stopping. I hadn’t broken, but Angela was still kissing, still teasing me. What did that mean? Either she was enjoying it, or she had another trick up her sleeve. Hey, why not both, as the little girl says on the Old El Paso commercial.

It turned out she did have another trick, but it wasn’t up her sleeve; she wasn’t even wearing any. Now, if you have a crude mind and you just chuckled, “She wasn’t wearing any ‘what’, Spud?” then I have a pleasant surprise for you. Or maybe it’s not a surprise; it depends on where you think all this is going.

Anyway, there I was, kissing (kind of) my high school crush, my cock trapped between her thighs maybe a centimetre from heaven, and one hand cupping a perfect, braless breast. My other hand on her waist was the only bit of me not getting any action, but that was a situation Angela was about to remedy in a most profound way.

Still kissing, still writhing against me, she took my free hand and slid it sensuously down over her ass.

Now I didn’t squeeze (I like to think of myself as a gentleman), but nor did I stick precisely to the Mannequin spirit, allowing my fingertips to contour perfectly around that taut curve and slip achingly low into the cleft, almost between her thighs. How close? My senses were screaming, and I willed for my middle finger to stretch, to close what must be a vanishingly small distance between the tip and its first touch of a panty-clad pussy.

Oh, but she wasn’t done, yet. Not even close. She pushed me lower, over the hem and onto her bare thigh, and then—God, yes—back up again and underneath that wispy red skirt I’d been staring at all afternoon.

Characters in stories sometimes pinch themselves to make sure they’re not dreaming, but in my role as mannequin, I didn’t have that luxury. And that pinching thing is bullshit anyway, right? Reality has a texture and quality that you don’t find in dreams, even lucid ones. Like obscenity—as the saying goes—reality is hard to define, but I know it when I see it. Even so, when my hand slid beneath her skirt, it was the closest I’d ever come to questioning my grasp on the here and now, because in Spud’s version of reality, girls wore panties.

Now hold on just an ass-grabbin’ minute there, Spudster, I hear you say (in a Foghorn Leghorn accent, no less). You’re just a young fella who’s unaccustomed to a handful of bare-ass teenager. What you’ve got there, boy—and this is nothing to be disappointed about—is a young filly wearing a thong, or a G-string as you might call it Down Under.

Given the facts as I’ve presented them, that would be a reasonable conclusion, and it might have been the one I arrived at except for one thing—the reaction of my audience. You see, my hand didn’t quite slide beneath Angela’s skirt, rather I lifted it up.

Trish gasped first. “Oh Angie, you forgot your…” She didn’t get to finish because Johnno snorted out a breath he’d probably been holding, thereby losing us the round of Mannequin.

“Oh my fuck,” he choked. “Thank you, Lord. You can take me now.”

I half expected Trish to start crowing about their victory, and I completely expected Angela to stop her erotic assault of my body, but neither of those things happened. Angela kept kissing (and rubbing…and squirming), our audience kept watching, and I (this is the hard part to believe) kept still. I think I was frightened that if I moved then she might stop, so I pretended Johnno wasn’t at that very moment putting his arms around Trish, and that somehow the game was still going.

“I, um,” Johnno began, pausing when he lost his train of thought. “Need another beer,” he finished absently, presumably still staring at Angela’s pussy. I wondered if I could dare to move my hand in an attempt to touch it. What would it feel like?

“I’ll help,” Trish gulped, taking his hand as they virtually bolted out of the room. I heard a few whispered giggles followed by an excited shriek from Trish, and I imagined Johnno grabbing her under the skirt in a parody of Angela and me. And then I heard Johnno’s bedroom door slam shut.
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Chapter Six

Angela broke from kissing me and whispered, “I don’t think they’re coming back.” Yep, I was pretty sure Johnno wasn’t going to find that beer in his bedroom. “We can keep playing the game, if you like,” she offered simply, although the twinkle in her eye suggested a not-so-hidden meaning.

Keep doing what she was doing? Sure, why not? Johnno would have accepted this invitation for what it was and taken active advantage of the tits and bare ass in his previously passive hands, but I was still reeling and unaccountably panicking that any false move would end the fantasy, so I just kept doing what I was doing. Nothing!

“You’re pretty good at this, aren’t you Spud?” she asked, making a little space between our bodies and slipping a tickly, red-painted fingernail up my t-shirt to trace over my abdominals. “You’re some kind of Zen Master at Mannequin, huh?” she went on, circling lower and delving beneath the waistband of my jeans.

She was close to the line of my pubes, which would have been exciting enough, but my earlier repositioning had left my cock pointing due north, and one of her delicate passes brushed lightly across the head. A girl just touched my fucking cock! It was electrifying!

“Mmmm,” she mused, with an impressed air. I imagined her making a quick mental calculation of the distance back to the root. “You’re a pro, all right.”

My cock bucked hard, and it was still swollen and angry when she returned for another pass. This time she rested her fingertip on the crown and dealt a series of gentle, little strokes down the first inch of my manhood.

“I don’t think there’s anything”—she emphasised the word with a breathy moan—“I could do that would make you move.” She was still stroking the tip of my cock, but then she brought her other hand into play to unbuckle my belt and open my jeans. “You’re just a statue, aren’t you?” she went on, her breath hot in my ear as her hands worked their magic on my Levis, dropping them to my knees. I was breathing through my mouth now, drawing long and deep, trying not to pant. With that major barrier removed, she delved into my shorts with both hands, closing around my shaft and squeezing while it bucked frantically in her grasp. Oh God, don’t come. Please don’t come.

“Are you a statue, Spud?” she was whispering now, and I thought I could hear a frantic edge of desire. I doubted I could even form words, so I guess she was doing okay. “Are you carved from stone?” She squeezed and stroked the loose skin over the rigid core of my shaft. “Or are you something even harder, like bronze?”

One of her hands abandoned my cock to pull down my shorts, but there was no relief to be had as the other continued its slow, delectable strokes down to the root.

“What would it take to melt a statue like you, Spud?” she whispered, nibbling at my earlobe and stroking me closer and closer to an imminent climax. “I have this forge that’s been getting good and hot,” she whimpered, seemingly as excited as I was. “Would you melt inside a furnace like that? Nothing left of you but a white-hot pool of melted bronze, way down deep in the hottest part?”

Oh holy fucking fucksticks! Was she talking about what it sounded like she was talking about?

I think I whimpered. I couldn’t help it. Angela had lifted the hem of her skirt and she was touching the weeping tip of my cock to something soft. Oh my God, I think my cock is touching her pussy! Maybe it was just her thigh or her mons, but my imagination was running away now, and all I could think about was the impossible fantasy of sliding my dick into her sweet, wet centre.

“I will win, you know, Spud,” she told me gently, not lording it over me.

Oh fuck, it’s so wet down there. Is that her or me?

My cock was straining now. It had never felt this way masturbating, so all bets were off. I was about to blow, and it would happen with virtually no warning. I realised I was holding my breath, but I didn’t dare let it go.

“Do you know how I’ll win?” she asked. She briefly moved her lips away from my ear to kiss me. “Because in just a moment, you’re going to work out,” she continued, “that as soon as your turn is over, then I’ll be the mannequin.”

Fuck, I think this is it! My fucking balls are vibrating!

“And when that happens, you can do anything you want to me. Anything at all, and I won’t move a muscle.”

That was it. It just happened. Cum literally exploded from my cock. It didn’t even give me the chance to pump, it just burst forth and painted whatever satiny smooth part of Angela’s body it happened to be touching, as well as a goodly area in the blast zone.

“Arrhhh,” I moaned with the release, finally taking my hand from Angela’s breast and resting on her shoulder for balance, trying to stop my knees from buckling. Bright colours were whirling behind my closed eyelids, and I sucked in oxygen while my out of control cock pumped the last of its load beneath her skirt. Fuck, how long had I been holding my breath?

Finally, post-orgasmic clarity suffused my mind, and I regained control and pulled myself from her grasp. Oh God, what have I done? In no uncertain terms, my high school crush had just invited me to fuck, and I went and blew it (literally!) by coming in her hand. I wanted to curl up and die.

“Shit, I’m so sorry,” I rasped, my voice rough and phlegmy. “Let me …” (help you clean up). “I’ll get some …” (tissues). I was mortified and talking in partial sentences. There was a box of tissues on the side table. I kicked off my jeans so that I could move, pulled up my shorts, and snagged a handful of Kleenex, which I offered to Angela. “Here you…”

She didn’t take them from me.

She didn’t even move.

Oh fuck, she was a mannequin.
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Chapter Seven

Shit! Now what? I’d just come, and I wasn’t horny anymore, so the idea of her passive vulnerability wasn’t anywhere near as sexy as it would have been about a minute earlier. All I really wanted to do was to finish up with the least amount of premature-ejaculation-related humiliation that I could salvage, and then maybe enjoy some cuddling and handholding on the sofa.

“It’s okay,” I conceded. “We don’t have to keep playing. We can just watch TV, or, I dunno… I can walk you back to the dorm, if you want.”

Angela didn’t move. She didn’t get any less sexy, either.

One thing I hadn’t taken into account, but which was starting to occur to me, was her needs. Girls always complain that guys are only interested in their own fulfilment, and that’s exactly what I’d done—I came, so game over.

You dickhead, Spud! She’s not doing this for you, she’s doing it for herself!

I wasn’t horny, but I was sure I could find a way to provide some quid pro quo. That still left the problem of my little accident under her skirt, though.

“Um, or if you want to play again,” I hazarded nervously, “then maybe you should just use these first.” I offered the tissues again. “And then we can…” (Fuck?) “… play again.”

She stayed frozen. Shit! I watched as a thread of cum trickled down her thigh.

“Oh man,” I complained under my breath. “It’s going to stain your skirt.” Was this some kind of punishment?

Well, it was obvious she wasn’t going to move, and the longer my sploodge stayed there, the worse I felt about it. It would start to cool, soon. Ugh, nasty!

“Um, okay, then I’ll just…” I brandished the tissues in front of her face where she could see them, and gestured downwards. “If it’s okay with, you know, if you don’t mind?”

I heard no objections.

She was still standing on the coffee table, so lowering to my knees put me right in the hot zone—pussy height. I started with the trickle on her thigh, mopping upwards and underneath the hem, but unconsciously away from her sex. I brought it back out and inspected the damage, and although I’d captured a goodly wad of love junket on the tissue, prior clean-up experience told me there was more to come. But where was it? I was going to have to lift her skirt to find out.

I plucked out some more tissues and glanced up at Angela, but she was looking straight over my head.

“I’m going to have to, um, check for more,” I said tentatively, holding her hem between my fingers and fluttering it, giving her plenty of opportunity to stop me. “Here goes.” I began to lift. Still no response. Man, this girl is chill!

Okay, up and under, Spud. How’s the irony, though? My first live look at a pussy, and I’m not even horny.

I lifted, slowly, slowly, and…Oh, holy Christ! It was like a fucking bomb in a toothpaste factory. At first, I didn’t even see her pussy, hard as that might be to believe—there was just cum, fucking, everywhere!

Once the first shock over the sheer scale of devastation had passed, I was able to see the perfection that lay underneath. It astounded me.

Oh man, porn pussy does NOT look like this.

She was clean-shaven like a porn star, but that was where any similarity ended. The ladies who graced my computer screen had puffy, battered looking lips that looked like the elastic waistband of old underpants. Angela’s outer lips were plump and round and creamy white. Between them, the coral pink inner lips were smooth and flat with a satiny sheen. They arrowed down from a very exposed, and very engorged looking clitoris, and parted to frame the most perfect entrance I could imagine, which was the approximate size and shape of a small candle flame.

Well, that settles that. We can’t fuck, because my dick won’t fit in there.

I wasn’t being immodest. I do okay, but I’m not hung like a horse or anything. Any normal sized cock would be too big for this pussy.

Fuck, she is beautiful. This wasn’t exactly news; I’d been attracted to Angela ever since I’d been interested in girls, and I’d always found her compact beauty much more alluring than the leggy, ‘popular’ girls at school. It sounds shallow to describe a girl as more beautiful naked than clothed, and maybe I am shallow, but that’s how I felt looking at her trim thighs and slender, round hips. And her cum-spattered pussy, don’t forget that, said a voice in my head.

How could I forget? I got to work mopping and blotting, taking pains not to touch the open lips. Like a lone house in the wake of a tornado, they were miraculously not coated in dickspit. My eyes were less circumspect about where they made contact, and even though it took three tissue-loads to clean her up, they never left that glistening, pink cleft. By the time I’d finished, I was wondering how tight it would feel clasped around my finger, and I felt a familiar and not altogether unwelcome stirring once again in my shorts.

“Okay,” I said, reluctantly releasing her hem. “I think you’re good to…” I was going to say ‘go’, but as I stood up, I was confronted with her blank, mannequin stare again. “…to, um, keep staying perfectly still,” I finished awkwardly. Was that a little smirk struggling to show on her face?

“So, your turn to be a mannequin again,” I said rhetorically, because without anyone else in the room, it seemed kind of creepy to begin fondling the beautiful blonde girl in perfect silence. And that’s what was about to happen, wasn’t it? Fondling? Not like the frozen tit grab of earlier, this would be the real deal. That orgasm was wearing off faster than I expected, because this was starting to seem a whole lot more interesting.

“It’s, um, it’s my turn to try to, you know, make you break,” I explained unsurely. Why was this so difficult? Especially after the things she had said and done to me? “So I’m going to, um, try some stuff that, ahh, you probably won’t like. And then you’ll stop me, and we’ll be, you know, even.”

Angela didn’t answer, but her blue eyes sparkled with amusement. She was enjoying my discomfort.

“So now I’m going to kiss you.” Why the fuck was I explaining this? “It’ll probably be terrible.”

I leaned close, tilting my head to avoid bumping noses, and planted a small, open-mouthed kiss on her lips. Oh, fuck! That felt fiii-ine! My heart kicked up a beat, and a little adrenaline surge of desire coursed through me. I went back for another, and it was every bit as good as the first.

“Here,” I said, breathing hard and taking hold of her wrists. “Put your arms around my neck.” I draped her elbows over my shoulders and they just ‘accidentally’ found their own way into a close embrace, her hands pressing gently between my shoulder blades.

“Tilt,” I whispered, changing the angle of her head so that I wouldn’t have to twist my neck so much. “And open?” I touched her chin with my thumb, and her lips parted to a distance that was just about perfect for kissing. There might have even been a little bit of a pucker, but I couldn’t be sure, so I didn’t call her on it.

Our lips were only a few inches apart, and we were way too close to focus on each other. “This will be much worse than the first one,” I whispered.

And we kissed, or I guess I kissed, at least. It could have felt creepy kissing an immobile person—like sneaking up and kissing someone when they’re unconscious—but this wasn’t like that. Angela wasn’t actively responding to me, but her lips were supple, and I could feel the gentle tension of their muscles as she made a kissable shape for me. When I dared to touch my tongue inside the opening of her mouth, hers was right there. It wasn’t searching and gently probing like mine, but it crept forwards unobtrusively for deeper contact, and she let me gently nip it with my teeth.

Gaining confidence, I held her close, once again relishing the soft swell of her breasts against my chest as I slowly traced my hands over her tiny waist and slender hips, down past her hem to her taut, bare thighs.

This is about pleasuring her in return for the hand-job, right? If so, at some point, I was going to have to touch somewhere more intimate than her mouth. I was beginning to regret not having taken more advantage when I was under her skirt.

Kissing now in short but tender pecks, I slid my hands back up her thighs to cup her ass. It was so tiny! I took a sweet double-handful, and my fingers still crossed over in the middle. This was so much better than the passive holding from when I was the mannequin. Kneading and pulling her close, I felt the soft pad of her sex against my pubic bone—so much more tactile now without my jeans—and I raised up onto my toes to touch her there with my swiftly hardening shaft.

Just my shorts and her skirt separated us. The two layers were thin enough to see through if you held them up to the light. I wondered again whether she had touched my cockhead to her pussy earlier or was this the closest they had come to meeting. I could actually feel the cleft of her vagina opening to embrace me.

Jesus, slow down Spud. You’ll end up sliming her skirt after all.

I backed off the humping and let my hands roam a little further. Like a blind man mapping the terrain of a stranger’s face, I traced my fingertips up to the elastic waistband, around her hips and down to the backs of her thighs. With my heart in my mouth, I curled my fingers inwards and moved slowly up, my breath catching audibly when I made wet contact with the silky smooth purse at the junction of her thighs.

Oh, dear lord. The heat!

Well, that settled the question of whether she had touched my cock to it—I concede that my mind wasn’t perfectly clear at the time, but that volcanic heat wasn’t something I would have forgotten. A realisation swept over me that was so profound, it was stunning I hadn’t arrived at it sooner.

Holy crap! She’s horny…! For me!

Up until that moment, I’d been thinking of the day out as a mercy date, coming back to our place as a concession to Trish, and the game-playing was just exuberant flirting. I hadn’t given the hand-job much thought, but yeah, I guess that bit was more than just flirting. She was into me big-time, though. She had to be. No-panties is not exactly the official dress code for a mercy date—it meant (I reckoned) that she fancied her chances at getting a little Spud-action.

I stroked a finger through her soaking slit and felt her quiver in my arms. Slow down, Spud, you don’t need to go straight for the pussy. It took a force of will, but I managed to move both hands back to her ass.

I felt a new confidence. I still didn’t know how far she was prepared to go, and although I was eager to find out, I also wanted to savour the experience.

Leaning back to look into her eyes, I waited a few moments until I was sure that she’d refocused on me.

“Did you come here to seduce me, Angela?”

Fuck! Who said that? It was what I’d been thinking, but I never imagined I’d have the guts to say it.

“Or is this the way you dress for every date?” I gave her bare bottom a playful pinch.

Angela didn’t answer, of course, but those eyes twinkled with what looked like a mixture of amusement and anticipation, and I felt another surge of confidence. She really enjoyed the playful submission of Mannequin, and she liked it even more when someone played the more dominant side. I thought about the way she’d let Johnno and me position her so that we could see down her top, and the sexy, teasing way she’d treated me when I was the mannequin. Was that the way she wanted me to play it?

“I think maybe you’ve got a little crush on me,” I said softly, channelling my own feelings. Bringing one hand up to cup her breast, I brushed my thumb against the nipple through the thin nylon of her blouse and felt it harden to a stony peak.

“I think maybe you’ve had a crush on me since about Year 8.” I knew that she could see these accusations for the admissions that they really were, but it just felt so good to let them out.

“You probably sat there in class, looking at me, wondering what it would be like to hold me.” I gently squeezed her butt and her breast in unison, enjoying the contrast, one taut and firm, and the other soft and pliant.

“Maybe you thought about kissing me?” I asked rhetorically, plucking at her lips and once again finding her tongue ready to meet mine.

“And maybe… Did you think about undressing in front of me?” I asked, feeling bolder now as I fumbled blindly to unfasten the buttons of her blouse.

Breaking from our kiss (her lips and tongue weren’t as active as mine, but she was really stretching the rules of Mannequin), I slowly drew open the front of her blouse and almost drowned in the view I had only glimpsed earlier. Lovely, full breasts. Firm and high, with areolae the colour of her lips—lush and pink—and stiff, upturned nipples that begged to be licked.

Manipulating her hands, I positioned them beneath her breasts, ostensibly lifting and offering them to my lips, but also achieving the secondary objective of holding open her blouse.

I inspected my handiwork with a sculptor’s critical eye. Bare breasted and beautiful, she was sexy as hell, but it wasn’t what I’d call an erotic pose. With her neutral stance and facial expression, it lacked something, but it was something I thought I could fix.

Modelling her body with my hands, I parted her legs and got her to arch her back, thrusting out both her breasts and her small, round butt. Nice, but not quite done. I caught her eye again and gave her a scheming wink before gently touching both eyelids closed and tipping her head back, making the cords stand out on her neck.

And Spud saw everything that he had made, and behold, it was very good.

That’s probably blasphemous—I’m no expert—but as an avid fan of female beauty, I feel well qualified to state that Angela looked exquisitely hot posed like that. Offering her breasts to a lover in front and her pussy to one behind, I had absolutely no trouble at all imagining her in a three-way with Johnno and me. I’ve often wondered whether girls have twin fantasies the same as guys.

With her head raised and eyes closed, she couldn’t see me now, so every touch would come as a surprise, hopefully a pleasant one. I put my lips close and whispered hotly into her ear.

“You look amazing.”

Starting with her earlobe, I kissed, tongued, and nibbled my way slowly down her neck, between her breasts, and then traced a wet line with my tongue around each areola. Pinching one nipple lightly with my fingers, I took the other in my mouth, sucking it between my lips and gently nibbling the tip with my teeth, causing her to shiver and voice a little moan.

A stupider man would have called her for breaking, thereby finishing the game. Luckily, I’m not that stupid.

So much for post-orgasmic clarity of mind, though! That had lasted all of about five minutes, and at this point, I was completely hard again. I had initially thought only to repay her for pleasuring me, but now I was wondering how I could inject a little more win-win into that scenario.

Still sucking and fondling her naked breasts, I delved once again beneath her skirt, cupping her soaking pussy in my (previously) free hand. The way my fingers moulded over it so perfectly, with the middle one resting dead centre in the open slit, it was as if they were made to be together. I thought I could leave my hand there forever and die a happy man, but horniness is a fickle beast—within a few moments, she had coated my middle finger with slick juices that transformed the smallest twitch into a breathtaking dance across the frictionless inner surface of her sex.

Just leave my hand there? Madness! How could I have thought such a thing? I had to feel more, to experience more!

Rubbing in lazy circles opened her up wider, her lips peeling back to encase three fingers, instantly coating them in her steaming juices. Increasing the radius of my exploration, I found her clitoris, a fact made obvious not so much by touch as by the plaintive whimper it elicited.

That seemed to go well! Like I mentioned, I’m not a stupid guy, so I did it again, first closing in on her entrance and teasing around its edges with my fingertips, and then returning to her clit, circling and pressing, brushing across the top until her legs began to quake.

I so wanted to go inside. Each time I returned to stroke her opening, I pressed a little more firmly, varying the pressure on my middle finger and exalting in the feel of her tight entrance as it began to yield beneath my touch. But as much as I wanted that slick heat to swallow up my finger, I desperately wanted to watch it happen. I’m a visual kind of guy, and the porn that really interests me is where the guy is shown actually breaching a pussy for the first time. The ten minutes of furious fucking that follows is less interesting (hey, I’ll still watch it), but that moment when a porn star’s pussy buckles, stretches, and then opens to accept a cock—if it’s done slowly—will often push me straight over the edge.

Returning to the caldera of her entrance, I probed more firmly and felt it begin to open once again, causing Angela to release a small gasp as she anticipated my entry. Again, I pulled back, though. This was something I just had to watch.

“New position, Miss Mannequin,” I whispered.

Leaving her up on the coffee table, I turned her around the other way and guided her to bend over with her legs spread wide and hands propped on her knees, arching her back to open her pussy up to me standing behind her.

This was so hot! Her full breasts hung pendulously from the open front of her blouse, and with her bent over in that way, her little red skirt just barely covered the tops of her creamy thighs and the silky heaven nestled between them. It was an upskirt fetishist’s dream. Being an upskirt fetishist myself, rather than pulling the skirt down, I tucked a fold into the waistband, thereby raising the hem and bringing into view the object of my ever-mounting desire.

Crouching down for a better angle, I could smell her musky aroma. It was rich and sexy, and not the least bit unpleasant, as urban legend would have me believe.

Should I kiss it? Use my tongue? What if I didn’t like the taste? Was trying and stopping worse than not trying at all? As tempting as it was, I decided to shelve my first foray into pussy licking, reasoning that more could go wrong than right, and I didn’t dare mess up this incredible opportunity.

I touched her hot, wet centre with my index finger, making her startle at this first touch in a new position. I had her legs spread down the length of the coffee table, which peeled her pussy open and no doubt made her feel deeply exposed. This, I thought, was a good thing. After all, this game was all about light submission fantasy.

Her entrance was steaming hot and glistening with moisture, and even as I held my finger there, more of those delectable smelling pussy juices pooled, forming a droplet that, bent over as she was, began trickling down over her clitoral hood.

Oh fuck, I’ve died and gone to heaven!

With agonising slowness, I pressed and watched her delicate opening dimple as it tried to deny me entry, stretching, stretching, and then suddenly it yielded, swallowing my middle finger up to the first joint in a single gulp.

Good Lord! The pressure and heat were like nothing I could have anticipated. She was so tight, but at the same time, so slick. It felt as though I should be held fast, but in reality, she was silky smooth inside, allowing me to glide effortlessly deeper before pulling out again.

Remembering my success of earlier, I let my finger dance downwards to tease her clit, eliciting more whimpers of desperation. Plunging back inside past the second knuckle, this time I held it there while I worked her love button with the tip of my thumb, building the heat inside her up to a scalding temperature.

Angela wasn’t moving, not exactly, but she was leaning into me, forcing my finger deeper and concentrating all of the pressure on her hardened nub while she made these muted, erotic squeaks that in different circumstances might have been throaty moans of passion.

With my sexual experience limited to one visit to second base, this was off-the-scale erotic, and my cock was bucking so hard that I had to reach inside my shorts to quell its temper. That, of course, made things ten times worse. As I slowly finger-fucked Angela, I pulled down my shorts and stroked my cock at the same pace, watching my finger ploughing through her clinging hole and my knob driving through my fist in the same visual frame. It wasn’t difficult to mentally blend the two and imagine myself buried in her silky depths, with the impossibly tight barrel of her entrance snugged way down low on my shaft and close to my balls.

Oh God, it was getting hard to breathe. I wanted so much to be inside her. Was that in the rules? Were there any rules? What had she meant when she said that I could do anything? Anything means, well, literally anything, but she had only given me a hand job. Was that a benchmark that I shouldn’t exceed? Or would she have gone even further if I hadn’t come?

My right hand was now coated in slick, fragrant love juices, so swapping over, I plunged deeply back into her sopping hole with the other hand while I smeared her sweet secretions all over my cock, making it glisten like a porn star’s swollen tool, freshly pulled from the tight, wet purse of some teenage starlet.

What if I just touched it? That’s not fucking, and it’s hardly any worse than fingering, which is clearly okay. Just put my knob in her opening, that’s all, to see what it looks like. And the heat—I want to feel that wet heat on my cock, too.

I didn’t see the harm.

Pulling my shorts down properly, I stood up behind Angela, holding my twitching cock before her dripping hole.

Oh, it was all so very real now. Sexy Angela, so submissive and aroused, spread so wide and practically begging me to fill her. That was one interpretation, anyway.

Pre-cum beaded on the end of my cock, and as I touched it to her pussy, our juices merged, doubling the lubrication at our point of contact. I took my hand away, just to see the unobstructed fantasy vision of my thick manhood poised at her threshold, my bulging knob completely filling the tiny vestibule that opened onto her love canal.

Does she know what I’m doing?

She wasn’t looking between her legs, but obviously she knew I wasn’t fingering her anymore, and she could feel something thicker than a finger in her entrance. Right? Couldn’t she? I was suffering a minor case of male-guilt; I like to think of myself as one of those new-age guys who actually understands the meaning of consent. But how do you bring up the subject? Excuse me Angela, but you are aware that I have my knob in your pussy, right? Mood killer.

I know!

I lifted the rest of Angela’s skirt up to her waist, completely exposing her small, round bottom. Mmm, nice. Taking her by the hips, I slid my cockhead up and down her weeping slit, grazing her clit and probing at the edges of her slick entrance.

Hands on her hips, something else probing her pussy—you can’t get more obvious than that! Far from jumping with surprise, she shuddered and voiced a low moan, and then leaned her weight back onto my cock. For a breathless moment, it snagged on the edge of her hole, but then skidded free, trailing a wet path up her butt cleavage.

I swallowed hard and felt sweat prickle on my forehead. Is it getting hot in here? Holy shit! She almost fucked me!

She rolled her weight forwards onto her toes again, allowing my cock to slide back down her ass and between her pussy lips.

Oh-fuck-oh-fuck-oh-fuck…please-please-please do that again! And she did! I was ready this time, and I slowly thrust my hips to join in the action. Once again, I skated past her entrance, but this time I kept my cock in contact with her pussy lips, and she painted a slick line of hot love-juice down the underside. At the end of the stroke, my slimy cock was hotdogged between her cheeks, and my balls pressed hotly into the furnace of her open lips.

This is what heaven feels like!

Oh, how much I still had to learn about ecstasy, but for the moment, this was my new calling. I know I said earlier that all I wanted in the world was to leave my hand cupped over her pussy, but that was just inexperience talking. I was now certain beyond doubt that I wanted to live out my days simply sliding my cock through Angela’s wet pussy lips and between her ass cheeks.

We must have done it twenty times or more. I sure-as-shit wasn’t about to stop. I was just contemplating the idea that I should be doing more to get her off, when she straightened her back and altered the angle of incidence between cock and pussy. My next stroke didn’t skid past her hole, this time it caught the edge and lodged firmly in her opening.

Oh fuck! Where’s my knob? It’s gone! It’s…it’s inside her!

I was in that breathless, timeless Twilight Zone between foreplay and fucking—inside her, but not strictly inside her. All it would take, though, was a little push.

So I pushed.

Angela voiced a high, breathy cry as I slowly eased my fat cock into her, and I watched in wonder as the coral pink ring of her entrance first paled and stretched, and then finally engulfed the thick meat behind my knob.

And I thought it was tight on my finger? Jesus, it felt like she was going to cut off my blood supply!

But I was fucking! Holy Christ, I was fucking a girl! I’m not a virgin! This is something you cannot prepare for. The only thing my cock had ever experienced was the inside of my own hand, and comparing that to the inside of a pussy, well, you might as well start listing off the differences between an orange and a motorcycle. It was silky and slick. It was hot and tight. And man, it was alive! Angela was doing something with it—I don’t know whether it was involuntary or on purpose—but there were muscles in that tight channel that rippled up and down, massaging the few inches I’d managed to squeeze inside before I was beaten by the friction.

Above all, it looked exquisite. That initial, unexpected vision of her tiny hole stretched taut and encircling my throbbing dick was more erotic for me than any porn. I had absolutely no doubt that if I hadn’t sprayed my wad only ten minutes earlier, then I would at that very moment be squirting thick ropes of jizz straight into Angela’s tunnel of love.

Bracing her hips, I dragged my cock slowly back, and that slick friction fired off heavenly sparks in the sensitive area around and behind my knob. I flexed to make my dick swell, and the feeling trebled, kindling a warm buzz in my balls. I recognised that feeling; it was my boys raising the alert state down there to DEFCON-3. I was pleased about that, because when Angela had me in her hand earlier, I missed all of the familiar escalations that are a normal part of masturbation and went straight into panic mode, which gave me no control. I thought this time I might be able to acquit myself with a bit more professionalism.

I pulled free, just to say hi to my glistening and newly minted non-virgin cock. Hi-ya Little-Spud!

Hi-ya back! Love to chat, but you’ve caught me at a bad time, I’ve got somewhere to be.

Fuck it looked good, bulging and wet, poised with the tip still touching Angela’s entrance, which was slowly easing shut again.

Roger that, Little-Spud. Go well, my friend.

This time I entered her more easily and slipped happily into that depth to which she had already warmed me. I flexed again, making my knob swell inside her, and she responded with a tight squeeze that I hadn’t anticipated, gripping and crushing me like a vice. I was still at DEFCON 3 (just!), but that squeeze intensified the wonderful, wet contact, and I groaned as a wave of pleasure engulfed my entire body.

When the wave receded, I withdrew and thrust again, exploring a little deeper. Gaining confidence, I built up a rhythm of slow, gentle fucking, letting her get accustomed to the length, and delighting in the sound of her excited squeaks every time I offered a little more.

By the time I was three-quarters inside, I was already a fucking expert (pun intended!), stroking with more purpose, flexing to control my hardness and the pace of my arousal, and even driving one-handed while I reached forward to fondle her soft breasts.

This brought me to an unexpected barrier. The next time I pushed deeper, I encountered resistance against my knob, and Angela gasped with what sounded more like pain than pleasure.

“Be gentle,” she breathed. It was encouragement, not admonishment, but I withdrew half an inch anyway.

“You lose,” I teased. “You’re not allowed to speak.”

“So you want to stop now to celebrate your victory, do you?” she shot back with a laugh, waggling her pussy with my dick locked tightly inside.

“Quite right,” I conceded. “As you were, ma’am.” I probed gently forwards again until I felt that resistance, and Angela sucked another quick breath through her teeth. “Sorry. I’ll try not to do it again.”

“No, keep doing it,” she quickly reassured me. “It’s sensitive, but I stretch. Just be gentle with me.”

“Like this?” I touched down inside her again, but with hardly any pressure this time.

“Mm-hmm,” she panted happily, snaking a finger between her legs to rub her clit.

After a minute of this gentle probing, she encouraged me deeper with a breathy whisper, and this time when I added pressure, she groaned wantonly, and I felt the slick grasp of her entrance inch closer to the root of my cock.

“That’s better,” she purred. “Now fuck me.”

My pleasure, madam.

With both hands gripping her slender hips, I resumed those slow, deep thrusts, touching down gently with each one to the sound of another of her delighted squeaks.

“Harder,” she panted. “Give it to me.”

Oh yeah! I held on tight and began pulling her onto my cock in addition to thrusting my hips.

Angela moaned, “Yes…yes…yes!” in time with my strokes, each one stretching her a little and pushing deeper into her furnace cunt.

I was all the way inside now and striking my groin firmly against her ass with a satisfying thwap to finish each stroke. I felt the alert level raise again in my balls, and I knew with that constant buzzing feeling, there was no way I could maintain this pace without coming.

“Yes…yes…uh-huh!” A plaintive note had entered Angela’s cries, one that I hoped signalled an imminent orgasm, because I was struggling to keep control myself.

“Ahhhhhh!” she cried gutturally, her desperation rising. “Please! Please! Faster! Fuck me, Rory!”

I decided to let that one slide, given the circumstances.

“I have to stop,” I gasped. “I’m going to come.”

“Don’t you dare stop!” she hissed, close to tears. “Finish inside me! Come in me!”

Oh. My. God!

I didn’t ask questions. I learned a long time ago, when Mum asks if you want chocolate or vanilla, you answer ‘Both’, not ‘Do we have any Rocky Road?’

That was it. I passed the point of no return and felt the gears of my orgasm machine begin to turn. I leaned back and thrust upwards into Angela’s pussy, my balls swinging and slapping wetly into her shaved mons. I dragged her roughly onto my rampant cock, both hands clawing her hips, drilling her so deep she could almost taste it.

“That’s it. Yes. God yes!” She sounded so close.

“I can’t… I have to…”

“Do it!” she gasped, reaching down again to touch her clit. “Please. Do it inside me.”

The pressure built up in my balls, and ecstatic warmth flooded my midsection.

“Ahhh fuuuuck,” I groaned. With a final thrust, I drove deeply into her core and unleashed a steaming torrent of cum that swirled and boiled like river rapids around my heaving, squirting knob.

“Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-y…” Angela’s knees quivered, and she lost her balance as she came. I caught her and held her impaled on my bucking cock, which continued spewing cum into her ripe cunt while she jerked like a marionette and made erotically inarticulate sounds of female climax.

My spasms abated about the same time as hers, and as she regained her balance, I took a few more lazy strokes through her gripping, cum-filled pussy before nuzzling back up against her cervix and squeezing off one final pump.

“Oh fuck!” I breathed, for want of something smarter to say. I was still pretty hard, but I knew that wouldn’t last, and I watched with interest as my long, bloated cock slowly withdrew from her pussy. I winced a little as it popped out, expecting a flood of cum to follow, but it didn’t. It was probably nowhere near as prodigious as it felt, especially since it was my second for the night, and just a single pearl of creamy white jizz beaded in her entrance.

I helped Angela down from the coffee table and we collapsed on the sofa. I was mostly naked. Angela’s skirt fell free to cover her pussy, but her blouse stayed open, and as she curled into my lap, I cupped one breast and rested a finger on the nipple.

“We need to do that again,” she said, smiling up at me, cuddling into my chest.

“Um, okay. But you need to give me a few minutes.”

“Not now!” she laughed. “Geez, I’ve got to get back to the dorm in…” She grabbed my wrist and looked at my watch. “In an hour.”

“Angela?” I began a question I wouldn’t have the courage to ask without the post-orgasmic mellow. “Do you want to go out…you know, with me?”

“Now?” It was her turn to get the wrong idea. “There’s not much time. But you can walk me back to school.”

“No, I didn’t mean right now,” I said, backpedalling. “But I will, you know, walk you back.” I mentally rephrased. “What I meant was…do you want to…um, date?”

“You mean exclusively?” she asked. She did it in a nice way, sounding more interested, rather than incredulous. I was hopeful.

“Mm-hmm.”

“Actually, I’ve got a kind of…a complex thing.”

“Shit, I’m sorry.” I wilted emotionally. “You’ve got a boyfriend. I didn’t—”

“Not exactly,” she interrupted. “Like I said, it’s complex. But I think it’ll get a lot simpler after exams. Will you ask me again then?”

“Um, okay.” Alright, that was confusing.

We cuddled some more. Angela had her head tucked beneath my chin. She could probably hear my heartbeat.

“Spud?”

“Uh-huh?”

“How did you know that stuff about me having a crush on you since Year 8?”

Oh, you have GOT to be kidding!

“I, um. I just guessed…I guess.” Okay, that wasn’t super cool, but I wasn’t going to admit that they were all my feelings. “Did you really?”

“Mm-hmm,” she sighed. “Nothing serious. It’s just a twin fantasy.”

Gulp!

I let the silence hang there, not knowing how to fill it. Finally, Angela did.

“It’s a shame Johnno doesn’t fancy me, too. Isn’t it?”

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2015)

Amazon | Web | Twitter

──────

FREE stories and MORE

Get Belinda in your Inbox


About the Author

Belinda LaPage lives and works in Sydney, Australia. Writing is a labour of love for her, but the life of a tortured artist is not, so for now it is simply a part time affair, and a pathway to affording more of the wrong shoes. She enjoys the Sydney beaches, time with friends, and spending lunch time in a café sneakily writing erotica while surrounded by strangers.

Find out more about Belinda on her web site, chat on Twitter, or follow her new stories on Amazon. And don’t forget to sign up to her mailing list—get a free story when you sign up, and then get early-bird offers, news, updates and even the chance for free advanced reading copies of upcoming books.


Free Reads

Reamed—a free story exclusive to Belinda’s mailing list. To read Reamed, or to get free pre-release review copies of new stories, login or sign up now in Belinda’s members-only area, then click through to Reamed.

[image: ]

Want a free sample of your next hot read? Head over to Cream Shaboogie Cock for sexy snippets and complete, searing hot chapters from all Belinda’s books, where Medium members can also read selected full stories for free.


Fitted (a sexy snippet)

(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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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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