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Opening Moves

New game :-D … cu2nite?

@Angela

I got a reply within about thirty seconds. I like that about Mr Gallows; unlike boys my age, he’s not concerned about appearing too keen.

11pm Teachers’ Lounge. Can’t wait.

@HeadM

And yes, I shit you not, he uses grammatically correct apostrophes in his texts and instant messages. It’s something you get used to when you’re fucking the headmaster.

It had been weeks since we’d last gotten together. I have no claim on him, nor he on me. A relationship like ours can be nothing but casual, but that doesn’t mean infrequent—we usually manage to sneak off to sickbay or to the teachers’ lounge (shit, now he’s got me doing it) one or two nights a week.

To take advantage of the little time we had, I’d prepared him a special treat—a new game. Or perhaps just a new twist on an old game.

──────

Rupali and I normally share a bed in the dorm, but that night we went to our own beds. Perchance to dream? So I’d hoped, in her case, but when I switched on my torch to get dressed again, she opened her eyes to watch me sneak away.

“Why’re you wearing that?”

“For fun,” I hissed. “Literally! Go to sleep, you’re making me feel all guilty for leaving you.”

She knew I was going out to meet a guy, and she knew he was hung like a horse (because I had a nasty habit of bragging), but she didn’t know it was the headmaster. I intended to keep it that way, too.

“I can’t sleep,” she complained in her best guilt-inducing voice. “Tell me a bedtime story.” She must have sensed some of my frustration and urgency, because she quickly added a wheedling, “Please? Just a little one and then I can go to sleep.”

“Mmm,” I grumbled, feeling sorry for her because I was going to get a fucking, and she would get none. “Okay. Shove over.”

She knows I’m a sucker for storytelling, and she’s not above manipulating me to entertain herself. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy it. She rolled away, facing the wall, and I slipped into bed behind her, reaching around to cup one breast. She wriggled back contentedly against my body.

“Who’s it about?” she asked.

“This is a story I’m still working on, so I may need to make bits of it up as I go,” I said. “It’s about a guy called Bob.”

“Is this Bob your lab partner in Physics?”

“No-o-oh!” I said in my most convincing ‘as-if’ voice.

“Because you’ve got such a schoolgirl crush on him.”

“What? Do not!”

“Okay then, what’s this imaginary Bob like?” she asked, giving up the chase.

“Handsome. But in a geeky-cute kind of way. Way shy with girls.”

“Oh my God. It is Bob from Physics. You are so in denial.”

“So it seems you don’t want a story after all,” I said coolly, belying the blush on my cheeks.

“I apologise, sweetie,” she said, following with a little snort of laughter. “Please continue.”

“Okay. So Bob’s on a plane. And today he’s B.O.B. That’s flight-attendant code for Best on Board, the cutest guy on the plane.”

I went on with the story, stroking her breast through the slippery satin of her nightie, lifting my head and whispering hotly in her ear as I got to the sexy bits. I could tell she was stroking herself to the cadence of my voice. As I reached the climax, with a beautiful flight attendant in the airplane bathroom, impaled and coming on Bob’s hard shaft, Rupali stiffened and reached her own quiet orgasm in my arms.

I quickly closed out the story, leaving an opening for the next instalment in the best tradition of A Thousand and One Arabian Nights, and then I kissed her and slipped silently out the door, through the dorm, and down to the teachers’ lounge at the foot of the stairs. Sometimes I meet Mr Gallows in sickbay so that we can use the recovery cot, but it means I have to sneak all the way out of the building, so I prefer the lounge, even without something comfortable to lie on.

He was already there, sitting on the couch and drinking a glass of wine. My usual greeting is to run and launch myself into his arms, but with the bag of tricks I was carrying and the awkward possibility of upending his wine glass, I just padded over, dropped my bag on the coffee table, and gently straddled his lap, leaning my whole body close and kissing him softly on the lips.

“I missed you, Sir,” I breathed, kissing him again, a little harder this time.

“Me too,” he said through my kisses, adjusting himself inside his pants. “Wine?”

“Are you allowed to offer me alcohol at school? I thought there was a rule about that.”

“Are you serious?” He pulled back, looking at me with knitted brows. In fairness, he felt deeply conflicted, he’d told me, about having sex with a student, but he’d long since rationalised it to himself.

“No, I’m fucking with you again.” I gave him a loud, lip-smacking kiss. “I’ll just sip yours. I don’t want you getting me drunk and taking advantage.” I took his glass and did exactly that.

He laughed. “I think the opposite is a much more distinct possibility. Exactly what do you have in store for me? Oh, and lovely dress, by the way.”

It was tradition for me to wear my old summer school dress when we met privately. I bought it before my boobs grew in and had hemmed it to a racy length. I’d been wearing it the first time we made love. Depending on your mindset, it’s either borderline obscene, or incredibly sexy—and Mr Gallows was very firmly in the second camp.

“Well,” I began. “You know how you love my games?”

“Hmm. Ye-e-es?”

“Well I’ve made a new one just for you.”

“How thoughtful. What makes it so special that it’s just for me?”

“Okay,” I said, getting off his lap and picking up my bag with a smile. “So I Googled the 1980s, and according to several impeccable sources, you guys practically spent the entire decade playing…” I paused for dramatic effect, reaching into my bag. “Strip Twister!” I pulled out an ancient Twister game, rescued from a cupboard in the dorm. I gave him my sunniest smile. “So whaddaya think?”

He laughed, deeply and genuinely. I could see tears standing out in the corners of his eyes. “Okay,” he said, getting himself under control. “Just a point of clarification. No, two points.”

“If you know what’s good for you then they’d both better be about how good my idea is.”

“That goes without saying,” he said. “Your ideas are always wonderful, and this one is no exception. But…” He paused for a moment, resuming only when he sensed he was out of trouble. “You do realise I was a child in the nineteen-eighties. I wasn’t playing strip-anything; I’m Generation X. You’re thinking about baby-boomers, and even then, it was only the last of them playing Strip Twister. They were too stoned to realize that free love was over, and they’d missed the boat.”

“Will this history lesson take long, Sir? I’m horny, and I’d like to fuck.”

“No. But even though Twister was known as Sex in a Box,” he went on, “kids played it too. A lot! We followed the rules, though, not the strip version. So the thing you really ought to know before you get into this is that I”—he stood up to his full six-feet-four, with his arms spread to a similar span and one eyebrow raised—“have Go-Go-Gadget arms!” He eyed me seriously. “I am…the King of Twister.”

“What’s a Go-Go-Gadget?”

“I thought you said you Googled the eighties.”

“Well there was some stuff there that wasn’t about Twister. I had to skim it.”

“Clearly.”

“Well,” I said, circling him and trailing my fingers over his groin as I looked up into his face. “You sound pretty…cocky, Sir. Are you prepared to defend your Twister title?”

“Bring it on.” He bent down, trying to steal a kiss. “So tell me, what are the rules of Strip Twister?”

“Simple,” I said. “Play like normal, but when you foul, you remove a piece of clothing.”

“What constitutes a foul?”

I grinned, spreading out the plastic playing mat. “We’ll play by ear. Don’t worry, I’ll tell you if you do anything wrong.”

“Uh-oh. I sense trouble.”

“No. You sense fun,” I said. “Trust me. How many pieces of clothing are you wearing?”

He’d already taken off his tie and shoes. He did a quick tally. “Five.”

“Hmmm. I only have three,” I said, watching his face carefully to catch the disappointment when he realised I was actually wearing panties—not a typical accessory with this school dress. “I’ll have to put on some socks,” I said, reaching back into my bag and bringing out the next part of my master plan.

I had them already pre-rolled and ready to go—sheer white stockings with elasticised lacy tops that don’t need garters. I sat on the couch and rolled them slowly over my feet and up my legs while he watched. They finished about half way up my thighs, just a few inches below my hem.

I stood up again, smoothing out the dress, and I looked down at the stockings. “Will these do?”

“Socks?” His tone suggested an assumption that I might have more surprises in store.

“These old things? Don’t you like them? You could always just take your socks off and we could start with three each,” I said innocently. “Google says you prudey old 1980s people started with eight or more.”

“Perish the thought.” His eyes hadn’t stopped flipping between the sheer white nylon and the strip of bare thigh above. “I have no objection to the socks. None at all.”

“Good.” I took up my position at one end of the game mat, wiggling my hips to make my dress sway enticingly above the stockings. “I’m glad that’s settled. Get set, Gadget man.”

“Who’s running the spinner?” he asked.

“Oh, you poor Luddite.” I got out my phone and opened the voice-activated Twister app. “There’s an app for that, Grandad. Now, spin!”

“Left foot…yellow,” said the phone. His right foot was already on yellow, so he quickly moved his other one to the adjacent dot. Rather than staying on my end of the mat, I stretched all the way to the furthest yellow dot to trap him at that end. My legs were spread, but low centre of gravity is my thing. I wasn’t worried.

After a few moves, we were both crouched down at his end of the mat, and I had him penned. We already had two limbs on yellow, and when it came up again, I quickly snagged the nearest vacant dot, leaving only the very far end for him. He touched me as he reached around with one of those long arms, and I bumped him back, knocking him on his ass.

“Foul for sitting,” I sang as he touched down. “And another foul for touching me. Lose the socks, Sir.”

He looked back with a scowl and a smile all in one. “Am I to understand that bumping is permitted, Angela?”

“Who bumped? I was just getting set to reposition my weight when you touched me. You were clearly at fault.”

He tried not to smile, failing miserably.

“Don’t forget those socks, Sir.”

He took off the socks and visibly steeled himself to go on without complaint. He’d be harder to trick after that one.

We played for a few more minutes, and between my speed and his reach there were no more fouls. Finally, he had me blocked. I couldn’t spread my arms to opposite sides of the mat, and he gleefully called my foul.

I looked at him with big, innocent, schoolgirl eyes, batting my lashes. “What do you want me to take off, Sir?” I asked breathily. “I could start with the stockings…unless, you know, you want me to leave them on?” I lifted my hem enticingly, letting him peek at the white, scalloped edge on one leg of my panties. “They are part of a matching set. But you know, it’s your choice.”

“Well, they do look very nice. And part of a matching set, you say?”

“Yes, Sir.” I looked away, smiling. “A four-piece set. I bought it specially.”

“Oh? I see,” he mused. “Specially, huh? So really, it would be ungrateful of me not to let you show them all off together.”

“Well, I didn’t say that, Sir, but sure, that’s one way to look at it.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t like to seem ungrateful.” He shook his head. “What could you take off instead, do you think?”

“There’s really only this, Sir,” I said softly, looking up at him through my eyelashes as I fingered the collar of my school dress. I popped the top button and ran a finger slowly down past the others. “Do you think you could give me a hand with it?”

With that, I stood up, looking at him crouched in front of me and giving him the whole my-hero and maiden-in-distress routine. He knelt in front of me, our faces level and eyes locked. Yep, he liked this game. Very slowly, he undid the buttons over my breasts where the fabric stretched a bit too tight. The edges gaped but didn’t expose anything more than a hint of cleavage. The next button below my breasts exposed the white underwire frame of my bra. I drew a quivering breath. I wasn’t play-acting like before, though; I was getting seriously aroused now, anxious for him to undress me further and discover the special bra and panties I wore just for him.

He continued to the last button at about my navel, and then stopped to enjoy the work-in-progress. With my dress open and hanging loosely, he knew that with little more than a shrug it would fall to the floor, leaving me only in my bra, panties, and those long, sheer stockings.

With very slow, deliberate movements, he moved his fingers under the dress at my collarbone and pushed it over my shoulders. Gravity finally took over and the entire thing fell to the floor, pooled around my ankles. His surprise was exactly as I had hoped—he’d expected a sexy, lacy bra, but not this. It was a quarter-cup—nothing more than a strip of lace and underwire separating and lifting my breasts without covering any more than the undersides. It rounded and swelled the tops, leaving the nipples fully exposed. Like the panties, which he hadn’t noticed yet, they were part of a set that was designed to be left on for lovemaking.

“Oh, good Lord,” he whispered. His hands were still on my shoulders, but his eyes now greedily drank in the full curves of my breasts. “You are extraordinary.”

My nipples hardened and stood proud as I anticipated the thrill of his touch. “That’s nice. Shirt and pants, Sir.”

“Huh?” His gaze returned reluctantly to my eyes.

“You abandoned your spots, and you touched me. Two fouls. Shirt and pants.”

He hadn’t yet noticed that my panties were crotchless, but it was starting to register that having me in my underwear might be a preferred scenario to being naked, and the sooner he was naked, the sooner he could enjoy the new pleasures my latest acquisitions offered.

He removed his trousers first as I kicked my dress aside. His cock was long and hard, straining in an uncomfortable-looking fashion halfway down the leg of his shorts. I resumed my position on the Twister mat while he opened his shirt and pulled it back from the hard, ropy muscles of his chest. I crouched down on my spots with my knees apart and waited for him to notice my pussy peeking through the window in my panties. They weren’t the French-knickers style, with the long slit that always reminds me of men’s Y-front briefs; they were bikini style, close fitting and curve-hugging. The crotch wasn’t slitted. It was an open oval shape, embroidered around the edge to frame and display the vulva.  Everything about this ensemble was designed not to cover and hide, but to present and enhance, to be enjoyed both physically and visually.

When he crouched back down, his eyes registered the contrast between my shaved labia and the white lace. His gaze flicked downwards, blinked and widened as he hitched another breath. I was pleased to see his cock throb and strain under his shorts as a small dark stain of pre-cum formed on the leg.

“Problem?”

“You’ve put a lot of thought into this, haven’t you?”

“Of course.” I was touched that he’d noticed. “Maybe we can find a way for you to return the favour. Spin!”

“Left hand…yellow,” said the phone.

──────
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Playing for Position

The game had changed to one of cat and mouse. He spent the next dozen or so moves chasing me around the mat, trying to engineer positions that brought us into erotic contact. As part of the game, I tried to keep away, but finally he forced me into taking a spot that placed a breast right in front of his lips. Without hesitation, he took my hard nipple between his lips, kissing and softly sucking it, lighting me up with little sparks of excitement.

“That was a lovely foul, Sir. Thank you.”

“Oh dear, did I just lose my last piece of clothing?”

“Mm-hmm.” My eyes locked on the thick contours of his cock beneath the tight Lycra. It had been two weeks since I’d had him inside me, and I was literally quivering with anticipation. I couldn’t wait to see it again. I know in my head that I can’t take it all; my eyes always mark the invisible line between what I can and cannot get inside me, and I wonder anew what those last couple of inches would feel like. What might it be like to have his groin pressed into mine as we ground against each other?

“Would you like to do the honours?” he asked.

I nodded, swallowing hard, my heart hammering in my chest. I turned my eyes up to him. “No more fouls, okay?” I wanted to leave my sexy underwear on for what came next.

He agreed, and I got up on my knees, my face inches away from that straining bulge. I ached to rip his shorts off, but I moved slowly and savoured the excitement. I smoothed my trembling hands around his buttocks and squeezed the hard flesh there. Coming back around to the front, my left hand ran harmlessly over his thigh, but my right closed over the hardness of his cock, which ran halfway down the leg of his shorts. I stroked its length, testing the firmness with the tips of my fingers.

Wanting to prolong my rediscovery of his manhood, I got to my feet and walked behind him, my touch never leaving that wonderful bar of flesh which would soon open me up and pin me to the floor. From behind, I closed my eyes and moved both hands up over his stomach, fingers splayed, tracing the hard contours of his abdominal muscles. Standing close with my nipples touching his back, I moved further up to his chest, feeling his strong pectorals and lightly brushing his nipples with my fingertips, making them harden like mine.

Back down again, just a few breathless seconds away from my first handful of cock in a fortnight, my fingers reached his waistband and passed beneath without pause. Finally, I closed around the root of his manhood, my fingers exploring underneath, touching his balls and stroking along that thick cum-carrying vessel. I wanted to release him from his shorts before I explored the rest of his shaft, so I reluctantly hooked my thumbs into the waistband and slid them down over his hips. As I got to his thighs, I reached around and gently released his erection from the pants leg before lowering them to the floor.

From my position behind him, I still couldn’t see my prize; I wanted to feel it first and measure it with my hands before I did with my eyes. With my arms reaching around his body, I wrapped both hands around the base and held it like a sword, tilted towards the ceiling. For one perverse moment, I almost made light-sabre sounds, humming and striking—You can't win, Darth. If you strike me down, I shall become more powerful than you could possibly imagine. Maybe next time.

Now came the bit I loved. I shut my eyes again, and holding my right hand at the base, I stroked ever so slowly upwards with the left, trying to guess when I would reach the end. Now…no, now…my hand was still moving…no now. Oh my God, I still wasn’t there! Finally, I reached the head, my hands so far apart, I was unable to comprehend that I was still holding two ends of the same extraordinary cock. Lord have mercy, it couldn’t have grown since last time, could it?

My knees quaked. Anticipation? Desire? Fear? I couldn’t tell. On legs of jelly, I circled back in front of him, still maintaining a grip on the base. I came in close—my head only coming up to his chest—and released his erection, allowing it to rest in my cleavage. The quarter-cup bra lifted my breasts and held them about an inch apart. His cock was thicker than that, so it rested on top rather than nestling between them. This made for an irresistible opportunity to tease him, so I rose up on tip-toes to get the swell of my breasts higher than his knob (I was just tall enough), and then when it fell against the lace-covered underwire, I lowered back down. His thickness forced my breasts apart, sliding between them as they pressed back against the incursion. Bending my knees, I went lower, bringing his cockhead to my mouth and greedily licking the drop of pre-cum from the tip. With my hands on his hips and his shaft trapped between my breasts, I took him into my mouth, just the head, and tasted him, tracing the shape of his knob with my tongue, sucking and compressing it, only for it to swell back twice as large between my lips as he pumped his cock-muscles.

I almost ruined our game by losing control. It would have been so easy to just give in to temptation and slide that monster down my throat. Reluctantly, I straightened my knees and took hold of him in my hand again, freeing him from the warm channel between my breasts. To my delight (and his), the bra did its job and snapped them back into position with a delicious wobble.

“Spin!” I called with a waver in my voice, and without bothering to resume our previous positions (I know that I couldn’t remember them) we began the final phase of Strip Twister. All previous rules were now utterly abandoned. This game had one goal only: to get as much erotic contact as possible. With each new move, he tried to bring his cock to my mouth, and I tried to bring my breasts or pussy to his. One or both of us would ignore directions from the spinner—we freely repositioned our hands, and we placed knees and bottoms on the mat when we got tired. I don’t know whether anyone really called Twister “Sex in a Box” in the 1980s, but I’m pretty sure this was not what Milton Bradley had in mind when they created the game.

Over the course of the next ten minutes, we discovered that the most satisfying positions had me crab-like, on hands and feet with my body arched backwards, offering easy access to my pussy, breasts and mouth. In this position, he managed to wedge his cock in my cleavage, first from below where I could crane forward and lick the bulging head, and then from above where I could take his balls in my mouth, and suck and juggle them.

From there, we conspired to interpret the next direction of the spinner as one that brought his face to my pussy. Still wearing the crotchless panties, my slit was gaping wide, filling the entire width of the embroidered window in the white lace. He kissed me there, lapping at my free-flowing juices. He probed my entrance gently at first, but his tongue became more insistent, pressing deeper and opening me up.

He arched over me on his long arms and legs, his cock frustratingly out of reach of my mouth. From my inside-out backwards-arched position, I stretched my neck up to try to reach, but it was no use. I could feel the heat building in my vagina, his tongue taking me to the next level of arousal. I still had plenty left in the tank before I had to come, but that swirling and probing made my pussy throb with pleasure, and I realised that soon I would need to stop the game just to satisfy my desires.

“Sir,” I breathed. “I can’t reach.”

Without taking his tongue from its important business between my legs, he lowered to his knees, bringing his long dick within sucking distance. I tipped my head back to catch the tip in my mouth and ended up chasing it all over the place as it swung left and right. After several unsuccessful attempts that left a spider web of precum over my face, he balanced on three limbs, and still tonguing me lovingly, he brought a free hand back to hold his cock still while I wrapped my lips around it.

He’d given me just a few inches, and I desperately tried for more, imagining that if I sucked hard enough, I could slurp him all the way in. Releasing a muffled cry of frustration, I arched further, swaying back on my hands and toes to get a little more in my mouth.

Still working on my pussy, now in a side-to-side action across my open lips, he finally got the message and pushed forward, bringing his cockhead to the back of my throat. I moaned positive encouragement so he would know I was ready. He pressed a little harder and I swallowed, opening my throat for him to slide tightly inside. He pushed slowly forward, entering me inch by inch while I sucked and lubricated the hot flesh passing between my lips to make it ready to swallow. I released a deep but muffled moan when finally he entered my throat and his groin pressed into my lips. But then without warning, he started sliding back out.

When he pulled free of the confines of my throat, I was able to take a breath and I cried out for more. I thought he was just being extra careful, not wanting to suffocate me, but for fuck’s sake, he was only down there a couple of seconds. To my great and vocal relief, he stroked back in, burying himself balls-deep in my mouth before pulling all the way out again. I was about to moan a complaint when he pushed back down, and I had to quickly swallow to allow him passage. He then braced my body from the other end with his lips in my pussy and pushed his groin hard against my face, pumping his cock so that it swelled and bulged erotically inside the tight confines of my throat.

When he pulled out again, I finally worked out what was going on—I was getting throat-fucked. Oh my God! Had he wanted to do this all this time and never asked? Had he just let me call the shots as I sucked him off, all the while he was wanting to pull out and then jam it back inside?

He set up a rhythm of three or four short strokes, pulling out just enough for my throat to close, and then he’d go and open me back up again, pushing hard at the end, pumping and swelling inside me as I swallowed him, massaging the length of his tool with my throat and tongue.

The feeling of all that man-flesh passing through my yawning jaws was electrifying. I could tell by the nervous spasms in his cock that he was just on the edge of control. This was surely a fantasy he’d never seriously contemplated, suddenly coming true.

He set to work sucking my clit, and I could feel the beginnings of an orgasm build. Part of me wanted to complete this act, to have him come down my throat while I exploded with my own climax. Another part of me (the part that hadn’t had any cock for two weeks) just wanted him to flip me over and drill me.

Not without some regret, I stopped him the next time he let me up for air by gently touching my teeth to his erection (a sure-fire attention-getter), and a muffled negative, “Nuh-uh.”

Never one to outstay a welcome, he straightened his arms and legs, abandoning my pussy and my mouth in the same wistful instant.

“I need to slow down,” I said by way of apology. “I’m not ready to finish with you just yet, Sir.”

He looked at me through the gap between our bodies. “A few more spins, then?”

“Just a couple.”

──────
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Red, Pink, Whatever

“Spin!”

“Left foot…red,” said the phone.

Completely ignoring this direction, I gladly gave up my inside-out, crab-walking position and flopped down on my back. Towering over me on all fours, Mr Gallows’ cock was above and behind my head, and pointing straight down. Target acquired. Rolling backwards onto my shoulders, I raised my bottom in the air and propped with my elbows, stockinged legs spread wide and straight around his body. With a little positioning, the tip of his erection touched my open pussy lips.

“Left foot red?”

“Red, pink, whatever,” I said. “Don’t feel constrained by rules. Just put something somewhere.” I didn’t get a response. “Please, Sir.”

And with that invitation, he rocked forward, changing the angle of his cock to point straight down, seating his knob in my entrance. Then in one long, slow thrust he pushed all the way into me—or at least as much as would fit before he bottomed out. This was rare for us. Usually he has to work it into me an inch at a time, allowing me to stretch to accommodate his girth. I don’t know what was different this time—certainly I was dripping wet from all the foreplay. Maybe it was just the angle.

Whatever it was, it felt heavenly. My pussy pointed straight up and his thick cock pistoned straight down. His first stroke bottomed out a little over half way, but with each powerful thrust, he stretched me wider and drove a little deeper, and each time I stretched, instead of pain, I experienced a little mini-orgasm explosion of pleasure. I’ve had him missionary, doggy, scissors, and I’ve ridden him both cowgirl and reverse. There was even one magical time, our first time, when he picked me up and lowered me helplessly onto his rod until he’d impaled me. But never had it felt like this. It was as if all my innards had relocated up to make room for cock. Much more cock! He was seven inches in—which is as much as I’d ever taken and walked upright the next day—but still I felt no pain.

Propped up on my shoulders with my neck and head on the floor, I was folded like a pocketknife, and with my pussy right above my face, I could see everything he did to me in extreme close-up. I watched entranced as his bulging meat drove powerfully through the soft white lace of my crotchless panties. With every downward stroke, I saw him go a tiny bit deeper and fire off another wonderful eruption of pleasure in the depths of my womanhood. My wetness glistened on his cock, and with every withdrawal I could see that shining high-water mark move ever closer to his balls.

Unable to hold his arched position on all fours, he pushed himself upright, taking me with him. I gripped his waist with my feet and he held my ankles as he pulled me higher, flipping me over like a wheelbarrow. Holding me by the legs, he peeled them apart and began fucking me with rough, deliberate strokes, pounding his cock downwards like a stamping press.

I reached up and cupped his balls in my palm. They felt ominously heavy. I shivered with the anticipation of a fortnight’s worth of hot cum pumping into me like a fire hose.

The thrill and excitement of being filled so completely built inside me. The little earthquakes of ecstasy each time he bottomed out were no longer waning after each thrust, and as they merged into one, they rose in intensity until I felt the beginnings of an orgasm I could no longer hold at bay. My leg muscles wanted to close with the mounting climax, but I held them apart with a force of will so he could keep driving into me as I began to come.

He wrapped his large, powerful hands around my waist and lifted me off the floor, squealing with the onset of my crescendo while he dangled my body upside down and thrust deep into my cunt.

Ecstasy blossomed and I cried for him to keep going deeper. Finally, I could hold back my release no longer and I locked my stockinged legs around his hips. My pussy closed tightly around his cock, making it impossible for him to continue thrusting. Writhing against him, I was impaled like a speared fish. I came and I came, crying out for him to finish inside me, to pump his seed deep into my core.

With one last cry of ecstasy, he thrust his cock into me, holding the stroke at the end while he strained and bulged inside my constricting sheath. He bodily dragged out a few inches of rampant cock only to ram it back inside, driving hard into the depths of my passage.

Finally he came. I had my fingers behind his balls, and they tingled like an electric shock as an eruption of cum blasted past. His knob bulged impossibly in my pussy and sprayed gouts of seed over the gateway to my womb. In a moment, he’d filled me to bursting with thick, creamy cum, and it burst forth from my cunt in jets as he continued to thrust and swell inside me. Erupting from my straining hole, cum poured down my stomach and over my breasts, some of it dripping onto my face in thick runs as I dangled in his grasp.

Getting my hands back down to the floor, I looked back up and goggled at the incredible sight, my pink pussy lips stretched and coated with cream, still contracting and releasing uncontrollably around the thick root of his cock, with now less than an inch remaining unconsumed. Where could it all be? It felt like it was somewhere up in my rib cage, but of course, that was impossible. Completely spent now, but not wanting to lose the erotic sight of his thickness buried almost balls-deep in my womanhood, I brought up a hand to confirm what my eyes already knew, but my brain could not accept. I closed my fingers around his cock—well, just one finger and a thumb, there was no room for more—and rocked it back and forth, still hard, and felt the tip move inside me, improbably deep in my core.

Reluctantly, I relaxed my locked ankles from his waist, and he lowered me slowly downward, watching as inch after beautiful inch of glistening manhood slid from my yawning hole, my lips distending outward as they released their grip on his hot, slick flesh. As his knob slipped free, I felt a yearning emptiness, wishing it back inside me so that I could make one last attempt to take it all.

He lowered me gently to the floor and then came down and lay beside me, cradling me in his arms. Before he softened completely, I flipped on top and quickly slid him back inside. I knew we couldn’t fuck—I just wanted to prolong that wonderful feeling of fullness. His shrinking cock was still firm and didn’t feel as nice as it does when it’s hard, but there was one redeeming feature—it fit all the way in. I slid down in one wet movement, wriggling with divine contentment as our groins met, relishing the feeling of his hard body against mine. I laid my head on his collarbone and shut my eyes, bathing in the sweet afterglow.

“So,” he began softly, breaking the silence. “Strip Twister, huh?”

I smiled. “Yep.” I was holding still so his softening member didn’t slip out.

“It went pretty much as planned, then?”

“Uh-huh. Pretty much,” I agreed. “The broad strokes, anyway. I mean, you can’t plan for everything, right?”

──────

It was almost one a.m. when I finally got back upstairs to the dorm. Rupali was still in her own bed, facing outwards, so I slipped beneath the covers and snuggled back into her warmth, little spoon to her big spoon.

I felt her lips on my ear.

“Was it good?” she whispered sleepily.

“Amazing.”

“Better than a strap-on?”

How do you compare rubber and flesh? “Different,” I said finally. “But I like both.”

“Hmm.” She was quiet for a while, then, “Maybe I should try a guy. See what the fuss is about.”

“Are you serious?” I was all shagged out (literally!) but the idea of my sweet Rupali doing it with a guy…

“Maybe. You’d need to find me the right guy, though.”

I smiled. Challenge accepted.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2014)


2. Changing Room Climax

(Book 5 of Dorm Room Dares)

Toys under our clothes?

Sounds like fun.
What could go wrong?


1

───Ξ───

Meet Earnest

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

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

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

Bitches!

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

Working late. Are you awake?

In the teachers’ lounge if you’re free.

I’ll owe you.

@HeadM

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

──────
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Earnest 2.0

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

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

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

“Ahh, translation?”

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

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

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

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

“Very astute.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Will I like it?”

“Yes,” he said unequivocally.

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

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

“Well, I need to be hard first…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure you want to know?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I still felt confused.

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

I nodded.

“Same idea, except this one works.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Try to relax your muscles,” he whispered.

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

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

“Ready?” I asked.

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

“I don’t feel anything.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He jumped like a dog bit him on the ass.

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

He breathed a sigh of relief.

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

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

“You’ve got more ideas?”

“A couple. Why?”

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

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

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

“God, I hope so.”

──────
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Psychic Vibrators

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

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

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

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

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

“Why two?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

I nodded.

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

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

“Operating range is about three metres.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

──────
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Testing, Testing…

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

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

Made sense.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

──────
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Trapped in a Trick Bikini

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you think?”

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

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

Same. What the fuck?

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

I was trapped in a trick bikini!

──────
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Finish Me

“Little help untying these?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Scoot. As in Scooter.”

“You don’t look like a Scooter.”

“Which is why—”

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

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

“Well, I—”

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

“Rupali!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Scoot smiled but said nothing.

“Stay close,” I reminded her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Small, yeah,” he mused. “Mostly…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Cold?”

“No, you just tickled me,” I lied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s it like?” I asked. “Show me.”

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

“No! Rupali!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

──────
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Coming, Ready or Not!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2013)


3. Until You Try It

(Book 7 of Dorm Room Dares)

Angela wanted something big
for Rupali's first time.

But this big?
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The Hunt

“How about that one, just coming up from under the wave?”

“Too hairy.”

“Not him. The one on the right in the pink boardies?”

“Meh. Too effeminate. If I’m going to do it with a guy, he’s got to be a real man.”

“Just not a real hairy man.”

“Exactly.” She laid back again on her beach towel. “I don’t see why you couldn’t share Scoot. He seemed nice.”

Scoot had driven us to the beach—a favour for which he’d already been amply rewarded courtesy of me. “He was nice. That’s the problem.”

“Well, I’m just saying.”

Maybe I had sent Scoot away too early. I wasn’t convinced Rupali’s heart was in this anymore. Honestly, if you can’t pick out a hot guy to fuck on Coogee Beach then you’re not trying.

She had sure seemed interested the other night. It was the third time she’d brought it up in a week.

“Does it feel any different,” she’d asked.

“Different to what?”

“A real cock.”

I’d just finished her off with Rawhide, the senior dorm’s perky and ever-lovin’ strap-on. It was glistening with her juices and still swaying gently to its own beat from when she’d hopped off me.

“It wouldn’t be as good, right?” She sounded a lot like she was trying to convince herself. “I’m just curious.”

“Curious?” When she got the merest sniff that I was curious about sex with another girl, she’d been onto me like a freakin’ mongoose. Now it was my turn. “It feels…I don’t know. Different.” The fucking was much the same, but how do you describe the feeling of a real dick unloading inside you? It was the only thing I truly missed in girl-on-girl sex—everything else was amazing. Still, it wouldn’t pay to sound too keen. “I could, uh, help you find out…you know, if you want.” Yep, I was smooth, alright.

Hence this trip to the beach. Logical, right? Honestly, if I’d suspected she was going to be such a pain about it, though, I wouldn’t have worked so hard to get her into that tiny red bikini.

I gave her my patented serious look. “You still want to do this, right? Because I don’t mind keeping you all to myself.” I totally did mind. The mental image of my lean, lovely Rupali getting ploughed by a guy had me practically frothing. She’s so gorgeously feminine, I was literally wet with the idea of getting some righteous cock into her.

“No, I do want to do it.” She lifted her sunglasses and returned my serious look with one even more sobering. “I just… What if he’s not very good? You hear all these horror stories from girls about their first time, like it was too fast, or too painful, or it went off in their hand.”

It was tough-love time. “Of course he’s going to be shit. Then you suck him back to life and you go again. They get better, you know.” Yeah, and sometimes you need to lower your expectations a little.

“You suck guys off after they’ve been inside you?”

She knew I wasn’t a virgin; I just hadn’t been completely upfront about my inexperience. “Well, yeah. I mean you kiss me after we’ve—”

She waved me off, conceding the point without further argument. “So guys are always shit the first time? Seriously? There’s no, like, boot-camp or something?”

I’d never gone all the way with a virgin, though I longed to. The idea of being a teacher… “I could break him in for you,” I said. If you ever pick one, that is.

“Hmmm.”

She seemed to be considering that idea, which was a surprise. A nice one, too; I got a tingle from the thought of sharing a man with her. Sharing my Rupali, though? Sharing her with a big man, an experienced man, who could fuck her hard? Ream her in a way I could only dream about? That gave me a visceral thrill that left me trembling. Shake it off, Ange. You’ve only gotten her into a bikini and onto the beach, now’s not the time to rest on your laurels.

“What are you thinking?”

Oops, sprung. The truth will set you free. “I’m thinking about you doing it with a guy.” Okay, that wasn’t so difficult. “Why? What about you?”

“I’m thinking about you doing it with a guy.” She flashed me a spunky look. “And I get to pick him out.”

“This isn’t about me, you know. Pick one you think is hot.”

Rupali tossed her hair. “Oh, he’ll be hot.”

Hmm, positive imagery. She was talking herself into it.

“Do you like doing it with men?” she asked. “Having them pin you down beneath their big, sweaty bodies?”

“It’s not like that.” Actually, it totally was like that, and I loved it. Good job, too—at my size, either you come to enjoy getting pinned down or you develop a closer relationship with your fingers. “You can’t talk,” I countered. “You pin me down too. And if you think men are the only ones who sweat, my love, then I’ve got some unwelcome news.”

“No, I mean…” She pursed her lips, unconsciously staring at a curvy redhead strolling past in a sarong. “Guys are so strong. Have you ever told one to stop and he hasn’t?”

“Why would you want him to stop?”

“I’m serious, Angela. What if I change my mind?”

“Then hopefully he values his nuts.”

“No way!” Her eyes bulged comically. “Have you ever done that?”

“Once. At a club. I’d been grab-assed one time too many, and this guy put his hand right up my skirt. We weren’t even together.”

“Ouch. How did he react?”

“You’ve seen The Wizard of Oz?”

Rupali nodded.

“When the Wicked Witch gets wet?”

She covered her mouth, trying not to giggle, failing miserably.

“I’m melting! I’m melting!” I cawed, writhing on my beach towel and holding my damaged pretend-nuts.

“You okay?” A man’s voice.

“What? Sorry?” I straightened and sat up like I’d been caught mucking about in class. The voice came from a manly-looking silhouette, the sun perched atop his right shoulder. I shaded my eyes trying to see who it was.

“Are you alright?” He took a step to the side and the over-exposed silhouette reformed into the very watchable technicolour shape of a Coogee Beach lifeguard in red boardies and a yellow rash vest. “You looked hurt… or something.”

“Oh, hi. I… um—”

Rupali shoved me with her foot. I glared back at her. What? Can’t you see I’m flirting? Or trying to…

She fixed me with a desperate deer-in-the-headlights stare. “That one,” she mouthed.

That one? A lifeguard? Oh, Jesus Christ, Rupali. Lifeguards are like Teflon. They get hit on all day. They’ll hand out fake phone numbers and collect real ones. And they never call you. Fucking, ever! I looked despairingly back up at the lifeguard, like a gorgeous pair of Jimmy Choos I’d never get to wear out of the store.

“So, um, tell me,” I began, my flirt-flair abandoning me now I knew the stakes. “Do you, uh…”

—wanna fuck my girlfriend—

I spied the big diving watch on his wrist. “Do you know the time?” Oh, smooth, Angela. You’re the fuckin’ Cock Whisperer.

“It’s prob’ly…” He cast about, checking the sun and the length of his shadow. “Three? Three-thirty?”

Just my luck. Crocodile-fuckin-Dundee. “I like your watch.” I said. “Omega?”

He laughed. “You know many lifeguards with a five-grand watch?”

Argh! Teflon! “It’s nice, though. Isn’t it Roops? It’s a bit like the one you were looking at in Billabong. Can we see?” I beckoned him closer. Come into my parlour, said the spider to the fly.

He stepped between our beach towels and crouched down to our level. That rashie vest filled out very nicely, I noticed. And Rupali was checking out the shape of his boardies as they tightened around his legs and groin.

He offered me his wrist. “You don’t seem the type for a dive watch.” His eyes did a little dance over my white lace bikini.

“Not me. God, I’d sink like an anchor with this thing on my wrist.” I touched Rupali on the knee. “This is Rupali. We’re trying to give her a summer makeover. How do you think it’s working?”

“Hi Rupali. Zach.” He gave her a bigger smile than I got, which was wonderful, but I was instantly jealous. “Your friend talks a lot.”

“There are ways to shut her up,” Rupali said, shaking his hand. “But sometimes it’s more fun to just let her go and see what she says.”

Minx! Who says you can’t flirt with guys?

“Zach, this is my friend, Angela.”

“Hi.” I hustled over next to Rupali on her towel and gestured for Zach to sit opposite on mine. “So, help us out. How do we turn Rupali into a sexy beach chick? I picked out this bikini for her. She thinks it’s too sheer, but it’s fine, right?” I brushed my fingers over the peak of one breast. She was hard underneath, just as I’d hoped. “Can you see her nipples?”

Zach gave her an appraising look, lingering an appropriate duration in all the right places. “Beach chick, huh? I don’t reckon I’d change much.” He made a rectangle with his fingers and framed us up. “Maybe plant a longboard in the sand behind you. Do either of you surf?”

“Nuh-uh.”

“Never.”

“Do you? Surf?” I asked. Duh! Lifeguard. “Maybe you could teach us.”

“You just want to see my surfboard,” he said, giving me a sexy wink.

Okay, so he’s interested. Time to crank it up. “Maybe I want to see how well you can handle it,” I said. “Is it a big one?”

Zach was unfazed. He just smiled. “Big enough for two.”

Rupali almost choked. One nipple was standing proud where I’d touched her. I wanted to look down and check my own—they were so hard they hurt—but I couldn’t think how to do it without being obvious.

“We do actually run group lessons,” Zach said, dialling back the category-five flirting, “but we’ve chucked it in for the day.” He looked down to where the small swells rolled all the way into the shallows. “Surf’s out.”

“That’s a shame,” Rupali said. She did an almost admirable job of hiding her indifference toward surfing. Honestly, she has no appreciation of the hoops some girls will jump through for a hot guy.

“What about out there?” I asked, pointing down to the far end of the beach at some white water off-shore.

“That’s Wedding Cake Island,” he said, turning to follow my gaze. “It’s just rocks and foam though, not much of an island.

I loved islands. Notwithstanding the starvation, the loneliness, the pulling out your own teeth, and the insane conversations with a volleyball, I thought Castaway looked like a hoot. “Can you go out there?”

Zach checked his watch. “It’s a bit of a washing machine right now, but it’ll be really romantic at low tide. If you like that kind of thing.”

If you like that kind of thing? “Why?” I asked. “Do the seals come in and do the nasty on the rocks? ‘Cos newsflash, girls don’t really find that stuff romantic.”

He laughed dutifully at my crassness. “No, low tide’s right on sunset tonight. Wedding Cake really puts on a show.”

He left that non-sequitur hanging for a few moments, and then Rupali made a little “Oh yeah” noise of belated realisation.

“I’m gonna need the children’s edition,” I admitted. “Doesn’t the sun set in the west?” I pointed away from the water, toward the car park.

“Low tide at sunset means full moon, right? Sun sets in the west, moon rises in the—”

“East!” I cried, suddenly working it out. “So the sun goes down over the city, and the full moon rises over the water.”

“And you can watch it from the rocks of Wedding Cake Island, because it’s low tide.” He seemed pleased to have passed on some surfer lore.

“How do you know all this?”

“‘Surfer’ is just another word for amateur meteorologist.”

I gave Rupali a sideways look. “So how did you work it out, weather girl?”

“I didn’t,” she said, smirking at me. “I just heard ‘romantic’ and ‘sunset’ and joined the dots. But having you think I was smart made it all worthwhile.” She turned her attention back to Zach. “Can you take us out there?” she asked. “Alone?” She said that last word so suggestively, I thought I saw Zach’s shorts move.

Us? Hell, Rupali, he’s all yours. Reel him in.

“Sure. Could be fun,” he replied laconically. Oh, he was good. He rocked forward onto his feet and stood up. “I’ll need to hook up transport, though. Leave it with me.”

We watched him walk back up the beach to the surf club, his calves flexing hypnotically as he strode through the soft sand.

“Take us out there?”

“I like to share,” she quipped. “And besides, you seem pretty keen. Our first threesome—it might be fun.”

Lord have mercy! Rupali and a hot lifeguard on a secluded, private island, with the full moon rising over the ocean? Might be a little more than fun.
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Hotter on a Board

Zach came back an hour later with a waterproof dilly-bag over his shoulder and a surfboard under each arm. One of the boards looked normal, but the other was more like a ten-foot banana. It was huge, yellow, three times thicker than the normal board, and looked like it could float a small family to New Zealand.

“Gnarly board, dude,” I teased. “Gonna do some carvin’?”

“You’re hilarious, Angela,” he said. “You don’t get your own board. I don’t want to paddle after it when the current carries your tiny body off to Tasmania.”

“You mean ‘paddle after me’, right?” I asked, slightly hurt.

“Sure, I don’t want to have to paddle after you,” Zach replied. And then, keeping the joke alive, “To get my board back.”

Boys only tease if they like you, right?

“I borrowed this from the Surf Club.” He proffered the yellow monstrosity. “It’s a rescue board. You’re riding tandem with me.”

“Ooh, a chauffeur,” I chirped. “What’s in the bag? Champagne?”

“Wax,” he said, straight faced.

Obviously not all was forgiven after that ‘gnarly board’ jibe. I guessed I would find out in good time. “When do we go?”

“Now, if you’re ready.” He scanned the beach, presumably checking the tide. “It might take half an hour to get out there. Can you paddle a board?” he asked Rupali.

She took the surfboard from him, handling it like it might bite. “Is this one special?”

“Not so much. I use it on rocks and reefs.”

“Oh.” She visibly deflated, realising she’d been offered the surfboard equivalent of a Volkswagen Beetle.

Zach crouched down to attach the surfboard’s strap to her ankle. Tease that she is, Rupali stepped forward with the other foot, legs apart and her bikini-clad pussy just a few inches from his nose. He looked up with an appreciative grin for a moment, almost touching the soft pad of her sex with his nose, and then returned his attention to the tether.

Oh, he was one cool customer, all right.

When he finished, he reached between her legs and goosed her on the bottom, making her squawk and jump backwards, a little more contrite. This teasing and flirting was getting out of hand; something was going to give, and soon.

He picked up the board, popped it under Rupali’s arm, and then stood back to take in the view. Long supple limbs, hair slung over one shoulder, slinky little red bikini clinging to her curves, and a surfboard under her arm. “Now that looks hot,” he said.

She laughed. “What did I look like before?”

“Well... hot,” he stammered, suddenly on uncertain ground. “But all girls look hotter with a board. They did a study. Ask anyone.”

I tried to pick up the rescue board, failing miserably. I wrestled one end of it up to waist height, with knees wobbling and back bent at an awkward angle.

Zach watched me with a smile. “And there’s the exception that proves the rule. Let me carry it, Angela. You look hotter without the board.”

I already knew he fancied me, but I still felt a little tingle to be reminded.

We walked all the way to the south end of the beach so that we wouldn’t have as far to paddle. Zach watched Rupali push off on her board. “Get a bit further back, otherwise you’ll eat sand in the first swell.” She wriggled back. “Better,” he called out. “Get past the break and then aim between the island and the shore. Don’t get out in front on the rocks or you’ll be tomorrow’s crab-shit.”

“This isn’t dangerous, is it?” I asked.

“Not if you do as I say.”

Mmm, commanding. Let’s see how he calls the shots once the clothes come off, though.

He put the rescue board in the water and positioned the bag in the middle.

“You sit forward and hold on,” he said. “I’ll paddle and steer from the back.”

It looked pretty stable, so I climbed aboard on my knees and sat back on my heels. Zach also knelt. He positioned himself just behind the bag and pushed us off, leaning down and digging through the water with both hands. The big yellow board cut through the first wave and bucked in the air, nearly throwing me off.

“Don’t forget to hold on,” he said. “It’s a lot less stable up that end.”

Thanks for the heads-up.

He got us through the break and then turned south, catching up to Rupali. I tried paddling too, balancing on my knees and digging both hands through the water at once, but I faded out with rubber arms after a dozen strokes. How does he do it?

I looked over my shoulder and caught him staring at the narrow strip of white nylon covering my pussy. With my bottom in the air and head down low to paddle, I’d been putting on a show without knowing it. “See anything you like?”

“Hey, it’s not my fault,” he said, grinning. “All girls look hotter on a board.”

“That’s true,” I joked. “You know they did a study?”

Zach just smiled and kept paddling.

Concentrating on not falling off, I flipped onto my side and propped on one elbow. It brought my boobs into profile, but hid the money-shot he’d been enjoying, straight up my ya-ya. “How about now? Still hot?”

“Smoking.”

I giggled, flattered by his attention. I hoped Rupali wasn’t jealous, but I couldn’t help myself. She’d get her chance on Wedding Cake Island.

The big board was surprisingly stable as it rose and fell over the swells, and facing backward, I could watch the muscles on Zach’s chest and shoulders bulge as he paddled. I was beginning to think there was something to this science.

We caught up to Rupali and paddled alongside her until we reached the island. It only took about ten minutes, so she obviously did better than Zach thought she would. It was nearly low tide, and the top of the island was high and dry, although we could hear waves rolling into the rocks on the other side.

Zach helped us both onto shore and carried the bag and boards up to the top. It was a picturesque spot—waves, spray, and an uninterrupted, panoramic view of the Pacific Ocean. He arranged the big yellow surfboard on a couple of rocks to form a makeshift bench, and then opened his bag, pulling out a six pack of beer, sushi rolls, sashimi, soy sauce, and three sets of disposable chopsticks.

“Ladies,” he said with a bow and a big flourish. “Your table awaits.”

“Oh, wow.” Rupali cooed. “I love being spoilt.”

We sat either side of him on the big surfboard, watching the waves, drinking beer, eating sushi, and making small talk while the sun went down behind us. Zach was only a journeyman lifeguard, he told us, working his way through the clubs up the coast. He’d been on a surf safari for the last eighteen months, stopping and working when he needed money, moving on when he got itchy feet. The lifeguard gig didn’t pay at all, but the lessons did, and that got him in with the beachwear rentals where he won more casual work. We got the message—no strings attached.

As the sky darkened, the glow on the eastern horizon brightened where the moon was soon to rise. Rupali and I held hands behind Zach’s back. He was right, this was romantic.

But what now? We really should have done some planning when he went off to fetch the surfboards.

It was time to improvise.

I finished my beer and lay down on the makeshift bench, putting my head in Zach’s lap, face out toward the ocean so I could watch the waves and the moonrise. My heart hammered. Zach stroked my hair. Mmm, nice. I felt a twitch of movement beneath my ear. Very nice.

Rupali reclined on the other side, mirroring me, except she faced inward with her nose almost touching mine. I edged back to make room, nuzzling my cheek into Zach’s hardening dick.

“Hello sweetie,” she said in a stage whisper that Zach could hear.

Oh good. She’s feeling playful. “Hi gorgeous,” I replied in the same whisper. “Funny meeting you here.”

She tilted her head back and kissed me on the tip of my nose. “What did you want to talk about?”

“Why do you think I wanted to talk?”

“You haven’t said anything for a few minutes,” she said, her eyes wide with mock seriousness. “That means you’re thinking, which usually means something fun is about to happen.”

“Am I that obvious?”

Rupali smiled and nodded.

“I’m worried about Zach.” I continued in the stage whisper, making sure he could hear me over the waves hitting the rocks below. “I thought he would have made a move on one of us by now.”

“Do you think he’s gay?”

This was typical behaviour for Rupali. My laugh is—if we’re being charitable—somewhat unladylike, and she thinks it’s fine sport to make me do it in public. I held it together this time. Lucky for her, because she might have gotten snotted in the face.

“He might be gay,” I conceded. “But his dick isn’t.”

She blinked at me. “Beg your pardon?”

I lifted my head off his lap and probed with my fingers, mapping out his erection. Oh my God, it was like a fucking police baton. “This.” I flashed Rupali a look. Babe, you need to check this shit out before you sign up. “This is totally not gay.”

I guided her hand onto him. Maybe she thought she had hold of a leg or something, because for a second, she didn’t react, and then—there we go—her eyes popped and her lips parted, not quite able to speak. She licked them and blinked at me a few times. Close to my ear, and low so Zach couldn’t hear, she said, “That’s not normal, right?”

I shook my head. “It’s thick,” I whispered. “Thicker than Rawhide.” It was much thicker than Rawhide. If there was ever any doubt that this was going to be Rupali’s treat, that was the decider. I was tapping out. Zach would split me open like a cantaloupe with that thing.

Rupali had no such reservations. “Who gets to go first?”

A voice from above. “Is this a private conversation?”

Both of us together. “Yes!”

I didn’t want to fuck Zach, but no way was I giving up the right cheaply. “We could play for it?”

“Play what?”

I smiled. “Russian Roulette.”

“But we don’t have a gun.” Rupali’s dark eyes sparkled. She didn’t know where I was going with this, but she was playing along.

“Guns aren’t the only things that shoot,” I said, patting Zach’s bazooka.

“I still don’t get it,” she said. “How do you play?”

“We take turns sucking it,” I said. “Thirty seconds each. You win if he comes in your mouth.”

Rupali’s eyes lit up. She was warming to this sex-with-guys thing. “You’ve done this before?”

“Never ever,” I promised. Maybe once.

Zach’s dick swelled again beneath my cheek. “Uh, ladies, do I get a say in any of this?”

Both of us together. “No!”

Rupali leaned in very close, her lips to my ear. “What if I do it wrong?”

“I’ll show you how. Trust me.”

“Challenge accepted.” Then a look of mock concern crossed her face. “What if he doesn’t want to play?”

“We’ll take him by surprise,” I stage whispered. “I’ll distract him, and you get his shorts off.”
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Russian Roulette

We sat up together, going about our own business like secret agents after a parcel-drop. I took hold of Zach’s shoulders and lowered him onto my side of the surfboard. At the same time, Rupali lifted his legs so he was lying supine. I knelt behind his head and leaned over so that we were upside-down, face-to-face.

He smiled up at me. “This is going to go a lot better for me if I just play along, isn’t it?”

I kissed him sweetly on the lips. “Mmm, looks and brains. If you play nice, you can pick the next game.” I put my lips next to his ear. “The next game is Rupali. You’re her first. Do not screw this up on me.” I peeled off his rashie, and in my best maiden-in-distress voice, I said, “Zach, I need help with my top. Could you please unhook it for me?”

I crawled forward to bring my breasts over his nose, and craned down to kiss his hard stomach, taking care not to smother him with my boobs. “Clasp’s in the back,” I said, running my tongue around the contours of his abdominals. I looked up at Rupali and winked. “I think he’s distracted.”

Rupali hooked her fingers into Zach’s waistband and pulled his boardies down over his hips, dragging his cock with them and treating us to an inch-by-inch reveal of his magnificent erection.  When the waistband slid over his knob, his cock flicked back hard, slapping into his stomach with a force that startled us both.

Good luck with getting that in your hoo-ha, Roops.

I’d had some idea of what to expect from feeling him through his shorts, but I still couldn’t take my eyes off it. It was about seven inches and a hefty handful around the middle, and thicker still at the base. The shaft had a slight curve that would make it hard to swallow except in a sixty-nine position. Poor Rupali. It wasn’t going to be the perfect training-cock for her virgin mouth, but given the way she was drooling over its girth, Zach would more than make up for any deficiencies with the second act.

The second act. The one in which the hot lifeguard fucks my Rupali to a squealing orgasm. A delicious shiver ran down my spine, finishing with a flush of warmth in my pussy. He was going to ream my girlfriend with that monster, and I’d get to watch her come.

We’d both been too absorbed in his pulsing cock, and I hadn’t noticed that he’d freed my breasts until he sucked a nipple into his mouth, flicking his tongue over the sensitive surface and making me yelp. Our lifeguard would need a breaststroke lesson later, but given he was about to have a couple of girls lapping at his cock, I forgave him his enthusiasm.

Rupali gave me an apprehensive look. “You go first.”

I crawled forward to where I could take him in my mouth, straddling his face with my bikini-clad pussy right over his nose. I looked back through the tunnel of my swaying breasts. “That’s for your viewing pleasure only,” I warned him. “No touching. Got it?”

“You’re the boss.”

You’d better believe it, buddy.

“We need a timer,” Rupali said.

We didn’t really. This was a game I was going to help her win, so the thirty second limits were strictly theatre. Zach handed me his dive watch before I could demur, so I gave it to Rupali. “Thirty seconds,” I told her. “Count me down when it gets to ten.”

I held his shaft gently with my fingertips, not wanting to give him too much contact too soon. I held it up to my lips, foreskin pulled back. There was a drop of pre-cum on the tip, which I licked off without thinking. Yum! Zach’s shaft jerked and Rupali glared at me for starting early. I gave her an innocent pout. I can’t help it, babe. I like the taste.

She waited for the second hand to tick around and finally, she said go. I took the tip between my lips and kissed, moistening it without sucking, getting him used to the idea of having his cock somewhere warm and soft.

It was divine. I had Zach’s hot breath on my pussy and his big dick in my mouth. I wanted to squeeze his shaft and feel him swell. I needed to leave him for Rupali, though, and it took all my willpower not to just suck his heaving balls dry.

Most of my knowledge of dick-wrangling was book learning, but between practice with dildos and some work with a patient teacher, I felt confident and in control. Taking in a few inches, I touched him just with my lips, not my tongue, lubricating him so I could slide it in and out. It was a slow, sensual mouth-fucking, as much for Rupali’s benefit as Zach’s, showing her how sweet and gentle cock sucking can be while desensitising his shaft.

When Rupali gave me the ten-second warning, I swirled my tongue around the tip and gave it a gentle suck, squeezing him into the roof of my mouth. His balls swelled and he throbbed erotically in the tight pocket I’d made with my tongue. This was going to be so sweet; I couldn’t wait to see the look on Rupali’s face when it went off in her mouth. I sucked hard and distended my lips, slowly pulling him free just as she called time.

He strained in my hand. Rock hard and glistening with saliva—I’d never seen anything so erotically beautiful, not even Rupali when she was wet and open, writhing on the bed and begging for me to take her. I couldn’t resist kissing him again, stealing the salty bead of pre-cum on the tip. I wished I could strap it on myself, flip her over, and fuck her silly. Almost reluctantly, I handed him over. “Watch those nails,” I whispered, taking the timer from her. “Nothing hard or sharp on the shaft. Especially teeth.”

Rupali took her first ever handful of cock, holding him tentatively between her fingertips like it was about to go off in her hand. She looked at me, beseeching. Her expression almost screamed, Now what?

I leaned closer and put my lips next to her ear. “Just take some in your mouth. That’s all you have to do.”

Her nostrils flared. She was panting. Yes, she was doing it for me, but not just for me. This wasn’t fear; it was raw, unbridled excitement. My baby was about to take her first mouthful of cock, and she loved it. She opened wide and took him in, making worried, whimpering sounds at the foreign feel of this massive bar of cockmeat between her yawning jaws.

“Hold it there,” I whispered. “Take your time. Just work it with your tongue—get a feel for the size.” I gave her a few seconds to experiment. “Do you like that?”

She blinked her eyes up at me. “Mm-hmm.”

Zach groaned, his breath hot on my cunt. “Oh, fucking yes.”

“He likes the humming, babe. You’re doing great.”

“Rmm-hmm?” Really?

Zach gasped. “Yeah.”

“Really.” I stroked her long hair back behind her ear. “Try sucking it. As hard as you like, just don’t touch him with your teeth.”

I heard Zach gasp behind me; seems she’d taken me seriously and tried to suck him inside out. Atta girl.

“Use your tongue. Tickle him around the edges with the tip. That’s perfect. You can stroke it in and out if you want—use your mouth like a pussy.”

Rupali bobbed her head on his dick, pulling out to suck his cockhead, looking up at me for approval, and then slurping him greedily back inside.

“That’s it, sweetie, mix it up. Not everything at once, though. Suck. Swirl. In and out.” I watched her following my instructions, cheeks working and head bobbing on his hard shaft. Girl was a natural. “Hold his balls if you want,” I whispered. “Tickle them with your nails or give them a little squeeze.” She played with his balls, but then lost coordination and forgot to suck. I touched her cheek to remind her.

She was well past thirty seconds and closing in on a minute, so I gave her a ten-second warning and counted her down. She pulled him free and smiled up at me, her lips glistening and her hand wrapped around about a pound of prime beef. Holy cow, fucking Insta-worthy or what? Where’s your camera when you need it?

I took Zach’s cock in hand; he looked even bigger, if that was possible—throbbing and slick with my baby’s spit. I sucked him half-way in, tickling his shaft up and down with the tip of my tongue and squeezing his balls in my palm. I felt him stroke my hair, and by touch, I bade him to take up a handful and had him slowly fuck my mouth, rocking his hips while he guided my bobbing head with his hands. When Rupali called ten seconds again, I sucked his cockhead to the back of my throat and tongued the base of his shaft so he could feel how deep I had him. With a couple of seconds to go, I swallowed, squeezing his smooth cockhead with my soft palate, and slowly drew him out, his dick throbbing ominously down the length of my tongue.

Rupali sucked him hungrily back in and repeated the techniques I’d shown her, bobbing, slurping and humming a happy tune like a girl scout trying for her cocksucking badge.

“Go a bit deeper if you can, but not if you’re going to gag—that’s not cool.”

She greedily sucked in another inch, looking up at me for reassurance. I stroked under the shelf of her chin, down where Zach’s big dick would soon unload its cargo. She sucked in a breath and took him deeper, so far down his shaft now with her wet lips stretched taut around the base. She gave a little urk sound and pulled back an inch but kept sucking and fucking with increasing vigour. I guided Zach’s hands again, this time into Rupali’s thick, glossy locks. He twined his fingers in tight, cupping her skull and guiding her commandingly up and down his shaft, voicing his appreciation as she hummed, slurped and licked out her tongue to trace the thick vessel running along the base.

I gave her more than a minute again and then called a ten second warning.

Zach groaned with disappointment.

Oh really? I will not be out-sucked by an actual lesbian.

Rupali released him with a satisfied smack of her lips, and I went to work in earnest. I cupped his balls and pressed my fingertips to the sensitive area behind them—hopefully I’d feel the contractions there when he was getting ready to come, because notwithstanding my competitive streak, I wasn’t denying my girl her first taste of jamba juice.

I slurped him straight to the back of my throat and then fucked him in and out, sucking hard and flicking his knob with my tongue on each outward stroke. I felt him heave and throb at this increased assault, and the muscles of his stomach bunched beneath my nipples.

He arched and nuzzled my pussy. That might have been an accident, but then he groaned with his lips pursed over my clit, playing me like a trumpet, just like Rupali had hummed on his dick. He cupped my breasts, moulding them, flicking his thumbs across the nipples. My willpower melted like a hell-bound snowflake and I sank onto his face, only wishing my bikini bottom gone so I could feel his hot tongue slip between my folds.

I felt something shift inside me, that switch, the one that once it’s flicked it can’t be undone. I was going to come and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I was edging with only seconds left before I blew. Was it enough to get him to the edge? I hoped so.

I took a deep breath and positioned his cockhead at the back of my throat. Have you had a girl swallow this monster before, Zach? I doubted it. I opened myself up and, just like I’d practiced with the big dildos back in the dorm, I engulfed him. He cried out, his deep voice booming through my wet centre as I squeezed him down my throat and pressed my lips into his groin, sucking and swallowing, massaging the point behind his balls.

Rupali counted me down from ten. Zach gasped, stroking my breasts, nibbling my clit through the soaking gusset of my bikini. My orgasm surged, gathering speed and preparing to take wing.

I felt his balls contract. Too soon! I pulled him out half way and pressed down hard on that spot to stop him if he came.

With two seconds to go, I pulled him out and held him for Rupali. She swam in my vision. It was too late, I was already there. With my last breath, I gasped, “Suck hard and get ready,” then I sailed off the edge of ecstasy, trembling, coming hard in my brand-new bikini briefs.

I cried out. I bit my lip. Concentrating for Rupali’s sake, I guided Zach into her mouth and massaged that sensitive spot again until I felt him gathering to come. Pressing down hard, I stopped his first pump and built up pressure for the second. “Hold on, baby,” I whispered as I released him. “Here it comes.”

His balls gave a monumental throb as he let go. Rupali screamed through closed lips as hot, thick cum flooded her mouth. Zach kept pumping into her and licking my pussy in long, hungry lunges through the nylon sheath.

Rupali squealed ecstatically, cum leaking out around the edges.

“Try to swallow it,” I said.

She swallowed, haltingly at first, but then she slurped him deeper and drank him down in greedy gulps, milking him with her lips and squeezing his balls for more.

Finally he was spent and she withdrew his swollen dick, giving it a few loving licks in case there was any she had missed (there wasn’t). Our eyes met and I could see she understood what I’d engineered for her. She mouthed a thank you and then shuffled forward to kiss me.

The taste of Zach’s salty-sweet residue gave me mixed feelings, excitement for her to have an amazing first blowjob, and some jealousy as well. Having a guy come so hard in your mouth is a thrill, and I’d missed out.

Rupali broke the kiss first, and like every millennial, she had to share her experience verbally before it became real. “Oh my God, how could I have not done that before?”

“I know.”

“It’s like drinking from a fire hose. It just wouldn’t stop. I forgot to swallow and—”

“I know”

“Oh, and the taste.” Her eyes rolled in recalled ecstasy. “Just…yum! Right?”

“I know”

“And I made it do that. Me!” she cried. “I made him come.”

I thought she was downplaying my part in it, but I didn’t disagree. “I know.” I was smiling with her now, enjoying her exhilaration as much as she enjoyed herself.

She gave me a mock serious look—“you helped too”—then broke into giggles.

I held up my thumb and forefinger close together. Just a little.

Zach snaked a finger beneath my bikini and stroked my pussy, slipping past my entrance. I reached behind and swatted his wrist. “You need a lesson in foreplay, young man!”

“Oooh!” Rupali chirped, putting up her hand. “Can I be your crash-test dummy?”
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Better than a Strap-on?

We climbed off Zach to let him up, and Rupali and I finished getting undressed. “Okay, foreplay dummy,” I said. “On the bench.”

Rupali lay on the yellow board, legs out straight and a big cheesy grin on her face. I climbed around the other side and motioned Zach closer, so that we knelt either side of her pussy. Zach seemed a little too focussed on her smooth mound, so I snapped my fingers in front of his face and pointed to my eyes. “This is for your benefit, you know,” I scolded. “You want her to come, don’t you?”

“Yes Ma’am.” His dancing eyes suggesting he was more than happy to join in any sexy game I wanted to serve up.

I took Rupali’s leg and lowered it to the ground beside the board, motioning for Zach to do the same on his side. Now her thighs were spread, and we could both see her hairless pussy lips. They were still closed, thank goodness, for that was part of my lesson.

I bent down so that my lips and nose almost touched her and breathed. “Smell,” I instructed Zach.

“I know what pussy smells like.”

“Humour me.”

He bent down just as I had, and inhaled deeply, less than an inch from her lips. “Smells like…nothing? Just beach-scent.”

“That’s what a clean, dry pussy smells like,” I said. “Give me your hand.” I took his hand and held the back of it to her sex. I raised my eyebrows questioningly to him.

“Cool,” he said. “It feels cool.”

“Right. Remember that. Now come up here.”

We moved up to her breasts. I looked up at her face and she still had that big grin—she loves when I play games. I took Zach’s hand again and held the back of it to Rupali’s nipple.

He was getting the idea now and didn’t wait for me to ask. “Soft.”

“See what you can do about that.”

That made him smile. He cupped a hand around the nearest breast and leaned down to take the nipple in his mouth.

“Without touching it.”

He looked up at me, no longer sure, it seemed, that he was still enjoying my game. He removed his hand and paused for a moment in obvious thought. He tried blowing on the nipple to no avail, and then looked at me beseechingly.

I moved up to her face and kissed her, gently at first, and then more forcefully, running my fingers through her hair. My breathing picked up, partly because of my own excitement and partly for show. I kissed her hard and pulled away panting a few times, my breasts heaving. Nuzzling her neck, I worked my way up to her ear and nibbled at the lobe. “You are so beautiful,” I whispered. “I want you.” I sucked her earlobe and then kissed back down to the hollow of her throat, where I tickled with the tip of my tongue, moving ever so slowly down her chest, stopping just above her breasts.

I opened my eyes. Thank God. Her nipples were rock hard and standing up like soldiers.

“Now,” I said, “do we kiss her nipples?”

“Yes,” Rupali pleaded.

“Yes?” Zach said, more of a question than an answer.

“No.”

“What?” Rupali protested.

“She’s warmed up now,” I explained, ignoring her. “But we want her to come, so we need her hot, not warm. Follow me.”

I kissed around the edges of the nearer breast, gently sucking with open lips and tickling with the tip of my tongue. I peeked across to make sure Zach was following on the other side and keeping away from the nipple. I ran my tongue along the sensitive underside, alternately kissing and licking, then gently, I squeezed and stroked her with my fingers. I licked closer to the erect nipple, tonguing around the edge but not touching the delicate areola.

Rupali was squirming, trying to move it to my mouth, but I kept my tongue just at the edge, licking and teasing.

I backed off to let her concentrate on what Zach was doing. She twisted the other way, moaning and trying to get him to suck it. I brought his hand up to cup her breast and whispered in his ear to kiss her mouth (and if he knew what was good for him, he’d forget where he just blew his load and make it a good one.)

Stroking the underside of her breast with his thumb, Zach moved up and kissed her tentatively on the lips, surprising a gasp from her because she had her eyes closed. She kissed back, opening her mouth and plucking at his lips with hers. He must have taken my advice to heart, because he matched her intensity, kissing harder and probing between her lips with his tongue.

Rupali reached out and took his head in her hands, stroking his hair, holding him to her as they kissed even more deeply.

I touched the side of his thumb, moving it toward her nipple, wordlessly suggesting that now was a good time to progress. He brushed lightly over the rigid peak, surprising another moan out of her, and then brought up a finger to circle the areola, tracing the hard, little goose-bumps there before gently pinching and squeezing the tip. I moved back to the breast on my side and matched his movements with my mouth, circling the areola with my tongue, sucking it into my mouth and gently biting at the tip.

Zach came back down and teased her nipple with his lips while he stroked the surrounding breast with his fingers. I swapped over to caressing with my hand. I kissed downwards over the bottom of her rib cage to her flat stomach, tracing the line of her abdominals with my tongue. In a few moments, Zach followed, and soon we were both kissing around her bare mound and down to the tops of her open thighs.

I placed a hand behind her knee and lifted the leg all the way up until it touched her breast. Zach copied on the other side. Rupali’s pussy raised enticingly in the air, but it wasn’t yet open for business. Together we kissed and licked the backs of her thighs, moving slowly but surely together as we approached her sex. I moved in first, my nose and lips nearly touching her labia, taking in her scent, fresh and rich and sweet with the promise of sex yet to be fulfilled.

“What do you smell now?” I asked Zach.

He moved so close he could have tongued her slit, but he kept to my script and behaved, breathing deeply over her ripe loins. “It’s…spicy. Sweet, delicious!” he said, surprised.

“That,” I announced, “is the smell of a clean, wet pussy that is ready to fuck.”

“So can I—?”

“No! I still have some things to show you.”

I took his hand again and held the back to her pussy. “What do you feel?”

“Warm. No, wait. Hot!” he said. “God, it’s hot. You could cook on that.”

I closed his hand except for one finger and touched it to the base of her slit. Rupali’s juices responded to his touch like a siphon and began running down his finger. Very slowly, I moved it upward, parting her labia over the entrance. When I reached the critical point, her lips opened of their own accord, parting like the petals of a flower to expose her clitoris, now bulging out from under its hood.

Zach gasped. I don’t think he’d ever seen a woman open up like that before, and I wished I could see how his cock was responding.

“Now she’s ready. But that’s no guarantee she’ll come,” I explained. “So, what’s next?”

“Tongue?”

“Yes, but not right away. I’ll show you—”

“No,” he said. “I want to. Show me some other way. On my mouth.”

I could live with that. I get plenty of oral with Rupali; pretending Zach’s mouth was a pussy would be much more interesting. I abandoned my post beside her and came around to where he was kneeling. I placed a knee either side of him and perched on his thighs, his cock, now getting hard again, was just inches from my sex. I felt a warmth flood my loins at the thought of that too-fat dick so close to my womanhood.

“Hey,” said Rupali. “Have you two forgotten about me? I won the Russian Roulette fair and square, you know.”

“Patience,” I said. “Everything I do to him, he’ll do to you.” And then, to Zach, “She has Attention Deficit Disorder—when she’s not getting all the attention, she gets disorderly.”

He looked at Rupali and offered her a shrug.

I sighed. “Come with me,” I said, wrapping a hand around his stiffening member. I got up and straddled Rupali’s ribcage, squeezing her breasts together between my thighs. Following my guiding hand on his cock, Zach stepped over the impromptu bed and straddled her head, facing me with his balls above Rupali’s upturned face.

“Now, Roops, can you find something to amuse yourself while I teach him how to eat you?”

“I’ll try,” she sighed. “Just be quick, okay?”

In lieu of an answer, I used the hand not holding Zach’s dick to tweak a nipple, making her yelp and wriggle between my open thighs. I leaned in to Zach, my breasts touching his hard chest, and tilted my head, bringing our mouths together without touching. His lips pursed, seeking me out, and I pulled back a little.

“Pussies don’t purse,” I said, giving his cock a squeeze. “Let me do the work.”

His lips softened and he tilted his head opposite to mine, our mouths now at right angles.

I kissed him, plucking softly at his lips, sucking just enough to draw them away from his teeth. He tasted salty from the soy sauce earlier, and the image of kissing a pussy when I shut my eyes was surprisingly powerful.

I felt some movement around his cock, which I still held around the base. I glanced down and saw Rupali’s tongue snaking around his balls. Kissing harder, I sucked his upper lip into my mouth and ran my tongue over the soft inside surface, repeating on the lower lip and then both at once, showing him how to titillate the inner labia before tonguing the vagina or clitoris.

I kept this up for another minute, stroking his cock until it was fully erect again, hard and throbbing in my hand.

Rupali had taken both balls into her mouth, sucking and juggling them with her tongue, occasionally licking out to the base of his cock and getting my fingers instead.

I probed into Zach’s mouth, gently at first, and then more insistently, pushing deeper and searching out his tongue, my pussy licking lesson now all but forgotten. I squeezed his cock hard in frustration when he didn’t respond.

He gasped and—realising the game had changed—he kissed me back, his tongue twisting against mine, crushing our lips together as he brought both hands up to my breasts, stroking the undersides before touching the nipples as I’d shown him earlier. What a good student!

We were getting carried away with each other—at least one of us should have had a face buried in Rupali’s pussy. I pulled away reluctantly, panting and breathless. “Got it?”

“Yes, thank you,” he said, stealing another peck at my lips.

“Stay away from her clit until just before you fuck her,” I whispered. “Otherwise she’ll come all over your face.”

Zach moved to the other end of the surfboard and lifted Rupali’s thighs back to her stomach, raising her gaping and glistening pussy up to his lips. He began kissing her inner folds, just as I’d kissed him, eliciting a deep moan of desire. I moved around behind her head, and leaned forward to kiss her breasts, bringing my own hard nipples into contact with her mouth. We played a silent game of Simon-Says. I licked, she licked; I sucked, she sucked; I nibbled, she nibbled. I hoped she wasn’t losing concentration on what Zach was doing to her steaming pussy—I felt invested in his training, and I wanted him to do a good job.

Rupali locked her legs around his head, her thighs clamped over his ears and ankles crossed in the middle of his back, levering her cunt into his face. She was making the slow, teasing pussy-licking I’d taught him almost impossible. I felt an immediate change in her when he started using his tongue, running it up and down her slit, and probing inside her entrance. She arched her back and rolled her hips in time with him, moaning encouragement and letting out squeals of passion as he probed more deeply, forcing his insistent tongue down her love-canal.

She broke away from sucking my nipple and gasped, “No more! Fuck me now.”

Zach chose not to fulfil that request—at least not straight away. He withdrew his tongue and moved up to her clit, sucking and licking to increasingly frantic cries from Rupali, who was quickly approaching orgasm. He might be enjoying himself, but I was on Rupali’s side; I couldn’t wait to get his big dick inside her. I reached down to touch his cheek. Remember who’s in charge of this fuck-fest.

Rupali unlocked her ankles as he pulled back, and then lifted them up over his shoulders. Straddling the surfboard, he moved closer until the underside of his straining shaft rested against her steaming, wet slit. He leaned forward, resting against her legs, and cupped her breasts with both hands, stroking the nipples and soaking up the moonlit view of my naked goddess folded beneath him, offering him complete access to her supple young body.

I moved forward as well, positioning my own pussy over Rupali’s face. I reached down and took hold of Zach’s manhood, guiding the tip between her gaping inner folds. As he pushed forward, I pulled his cock away so that instead of sliding deep into Rupali’s core, his length ploughed through her slit and over her engorged clitoris, all the way from tip to balls. Rupali cried out in equal parts passion and frustration, arching her back and quivering. Zach pulled back, and once again, I positioned his cock at her entrance, stirring it around to get it coated in her juices.

He looked into my eyes and I tipped him a wink. Trust me. He experimentally pumped his hips forward a few inches, and once again I guided his cock so that the tip ran through her slit and grazed her clitoris. He rocked slowly back and forth, letting me glide his knob through her silky lips and around her bulging clit, driving her frantic with need.

“Please,” she sobbed. “Put it in.” Tears spilling from the corners of her eyes, trickling down her cheeks and over my thighs.

On the next backward stroke, I squeezed him as a signal, and pushed the tip back down her lips and into her entrance. Without hesitation, Zach pushed all the way forward, burying seven inches of hot flesh in her womanhood with a single stroke, crying out himself as her molten core parted and swallowed his iron shaft.

Rupali cried out for him to fuck her. The stroking over her clitoris had brought her to the edge of orgasm, and now his heaving shaft deep inside her love-canal held her there. He moved inside her, rocking his hips and squeezing himself deeper. I placed a hand below her tummy and felt him inside her. Oh, good God. So much dick in my sweet Rupali.

He stroked her slowly, bringing her back to the whimpering edge and then easing off, playing with her slick entrance, letting her lips close over his knob and then opening her back up, again and again.

Rupali’s thighs quivered. She was so close.

I rocked back so I could see her face. “Baby?”

She opened her eyes and glared at me with huge, black pupils. “What?”

“Do you like it? Better than a strap-on?”

She puffed out a breath. The unspoken accusation—shut up and let me fuck. “Uh-huh.”

“Do you want some more?” I’m such a tease.

She nodded.

“I need to hear it, sweetie.”

“More dick,” she gasped. “Fuck me.”

“Do you want it hard? Or do you want it gentle?”

Rupali bit her lip. Her eyes begged, don’t tease me.

“You want it hard, don’t you?”

Her nostrils flared. She nodded.

“He won’t stop,” I warned her. “Not for anything. Not until he finishes.” Did she know what that meant? I heard Zach gasp—he knew.

Rupali blinked at me. She nodded again, apprehension and excitement in her eyes.

“Don’t worry, sweetie.” I stroked her cheek. “You’re going to love it.”

Zach drew almost all the way out and then plunged back in, crashing into her soaking labia. He did it again, again, building up a rhythm I could never match with a strap-on, balls slapping against her backside.

I kept my hands on the muscles of her flat belly, and each time I felt her relaxing and regaining control, I moved a hand down to rub her clitoris. Taking care to keep my nails away from Zach’s thrusting manhood, I brought her back to the verge of climax, crying and screaming for us to finish her and send her to heaven.

She discovered my pussy over her mouth and grabbed at my hips, dragging me down and mercilessly plugging her tongue into my hole without so much as a by-your-leave. Lightning bolts of pleasure shot through my centre. I was so wet and ready that foreplay was redundant.

Zach closed Rupali’s thighs, squeezing his cock tight and trapping my finger on her clit. I heard his breathing change as the increased pressure drew him toward climax, and I redoubled my efforts on her love-button. In a few moments, Rupali was past the point of no return. She was quivering, eyes streaming, an explosive orgasm building up inside her. She forgot all about licking my pussy and began a surprised-sounding, thrumming wail. Starting out low—“Oh…oh dear. Ohhh…ohhh”—she built up to a single high soprano note, and arched upward beneath Zach’s pounding shaft, her orgasm spiralling out of control as it ripped through her body.

A moment later, Zach thrust and held the end of his stroke, erupting deep inside my best girl. I cupped his balls and gently squeezed. They bucked and heaved, and I could feel long, creamy jets squirt past my fingers and through his thick meat, hosing into the furthest recesses of Rupali’s cunt. With each pump, he pulled half-way out and pounded back in, slapping her sopping cunt lips and loading her up with another hot rope of spunk.

Rupali’s orgasm finally wound down at the same time as Zach’s thrusting weakened. He slowly withdrew from her pussy, distending her punished lips. When he pulled free, a pearl of cum, gleaming in the moonlight, remained nestled in her entrance.

Oh God, it was beautiful. My girl’s first cock. Her first creampie.

I was going to have to find her a regular supply of lesbian-friendly cock, because strap-on sex for us would never be the same again.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2014)


4. Mannequin

(Book 8 of Dorm Room Dares)

The game is not to smile

and not to move,
no matter what they say or do
…
or touch.
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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)


5. What’s Up Girls?

(Book 10 of Dorm Room Dares)

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


ꗂ

───Ξ───




Chapter One

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

──────

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

“Roops?”

“Mm-hmm?” She sounded sleepy.

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

“Easy. Girl-sex.”

“And give up cock for good?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“—the guy in the surf shop—”

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

“—the lifeguard—”

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

“—and now Spud.”

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

“Does that make me a slut?” I asked.

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

“But I like buying shoes.”

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

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

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

“What for?”

“You’re Indian, right?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rupali?”

“What?” she replied groggily.

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

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

And so a plan was born.

──────
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Chapter Two

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

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

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

Then one to Rupali:

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

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

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

Then I waited. That was the hard part.

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

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

“Huh?”

“Your text. What’s the game?”

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

“Sounds fun. Trish is coming?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Deep breath, Ange. Here goes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?” she asked.

“Banana!” Trish and I sung in unison.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nervous giggles all round.

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

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

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

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

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

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

More giggles.

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

“Gherkin,” I guessed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything goes, remember?” she said. “Your turn’s coming.”

So it was, but now it was Rupali’s turn. I’d have to up my game if I wanted to execute my plan.

Rupali stepped out and we got into position. She was back in the room within seconds—not long enough to get to the toy box, or to the kitchen.

What could she have? It must have been something from the room, which narrowed it down and gave me an advantage over the others.

“Now, Angela hasn’t won yet, so I’m doing her first.”

I felt a warm flutter hearing those last four words. She was behind me, probably looking straight up my pussy and seeing me wide open and soaking wet from my little daydream. I felt a gentle touch near my anus, sliding down through my labia, brushing and then gently pinching my clitoris. Oh my God! It’s her fingers! My mind spun. I was as-good-as getting finger-fucked in front of everybody. Still attending to my clit, she pressed something hard and cool against my entrance. Thank God. I’d been worried about having to guess ‘fingers’ in front of the others.

It was too hard for latex and not cold enough to be metal. Wood? Plastic? She pushed the tip in deeper, stretching me. “Hold it there a sec’,” I croaked, trying to control my breathing as I adjusted to the thickness.

She wasn’t helping, increasing the pressure and rhythm on my clit with her fingers.

“Okay,” I said, swallowing hard. “More.”

Whatever it was, more of it slid into my steaming hole. Apart from hard and cool, it was also perfectly smooth and a bit thinner than all our dildos.

And curved!

As she pushed deeper, it curled, pressing uncomfortably against the walls of my vagina.

I know! “Umbrella!” I blurted, regretting it immediately. Having spoken up, I’d just done myself out of some more delicious clit rubbing.

“Careful,” said Trish. “Don’t press the button.”

“Well done,” Rupali said.

We all turned again, and lifted our blindfolds, smiling and giggling.

“I thought maybe you’d take longer.” Rupali sounded disappointed.

I smiled sheepishly, letting her know excitement had gotten the better of me.

“Off you go, Ange,” said Trish. “And do me first when you get back. I’m hornier than a dog with two dicks.”

The rest of us in unison: “Eeeeeewww! Trish!”

Uh-oh. Speedbump. My master plan was for Rupali—I hadn’t reckoned on having to get past Trish and Mandy first. I needed inspiration—quickly. I slipped out the door, heart pounding. The needles of a low panic pricked my spine. What could I get that Trish and Mandy would never guess? Think, Angela!

My fantasy of futa-fucking Rupali kept interrupting my thoughts, making it hard to concentrate.

And then, perfect clarity—the extra piece of the puzzle that even I didn’t know slotted into place and the plan was perfect.

No, it was beyond perfect. It was uber-perfect!

──────
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Chapter Three

I silently padded through the common room to the toy box hidden in the sofa recess. I rummaged through, tossing vibrators and dildos out onto the sofa. Yes—Rawhide, the dorm’s old strap-on dildo. Working as quickly as I could, I slid the inner phallus into my now very lubricated, very hot pussy and fumbled with the buckles, finally getting them cinched tight around my waist and legs.

I looked down, my new penis standing proudly out beneath the hem of my nightie, and gave my hips a wiggle making it jog and bounce. I looked fucking ridiculous. Mandy didn’t know about Rawhide, so no trouble there. Trish knew, but the dildo was the same size and shape as half a dozen others in the toy box, so providing I didn’t reveal it was a strap-on, she wouldn’t guess either.

Time was running out. The girls would be expecting me back. Silently, I opened the main door and raced down the stairs to the Teachers’ Lounge, cock swinging and whacking my thighs. How do guys walk with these things? I almost knocked on the door out of habit, silently admonished myself, then poked my head inside. Mr Gallows was there. Phew!

“Come with me if you want to fuck,” I said in my best Terminator monotone.

His eyes boggled at the cock standing out under my nightie. “Quick point of clarification: who’s fucking whom?” he asked, staying calm and grammatically correct even under duress.

“You can un-pucker your asshole. It’s not for you,” I said. “It’s fantasy night. Now quickly,” I hissed. “Pants off, hoodie up, complete silence. Let’s go.”

“Am I going to lose my job over this?”

I glared at him. “Only if you fuck it up.” Then more softly, “I have it under control. Trust me. You will not regret this.” I pulled his head down to my level for a kiss. I wanted to tell him about Spud, that what we had had to end, and this was my parting gift. There just wasn’t any time.

He looked at me a moment longer—hard nipples beneath my sheer nightie, latex cock swinging back and forth between my thighs. “Fuck it.” He stepped out of his track pants and pulled the hoodie up.

“Atta boy. Follow me.” I disappeared out the door and tiptoed back up the stairs to the senior girls’ dorm with our pants-less headmaster following behind. We stole silently through the dorm, pausing outside my bedroom door. I looked up at him and held a finger to my lips. Shhhh! We went in.

The girls were crouched in position, blindfolds on.

“What the fuck, Ange?” Trish said. “Did you slip out to catch a movie?” Her nervous laugh betrayed her outward confidence.

“Sorry, I needed fuel. Does anyone know if you need to prime a two-stroke?”

More nervous giggles.

I glanced at Mr Gallows to see if he’d worked out what was going on.

He was standing catatonic, mouth open, staring at the three bottoms raised in the air, leaky teenaged pussies peeking out beneath the short nighties. I waved a hand in front of his face to get his attention and directed him to stand behind me.

I knelt behind Trish and massaged some lube onto Rawhide’s latex shaft. Being very careful to avoid giving any clues that the dildo was attached to my groin, I placed the tip between Trish’s pale pussy lips. “Ready?”

“And waiting. Do it.”

Moving my hips forward a little, I gave her maybe half of Rawhide’s seven inches. He’s quite thick, which Trish loves.

“Ooooh, big dildo. Thanks babe.”

“Ah, but which one, Miss Smarty Puss?”

“Give me the rest and I’ll tell you.”

Very carefully, so she’d think I was holding it in my hand, I planted one foot beside her for balance and leaned forwards, giving her all but the last inch.

“Oh, you crafty bitch,” she admonished. “Six or seven-inch latex dildo, cock shaped, thick, no other features. I can think of five that fit that description.”

I laughed. “Would you like me to fuck you some more while you think about it?”

“Just a little. I’m so horny.”

Thrusting my hips, I gave her a few slow pumps and then withdrew, so just the tip remained inside.

“Time for a guess, trash-mouth. All your dirty talk is making Mandy wet.”

“Hmmm. Leroy?”

Big, Bad Leroy Brown was one of the half-dozen nearly identical dildos she’d just described.

“Nope! Next victim.” I took a look behind at Mr Gallows. He had his cock in hand, now hard and angry, veins pulsing, and a disbelieving look on his face. He raised his eyebrows as if to ask if it was his turn. I shook my head and moved behind Mandy, motioning him to follow so that if he made a noise it would sound like me.

Now for a bit of fun. I lubed Rawhide again and placed the tip inside Mandy. “Ready?”

She made a nervous sound something like agreement, so reaching down with both hands I slipped her nightie up around her waist, grabbed her hips and pulled her onto my thick shaft, startling a gasp out of her.

Oh yeah, that feels good. I’d make such an awesome futa.

Mandy let out a muted shriek of realisation. “If you’re holding my hips, who’s holding the dildo?”

“I never said it was a dildo. Might not even be my hands,” I teased. “Maybe I brought in a mystery man to fuck you while I watch.” I watched Rupali’s bottom squirming with pleasure as I described her fantasy. Little did she know. Mwah-ha-ha-ha!

“Oh my God!” Trish blurted. “It’s Raw—” She stopped herself just in time.

My heart skipped a beat. She’d almost named Rawhide, ending the game and blowing my plan out of the water. I’d gotten too cocky (pun intended), letting them know I had a strap-on.

“Guess?” I asked Mandy.

“I’m thinking. Get your mystery man to fuck me some more while I think.”

Brassy! You go, girl!

Obliging, I started stroking back and forth, fucking her doggy-style, the inner dildo squirming inside my own pussy every time I changed direction. It was a wonderful, powerful feeling to be fucking like a man. It occurred to me that no matter whether a woman is on top or bottom, she’s still the one getting a fucking, not the one giving it. I definitely saw the attraction.

I looked back to check on Mr Gallows. He wasn’t even watching. His eyes were locked on Rupali crouched next to Mandy.

Listening to the two of us fuck, she’d snaked a hand between her thighs and was rubbing her clit. With each stroke, her labia opened and closed, showing her wet folds to Mr Gallows.

He looked down at me, questioning.

I nodded silently. Yes, that one’s for you. Be patient.

My own excitement mounting, I leaned back and put my hips into it, giving it to Mandy a little harder, the cup of Rawhide’s base now bumping her bottom and deliciously jolting the smaller dildo inside me. I wanted to reach under and rub her clit, but I didn’t dare—I’d already way overstepped the line.

She’d stayed silent the whole time, but I could feel her body tense with an approaching orgasm. Bringing out my inner-caveman, I grabbed her hips and thrust roughly all the way in.

Here you go, slut. Take it.

I reamed her. As silently as I could. Harder. Deeper. I felt the pressure on Rawhide as her secret muscles contracted, gripping the shaft. Mandy dropped her shoulders, pushed back, and with tendons standing out in her neck, she gave a silent scream and finally came.

Good girl. I slid out and released her hips. “Time’s up, Mandy.”

“Well,” she panted, “I’d guess it was a strap-on, but I didn’t know we had one. So I’m going to go with mystery man. You brought a dude in her to secretly fuck us all.”

“You wish! Wrong again, though. You’re up, Rupali.” I stood up and sucked in my tummy so I could step out of Rawhide without unbuckling.

I looked at Mr Gallows.

He was just about shaking with excitement from watching me fuck one girl while another fingered her shaved pussy in front of him. I felt his cock; it was hard as stone, pulsing with his raging heartbeat and dribbling pre-cum.

I was going to miss this.

I put him silently into my mouth, getting an exciting taste of his lubricating seed.

I guided him into position, kneeling behind Rupali, and held up one hand. Stay! Creeping around in front, I gave him a ‘get ready’ signal with two hands, miming a doggy-style grasp.

Understanding, he placed his hands on Rupali’s thighs and ran them lovingly up over her hips, lifting her nightie, moulding her teenage curves and feeling her firm, smooth flesh. With his hands now on the narrows of her waist and that monster nine-inch cock poised just an inch away from her pussy, I leaned down towards Rupali’s ear and breathed, “Fantasy night, babe. I’ve got a surprise for you. A big one.”

──────
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Chapter Four

Rupali jumped like she’d been hit with a cattle prod but stayed silent. She lifted the blindfold from one brown, flashing, eye and glared at me in terror.

I held her chin so she couldn’t look around and leaned in close again. “No peeking,” I breathed.

She stared at me a moment longer, then visibly swallowed, nodded, and pulled the blindfold back down. “I’ll have the mystery-man treatment too, please Angela,” she said in her exotic, musical tones. “I’m looking forward to it.”

I winked at Mr Gallows. All clear. He guided his cock between Rupali’s lips, slowly piercing her and sinking into her steaming hole. Thrusting gently, he quickly established a rhythm, fucking her with the first half of his massive shaft.

Rupali reached forward, feeling for me. She slid one hand between my thighs and grabbed my bottom, guiding my swollen labia to her mouth. She gave me a few tentative licks, tasting my juices.

What was she doing? A three-way wasn’t in my script!

I looked longingly at Mr Gallows’ thrusting hips. I desperately wanted Rupali’s tongue in my twat, but I absolutely needed to see his weapon in hers. Holding her by the ears, I grudgingly pulled her away from my pussy and then slid down backwards beneath her, thighs parted around her head. I pulled her nightie up to her shoulders to expose her breasts, then repeated with my own to feel our erect nipples brushing against each other.

I looked up to check on Mr Gallows. Six inches of thick flesh was now gliding commandingly into my girlfriend less than a foot away from my face.

She resumed her assault on my pussy, sucking my clit and pushing her tongue deep inside. She started rocking back and forth onto her mystery man, rubbing her heaving breasts against mine and concentrating her tongue and lips on my burning love-button while the tip of her nose probed my pussy lips.

I was too short to reach her pussy with my mouth, so I reached up both hands, massaging her clit with one thumb, cupping and gently squeezing Mr Gallows’ balls in the other.

All this was done in silence, maintaining the charade for the other girls that it was me kneeling behind Rupali and feeding a dildo into her pussy.

“I think maybe there’s more, Angela,” she said. “I’d like all of it now, please.”

Mr Gallows stopped thrusting, six inches buried in Rupali’s twat. He leaned forward a little, slipping another inch in.

“Is that all?” she asked.

Trish giggled. “What did I tell you about asking that? You’re so lucky that’s not a real guy reaming you.”

If only she knew.

Mr Gallows pushed another inch in, making Rupali gasp in surprise.

“Oh my goodness! There was more!” Her voice rose half an octave and sparked a shiver I felt run through her body.

When I thought she was ready, I increased my grip on Mr Gallows’ balls and gently pulled. Following my lead, he leaned forward and sank the rest of his cock deep in her hole, pressing hard up against her ass.

Rupali vocalised a little shriek, then quickly masked it with, “Move it again please Angela, as you did before.”

Mr Gallows slowly slid all nine inches out, Rupali’s pink folds gripping him as he withdrew, then he plunged strongly back in again, balls-deep, pressing, stirring his massive dick in her tight, teenage hole. He repeated, thrusting hard, building up the tempo. I tried to stop his swinging sack from slapping Rupali’s waxed mons—a sound I couldn’t easily explain to the others. She lowered her head back down to my pussy, probing me, grinding her chin into my clit. I felt my orgasm building, and still holding the headmaster’s balls with one hand, I reached with the other, roughly grabbing Rupali’s hair and pushing her tongue deeper into my molten core.

Rupali redoubled her efforts, her straining tongue flicking and probing inside me.

I tipped over the crest and floated helplessly away, pulled along by the churning, swirling waters of an orgasmic tsunami. With fireworks of ecstasy exploding in my womanhood, my juices flowed, mixing with Rupali’s saliva. I wanted to scream but couldn’t, so I just held my breath and hugged her, her breasts crushing mine, until I had control again.

Mr Gallows kept pounding his enormous length into her (where did it all go?), pulling each stroke at the last moment and pushing his pubis to her bottom, screwing it home but never making a sound. If it hadn’t been happening right in front of my face, I would never have believed that such a monumental reaming could be administered in complete silence. It was carnal, animal, everything I wished he’d been able to do to me, but which I could never take.

I guided Rupali up off her elbows so that her swinging breasts would tease mine. Then, still cupping Mr Gallows balls (although I was having trouble keeping up with his powerful thrusts), I moved my free hand back to work on Rupali’s clit, rubbing and gently pinching in time with his pumping cock.

Rupali stiffened as her climax approached—only her second with a real man inside her. There should be an achievement badge for that. She arched and pushed back, raising her bottom and dropping her head back between my thighs.

We were close to the end now. Mr Gallows has few sexual weaknesses, but making a woman come is one of them. If I come first during lovemaking, then he’ll follow seconds later. It’s like clockwork. Even in the silence, he’d feel Rupali’s building climax and would be powerless to suppress his own.

Trembling, Rupali wrapped her arms around my raised knees and squeezed them tight around her ears, trying desperately not to scream.

On cue, I felt Mr Gallows’ balls draw up ready to unload.

Here come’s your fantasy, sweetie. I knew she’d probably worked out who it was, but she hadn’t seen him or spoken to him so there was always doubt. She didn’t even know he was doing her bareback, might not even until afterwards when she found him leaking out her hole.

He gave one more deep thrust, pumped his balls, and I felt his semen race past my fingers and through his cock on its long, long journey into the very deepest reaches of Rupali’s womanhood. He withdrew about halfway and then buried himself again, timing the stroke to the pump of his balls, squirting more powerful jets into my blindfolded girlfriend, loading her up with manly stranger-cum.

When their spasms abated, Mr Gallows stayed inside and ran his hands over Rupali’s waist and shoulder blades, then down to cup and squeeze her full breasts, silently thanking her for what they’d shared.

I sensed the beginning of something. They could both give something the other needed, something I couldn’t give them, and I was okay with that.

The other girls remained blessedly silent, Mandy presumably allowing Rupali to enjoy Rawhide as she had, and Trish probably wondering whether she should accept a strap-on fucking from her best friend, or just guess Rawhide and end the game.

Their patience would soon run out. I guided Mr Gallows’ long cock all the way out and wrapped my lips around his softening length for what I realised was the last time, slurping the last of his seed into my mouth to avoid a clean-up. Releasing him, I quickly slid out from beneath Rupali and asked, “How about a guess Roops? What’s up, Doc?”

“Well,” she began slowly, “I love the idea of Mandy’s mystery-man…”

Giggles from the gallery. As she spoke, I backed Mr Gallows to the door.

“But since that guess is taken, it must have just been a strap-on.”

“I need a name.”

“I have looked through the toy box several times and we do have one down at the bottom. I’m sure I heard one of the girls name it. Is it…Rawhide?”

I picked up Rawhide with my foot, jingling the buckles to make some noise and making a grab for it as I waved Mr Gallows out. For a big man, he could move like a cat. “Ta-da!” I sang as the door softly snicked shut.

The girls removed their blindfolds and I held Rawhide up for inspection, still wet with Mandy’s juices. It might have been my imagination, but Trish looked a little disappointed. Maybe she had wanted a turn. She’d have to wait; Rupali was about to start leaking all over the carpet, so I needed to get the others out.

“That’s one turn each,” I said. “And I need to get my beauty sleep so I can dream about mystery men sneaking into my dorm to shag me blindfolded.”

“When he’s done, can you send him to our room?” Trish joked. “You got me started with that thing. Now I’m going to have to dig Leroy out of the toy box and finish the job.”

I opened the door and the girls filed out to the sound of muted giggles. I quietly closed it again, and turning around, I leaned back against it, grinning at Rupali.

She’d rolled over and sat up. Lifting the hem of her red nightie, she showed me her puffy, battered, cum-soaked pussy lips.

“So, that’s what it’s like twisting on the Gallows Pole for real, huh?”

“Maybe it is. Maybe it was a stranger I found on Tinder.”

“If I needed to know,” she said, eyeing me seriously. “Would you tell?”

“Maybe.”

“Don’t,” she said. “I’d rather not know.”

I knelt and held her, kissed her, felt the weight of her breasts pressing into mine. “Happy Fantasy Night, babe.”

God, I hoped it wasn’t our last.

──────


ꗂ

───Ξ───




Epilogue

Hey @Spud.

Hi @Ange.

Remember I said things were complex?

Yeah?

They just got simpler :-)

Seriously? Cool.

I’d love to see you.

Can you sneak into the dorm next Saturday?

Johnno’s done it.

How hard can it be?

I have a fun game we can play.

Sounds fun :-)

:-) I hope so :-)

<3<3<3

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2013 – 2020)
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Broken Vows (a sexy snippet)
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When masturbation is a sin, trust the Sisters of Grace Sperm Bank to act as God’s right hand.

“Wait.” Hobie’s ragged gasp betrayed his galloping heart. “What exactly are we doing here?”

His straining dick knew exactly what they were doing, but his stubborn forebrain refused to believe it. Shit like this just never happens.

“We’re going to take a…you know, a collection.” She looked down, averting her gaze as she answered. “That’s why you came, right?”

“And you’re going to help.”

Mary Kate looked hurt. “Well I know it’s not glamorous work, but you don’t need to describe it like that. Would you say a hairdresser helps cut your hair? Or a dentist helps fix your teeth?”

“Wait, what?” How did he manage to offend her? “No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I’m sure you’re a very professional, um…” He ran out of breath and had to suck in another one, giving himself a second to think. “So, you know, just to be really clear, you’re going to…” He made a loose fist and mimed a polite jerking-off action.

“I’m going to palpate your penis until you ejaculate, yes,” said Mary Kate, her mouth set. “And then I’ll catch your—” She looked about in consternation. “Crud! I don’t have a cup.”

──────

Look for Broken Vows along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on Amazon.
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