

Contents

St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies

Baps and Bollocks at St. Titania’s

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

Chapter Two: Lessons in Lust

Chapter Three: The Matron’s Inspection

Chapter Four: Classroom Chaos

Chapter Five: Gym Class Groping

Chapter Six: The Nurse’s Naughty Check-Up

Chapter Seven: The Teacher’s Tease

Chapter Eight: The Grand Finale

Epilogue

St. Titania’s Shemale Shagfest

Chapter One: The Grand Arrival at St. Titania’s

Chapter Two: The Headmistress’s “Private Lesson

Chapter Three: The Shemale Showdown

Chapter Four: The Library Lay

Chapter Five: The Art Class Exposure

Chapter Six: The Grand Finale at St. Titania’s

Epilogue


St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies

By Peter M. McMillan

Baps and Bollocks at St. Titania’s




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

Lavinia Primp stood at the wrought-iron gates of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, her heart pounding like a drum in her chest and her palms sweaty enough to soak through her crisp white blouse. At eighteen, she was a vision of nervous beauty, her chestnut curls tumbling over her shoulders and her colossal H-cup treasures straining against a brassiere so massive it could’ve doubled as a parachute. The satin cups gleamed under her tight sweater, a soft pink number that hugged her curves like a lover’s caress. Below, her short flippy skirt swished against her thighs, barely concealing the ten-inch beast and hefty bollocks nestled in her lacy knickers. She shifted her weight, feeling the weight of her enormous package sway, and prayed no one would notice the bulge that could shame a stallion.

The college loomed before her, all ivy-clad brick and arched windows, a bastion of feminine refinement in a world where women’s lib was a fairy tale and a firm bum-pat was as common as a handshake. Lavinia had heard the stories: St. Titania’s was where the prettiest girls and most endowed lady-lads learned deportment, elocution, and how to bend over a desk without splitting their skirts. She tugged at her hem, her cheeks flushing as a breeze flipped it up, exposing the taut silk stretched over her prodigious balls. “Bloody hell,” she muttered, yanking it down. She wasn’t used to this—being out in the open with her outrageous assets on display. Back home, she’d hidden her gifts under baggy frocks, but here? Here, it was all tight skirts and plunging necklines, and she was expected to flaunt it.

A gaggle of students sashayed past, their laughter tinkling like bells. There was Penelope, a golden-haired minx with knockers so vast they threatened to burst her blouse, her tiny pleated skirt flipping up as she bent to adjust her garter. Beside her strode Marjorie, a statuesque shemale with a rack that could smother a man and a bulge under her skirt that made Lavinia’s eyes widen. Marjorie caught her staring and winked, giving her own arse a playful smack. “New girl, eh? Don’t be shy, love. We all swing a bit of extra baggage round here.” Lavinia’s face burned hotter than a curry, but she couldn’t help noticing the way Marjorie’s massive orbs jiggled in her satin bra, or how her skirt rode up to reveal a pair of bollocks that could’ve doubled as cricket balls.

Inside, the grand hall buzzed with activity. Girls in tight sweaters giggled as they leaned over tables, their stupendous sweater-puppies spilling forward, while shemales in flippy skirts twirled, flashing glimpses of their gargantuan goods. Lavinia clutched her satchel, her own bountiful bosom heaving with every breath. She spotted Miss Haversham, a young teacher with a bosom so prodigious it seemed to defy gravity, her blouse buttons straining as she clapped her hands. “Settle down, ladies! New term, new chances to shine!” Her skirt, a pencil-tight number, hugged her hips, and Lavinia wondered if she too packed a surprise beneath it.

Then there was Mrs. Gladstone, a matronly shemale with a chest like twin zeppelins and a stern gaze. Her brassiere was a marvel of engineering, the straps digging into her shoulders under a sweater that clung like a second skin. She caught Lavinia gawking and smirked, adjusting her skirt to reveal a bulge that made Lavinia’s knees weak. “My husband’s a dear,” Mrs. Gladstone sighed to Miss Haversham, “but his little willy’s nothing compared to what I’ve got swinging down there. Pity, really.” Lavinia swallowed hard, her own cock twitching in its satin prison at the thought.

A bell rang, and the crowd surged toward the classrooms. Lavinia followed, her skirt swishing, her massive melons bouncing with every step. She passed a mirror and froze. There she was: five-foot-eight, all curves and quivering flesh, her bra cups overflowing with titanic treasures, her knickers barely containing her thick, semi-erect prick and those heavy, swaying nuts. She looked like a walking wet dream, and she hadn’t even made it to her first lesson.

In the corridor, a girl named Daphne—a brunette with jugs that could sink a ship—bent over to pick up a pencil, her skirt flipping up to reveal a pair of knickers so tight they outlined every curve of her arse. Nearby, a shemale called Beatrice adjusted her stockings, her skirt riding high to show off balls so plump they strained the lace. “God, my boyfriend’s todger’s a bloody disappointment after seeing this lot,” Daphne groaned, nodding at Beatrice’s package. Beatrice laughed, giving her skirt a twirl. “Tell me about it, darling. Mine’s hung like a mouse next to me!”

Lavinia’s head spun. This was her new world—tits and cocks and endless teasing, all wrapped in satin and silk. She ducked into her first class, her heart racing, her body aching with a mix of fear and filthy curiosity. What the fuck had she signed up for? And how long before someone bent her over a desk and found out just how much she was packing? She couldn’t wait to find out.




Chapter Two: Lessons in Lust

Lavinia slid into a wooden desk at the back of the classroom, her colossal H-cup wonders jiggling as she settled in. The chair creaked under her, and she winced, praying the flimsy skirt she’d squeezed into wouldn’t split over her ten-inch monster and those hefty, swinging bollocks. Her bra straps dug into her shoulders, the satin cups straining to contain her titanic orbs, and she tugged her tight sweater down, only for it to snap back and hug her curves even tighter. Around her, St. Titania’s buzzed with its usual chaos—girls and shemales chattering, their voices a symphony of giggles and gasps, all of them dripping with sex appeal in this mad, skirt-flipping world.

Miss Haversham strode to the front, her pencil skirt so snug it outlined every inch of her lush hips. Her blouse gaped between buttons, revealing a bra so massive it could’ve housed a small family, the lace peeking out like a dirty secret. “Right, ladies,” she chirped, clapping her hands, which sent her stupendous chest wobbling. “Today’s lesson: deportment. How to carry yourselves with grace.” She bent over to pick up a chalk stick, and her skirt rode up just enough to flash a glimpse of creamy thigh and the faintest hint of a bulge. Lavinia’s cock twitched in her knickers, the satin growing damp as she stared. Was Miss Haversham one of them? A shemale with a prick to match her outrageous rack?

A girl named Clara, all golden curls and knockers that could stop traffic, stood first. Her flippy skirt swished as she sashayed across the room, bending low to adjust her garter. “Oops!” she squealed, her arse in the air, her tight blouse straining over her mountainous mammaries. The class tittered, and Lavinia caught a glimpse of Clara’s boyfriend, Tom, lurking by the door—his eyes wide, his trousers tented, though his bulge was pitiful next to the shemales’ packages. “Poor sod,” muttered Beatrice, lounging beside Lavinia. Her own skirt flipped up as she crossed her legs, revealing balls so plump they stretched her lace panties to breaking. “My chap’s the same—tiny cock, no stamina. Makes me wanna shag one of us instead.”

Lavinia blushed, her own hefty nuts aching as she shifted. Beatrice grinned, leaning closer, her G-cup treasures brushing Lavinia’s arm. “You’re a quiet one, aren’t you? Bet you’ve got a beast down there, eh?” Before Lavinia could stammer a reply, Miss Haversham called her up. “Miss Primp! Your turn!” Lavinia’s heart leapt into her throat as she stood, her skirt swishing, her massive melons bouncing under her sweater. Every eye was on her, and she felt her cock stiffen, pressing against the satin like it wanted to burst free and say hello.

She took a shaky step, then another, her hips swaying despite herself. Halfway across, she dropped her pencil—pure accident, honest—and bent to retrieve it. Her skirt flipped up, and a collective gasp filled the room. There they were: her enormous, swaying bollocks, barely contained by the lacy knickers, and the thick outline of her semi-erect prick, all ten inches begging for attention. “Bloody hell!” Clara yelped, clapping a hand over her mouth. “That’s bigger than my boyfriend’s arm!” Beatrice whooped, smacking Lavinia’s bum as she straightened. “That’s the spirit, love! Show ‘em what you’ve got!”

Miss Haversham’s lips twitched, her eyes glinting with something filthy. “Very good, Miss Primp. A bit more poise next time, perhaps.” Lavinia scurried back to her seat, her face aflame, her cock throbbing so hard she was sure the whole room could hear it. Beatrice leaned over, her own prodigious chest heaving. “Don’t fret, darling. We’ve all flashed our goods here. Part of the fun.” She adjusted her skirt, letting Lavinia glimpse the monstrous bulge beneath—balls like ripe plums, a cock that could’ve doubled as a truncheon. “Fancy a tumble later? My boyfriend’s off sulking about his little willy again.”

Before Lavinia could process that, the door swung open, and in swept Mrs. Gladstone, her matronly figure a vision of stern sexiness. Her sweater clung to a bosom so vast it seemed to enter the room before she did, the bra beneath a fortress of silk and steel. Her skirt, tight as sin, hugged her hips, and when she turned to scold a giggling girl, Lavinia saw it—the unmistakable outline of a prick that could shame a horse, paired with bollocks that strained her knickers to the limit. “Quiet, you lot!” Mrs. Gladstone barked, then sighed. “My husband tried last night, bless him. Barely a tickle. Makes me miss my younger days with a proper cock.”

Lavinia’s head spun. This place was a fucking madhouse—tits and cocks everywhere, skirts flipping, bras bursting, and everyone horny as hell. She glanced at Clara, now whispering to Penelope about how “Tom’s prick’s a bloody disappointment after seeing Lavinia’s,” and felt a strange mix of pride and panic. Her own body was a walking scandal, and she hadn’t even shagged anyone yet. But as Beatrice’s hand brushed her thigh, and Miss Haversham’s gaze lingered a bit too long, Lavinia wondered how long her innocence would last. She was dripping with want, her knickers soaked, and St. Titania’s was only just getting started.




Chapter Three: The Matron’s Inspection

Lavinia’s deportment class had barely ended when a sharp rap echoed through the room, and Mrs. Gladstone’s voice boomed, “Miss Primp, my office, now!” Lavinia’s stomach flipped, her colossal H-cup treasures heaving under her tight pink sweater as she scurried to obey. Her flippy skirt swished with every step, the satin knickers beneath clinging to her ten-inch cock and those heavy, swaying bollocks like a second skin. She felt every eye on her—Clara’s giggles, Beatrice’s knowing smirk—and her cheeks burned hotter than a furnace. What the fuck did the matron want with her?

Mrs. Gladstone’s office was a shrine to stern femininity, all dark wood and velvet curtains, with a faint whiff of lavender and lust. The matron herself stood behind a desk, her sweater stretched taut over a bosom so vast it could’ve smothered a village, the bra beneath a fortress of silk and steel, straps digging into her shoulders. Her skirt hugged her hips like a lover, the fabric outlining a bulge that made Lavinia’s knees wobble—a prick that could’ve doubled as a battering ram, paired with balls so plump they strained her knickers to the brink. “Close the door, girl,” Mrs. Gladstone snapped, her voice crisp but her eyes glinting with something filthy. Lavinia obeyed, her heart pounding, her own massive melons jiggling as she turned.

“New students get a check-in,” Mrs. Gladstone said, stepping closer, her towering chest swaying. “Stand straight, let’s see you.” Lavinia froze, then straightened, her sweater pulling tight over her outrageous rack, her skirt barely concealing the beast below. The matron circled her like a hawk, her gaze raking over every curve. “Lift your skirt, girl. Proper containment’s a must here.” Lavinia’s hands trembled as she yanked the hem up, the fabric flipping high to reveal her satin-clad assets—her thick, semi-erect cock pressing against the lace, her hefty nuts spilling over the edges like ripe fruit. Mrs. Gladstone tutted, adjusting her own bra, her titanic treasures quivering. “Good lord, that’s a sight. Bigger than my husband’s whole bloody package, and he’s a disappointment on his best day.”

Lavinia’s face flamed, but her prick twitched, a damp spot blooming on her knickers. Mrs. Gladstone stepped closer, her own bulge brushing Lavinia’s thigh—accidentally, maybe, but it sent a jolt straight to her core. “He tried last night, poor sod,” the matron sighed, her hand hovering near Lavinia’s satin prison. “Barely a tickle with that little willy. Makes me miss the days when I could shag something worth a damn.” Her fingers grazed Lavinia’s bulge, light as a whisper, and Lavinia gasped, her cock stiffening to full mast, all ten inches straining the lace. “Well, fuck me,” Mrs. Gladstone murmured, her lips twitching. “You’re packing more than most men dream of, aren’t you?”

Before Lavinia could stammer a reply, a knock rattled the door. Mrs. Gladstone stepped back, smoothing her skirt over her own monstrous goods. “Enter!” she barked, and in swept Miss Haversham, her blouse gaping over a bra that cradled her stupendous chest like a treasure chest, her pencil skirt hinting at a bulge of her own. “Lesson plans, Mrs. G,” she chirped, then paused, eyeing Lavinia’s flushed face and the skirt still hiked up, exposing her dripping, satin-stretched package. “Oh, my. New girl’s a handful, isn’t she?” Miss Haversham’s gaze lingered, her tongue flicking over her lips, and Lavinia wanted to sink through the floor—or bend over the desk and let them have at her, she wasn’t sure which.

“She’s a talent, alright,” Mrs. Gladstone said, her voice thick with something dirty. “Needs a special assignment to… harness all that potential.” She adjusted her sweater, her zeppelin-sized orbs bouncing, and Lavinia caught a glimpse of the matron’s own cock twitching under her skirt, the outline massive and unyielding. Miss Haversham smirked, bending slightly to set the papers down, her skirt riding up to flash a glimpse of creamy thigh and the faintest hint of her own hefty bollocks. “I’d be happy to assist,” she purred, and Lavinia’s knickers were soaked through, her nuts aching with need.

“Out you go, Miss Primp,” Mrs. Gladstone said, waving a hand, though her eyes promised more. “We’ll sort your… education soon enough.” Lavinia stumbled out, her skirt falling back over her throbbing prick, her massive melons heaving with every ragged breath. The corridor spun around her—tits and cocks and filthy promises everywhere she turned. She’d barely been at St. Titania’s a day, and already she was drowning in lust, her innocence fraying like cheap lace. What the fuck was this “special assignment”? And how long before she was bent over that desk, her satin knickers yanked down, and her ten-inch beast set free? She was terrified—and so fucking ready.




Chapter Four: Classroom Chaos

Lavinia shuffled into Miss Haversham’s etiquette class, her H-cup treasures bouncing under a sweater so tight it might as well have been painted on. Her bra straps bit into her shoulders, the satin cups straining to hold her titanic orbs, while her flippy skirt swished against her thighs, barely concealing the ten-inch beast and hefty bollocks crammed into her lacy knickers. She was still reeling from Mrs. Gladstone’s office, her prick twitching at the memory of that filthy graze, and now here she was, thrust into another den of debauchery at St. Titania’s.

Miss Haversham stood at the front, her usual pencil skirt swapped for a flippy little number that danced around her hips with every step. Her blouse gaped over a bra that cradled her stupendous chest like a holy relic, and when she turned to write on the board, the skirt flipped up, flashing a glimpse of creamy thigh and the unmistakable bulge of a cock that could’ve shamed a bull, paired with balls so plump they stretched her silk panties. “Today, ladies,” she trilled, her voice dripping with mischief, “we’re learning grace under pressure. Pair up!” Lavinia’s heart sank as Marjorie—five-foot-nine, G-cup wonders jiggling under a tight blouse—sauntered over, her skirt flipping with every sway of her hips.

“Alright, new girl,” Marjorie purred, bending low to demonstrate a curtsey. Her skirt rode up, revealing a pair of massive nuts spilling over her lace knickers, the outline of her thick prick pressing against the fabric. “Follow my lead.” Lavinia tried, her own skirt swishing as she dipped, but her colossal melons threw her off balance. She stumbled, arms flailing, and crashed into a desk, her skirt flipping high. The room erupted in gasps as her satin-clad assets burst into view—her ten-inch cock, semi-erect and dripping, and those heavy, swaying bollocks, barely contained by the lace. “Bloody hell!” Clara squealed from the front, her own knockers heaving as she clapped a hand over her mouth. “That’s a fucking monster!”

Miss Haversham spun around, her skirt flipping again to tease her own prodigious package. “Miss Primp!” she exclaimed, but her eyes gleamed with something filthy as she strode over. “Let’s get you up.” Her hands slid under Lavinia’s arms, brushing the sides of her massive orbs, then lingered on her hips as she hauled her to her feet. Lavinia’s prick throbbed, a wet spot blooming on her knickers, and the class tittered. Marjorie grinned, adjusting her blouse so her G-cup treasures jiggled. “God, my boyfriend’s todger’s a bloody twig next to that,” she said, nodding at Lavinia’s bulge. “Makes me wanna trade him in for something with a bit more meat.”

“Mine too,” Penelope chimed in, bending over her desk to “fix” her garter, her skirt flipping to show off a pert arse and a hint of her own stupendous sweater-puppies spilling from her bra. “Tom’s prick’s so small I barely feel it. Lavinia’s got us all beat!” The room dissolved into giggles and moans about their poorly hung lads, and Lavinia’s face burned, her cock stiffening to full mast under their stares. Miss Haversham’s grip tightened, her fingers grazing Lavinia’s thigh, and she murmured, “You’re causing quite the stir, love. Perhaps a private tutorial’s in order.”

Marjorie sidled closer, her skirt swishing. “Count me in,” she purred, her hand brushing Lavinia’s arm, sending a jolt straight to her dripping prick. “We could teach her a few tricks—grace under real pressure.” Before Lavinia could stammer a reply, Miss Haversham clapped her hands, her chest wobbling. “Back to work, ladies!” But as the class resumed, Marjorie dragged Lavinia to a corner, her skirt flipping again to flash those plump balls. “C’mon, new girl,” she whispered, her breath hot on Lavinia’s ear. “Show us what that beast can do.”

Lavinia’s knees wobbled as Marjorie’s fingers grazed her satin bulge, teasing the outline of her ten-inch monster. “I—I’ve never…” she mumbled, but her body betrayed her, her nuts aching with need, her knickers soaked through. Miss Haversham glanced over, her lips twitching, and bent to “adjust” a student’s posture, her skirt riding up to reveal her own hefty bollocks swaying in silk. “Fuck me,” Marjorie muttered, her hand slipping higher. “She’s one of us too. Bet she’d join in if we asked.”

The bell rang, shattering the moment, and Lavinia stumbled back, her skirt falling over her throbbing prick, her massive melons heaving with every ragged breath. Marjorie winked, smacking Lavinia’s bum as she sauntered off. “Later, love. We’re not done.” Miss Haversham’s gaze lingered, promising more, and Lavinia fled to the corridor, her innocence in tatters. St. Titania’s was a fucking circus—tits bouncing, cocks swinging, and everyone horny as hell. She was drowning in it, and fuck, she wanted to dive deeper.




Chapter Five: Gym Class Groping

Lavinia trudged to gym class, her H-cup treasures bouncing under a sweater that clung like a jealous lover, the massive bra beneath digging into her shoulders with every step. Her flippy skirt had been swapped for the mandatory gym kit—tight shorts that hugged her ten-inch cock and hefty bollocks so snugly she could feel every twitch, paired with a clingy top that made her titanic orbs look like they were ready to burst free. She’d barely survived etiquette class, her knickers still damp from Marjorie’s teasing, and now this? St. Titania’s was a fucking pressure cooker of horniness, and she was the main course.

The gym was a sweaty sprawl of bodies, girls and shemales stretching and giggling under the watchful eye of Miss Pimm, the new teacher. She was a vision—five-foot-seven, with a rack like twin blimps straining her tight top, the bra underneath a marvel of satin and lace. Her shorts tented over a bulge that could’ve knocked someone out, her thick cock and plump balls outlined for all to see. “Right, ladies!” Miss Pimm clapped, her chest wobbling. “Stretches first—let’s see those forms!” Lavinia groaned inwardly, her own prick already stirring as she bent forward, her shorts riding up to stretch taut over her massive assets.

Clara was beside her, golden curls bouncing, her own stupendous sweater-puppies jiggling as she lunged. “Oops!” she chirped, bending low, her shorts outlining a pert arse that begged for a smack. Lavinia followed suit, leaning into a stretch, and her skirt—fuck, no, her shorts—shifted, the fabric pulling tight to reveal the full glory of her satin-clad bollocks and the thick, semi-erect outline of her ten-inch beast. A sharp thwack landed on her arse—Clara’s hand, playful and firm—and Lavinia yelped, her prick twitching hard enough to strain the seams. “Bloody hell, Lavinia!” Clara giggled. “That’s more cock than Tom’s got in his whole family!”

Miss Pimm strutted over, her shorts tenting further as her own prodigious package swayed. “Miss Primp, your form’s off,” she purred, her voice dripping with something filthy. She knelt behind Lavinia, hands sliding onto her hips, her fingers brushing the edge of her shorts. “Like this—deeper.” Lavinia bent further, her massive melons swaying, and felt Miss Pimm’s hefty bollocks graze her thigh, the teacher’s bulge pressing against her arse. “Fuck me,” Lavinia muttered, her knickers—buried under the shorts—soaked through as her cock stiffened to full mast. Miss Pimm’s hands lingered, squeezing lightly, and Lavinia’s nuts ached with need.

The class tittered, eyes darting to Lavinia’s display. Beatrice, stretching nearby, flipped her hair, her G-cup wonders bouncing as her shorts rode up, flashing her own plump balls. “God, my boyfriend’s prick’s a bloody disappointment next to that,” she sighed, nodding at Lavinia’s bulge. “Makes me wanna shag a real cock for once.” Clara nodded, smacking Lavinia’s arse again. “Tom’s so small I have to squint to find it. Lavinia’s ruining us for the lads!” The giggles turned to moans about their poorly hung boyfriends, and Lavinia’s face burned, her body humming with lust.

Miss Pimm stood, her shorts now obscenely tented, and clapped. “Locker room, ladies—team exercise next!” Lavinia stumbled after them, her prick throbbing, her shorts a damp mess. In the locker room, the air was thick with steam and giggles. Clara stripped to her knickers, bending over a bench to “adjust” her top, her arse in the air, while Beatrice tugged her shorts down, letting her thick cock and massive nuts spill free for a moment before covering up. “Teamwork time,” Miss Pimm called, striding in, her top clinging to her blimp-sized chest. “Pair up!”

Lavinia barely had a chance to breathe before Clara and Beatrice pounced, dragging her to a corner. “You’re with us,” Clara grinned, her hands roaming Lavinia’s hips, brushing her bulge. Beatrice pressed close, her G-cup treasures rubbing Lavinia’s arm, her fingers teasing the waistband of Lavinia’s shorts. “Let’s see that beast up close,” she whispered, and Lavinia gasped as they tugged the fabric aside, her ten-inch prick springing free, dripping and hard. “Fuck!” Clara squealed, her hand grazing it. “Tom’s got nothing on this!”

Miss Pimm’s shadow loomed, her own bulge twitching as she “supervised.” “Good teamwork,” she murmured, bending to “help,” her shorts slipping to flash her own hefty bollocks. Her hand brushed Lavinia’s cock, a deliberate stroke, and Lavinia moaned, her innocence shredding under the onslaught. The bell rang, shattering the moment, and the girls scattered, leaving Lavinia panting, her shorts yanked back over her throbbing prick, her massive melons heaving. She was a wreck—dripping, desperate, and so fucking ready for whatever St. Titania’s threw at her next.




Chapter Six: The Nurse’s Naughty Check-Up

Lavinia stumbled out of gym class, her H-cup treasures still trembling under her clingy top, the tight shorts a sweaty prison for her ten-inch cock and hefty bollocks. Her knickers were a sodden mess, soaked from Clara and Beatrice’s locker room antics, and every step made her massive melons jiggle like they were begging for freedom. Miss Pimm had waved her off to the nurse with a smirk—“You look peaky, love, better get checked”—and now here she was, shuffling down the corridor, her prick twitching with every sway of her hips. St. Titania’s was a fucking furnace of lust, and she was melting in it.

The nurse’s office was a small, antiseptic haven, all white tiles and the faint tang of iodine, but the woman behind the desk was anything but sterile. Nurse Tully was a shemale matron straight out of a wet dream—five-foot-eight, with a bosom like twin dirigibles straining her crisp blouse, the bra beneath a fortress of satin and steel. Her skirt hugged her hips, outlining a bulge that could’ve knocked over a table—a monstrous cock paired with balls so plump they stretched her silk knickers to the limit. “Miss Primp, is it?” she said, her voice a smoky purr as she adjusted her glasses, her massive orbs shifting. “Strip to your underthings, love. Let’s have a proper look.”

Lavinia’s cheeks flamed, but she obeyed, peeling off her top to reveal the bra cradling her titanic H-cups, the satin cups gleaming with sweat. Her shorts hit the floor next, and her knickers—already damp—clung to her ten-inch beast, the thick outline pressing against the lace, her hefty nuts spilling over the edges. Nurse Tully’s eyes widened, a filthy glint sparking behind her specs. “Good lord,” she murmured, stepping closer, her own bulge twitching under her skirt. “You’re a right handful, aren’t you?” Her hands landed on Lavinia’s shoulders, sliding down to cup her massive melons, squeezing lightly. “Chest feels tight, does it?”

Lavinia nodded, her breath hitching as Nurse Tully’s fingers brushed her nipples through the satin, sending a jolt straight to her prick. “And down here?” the nurse continued, her hand drifting lower, grazing the damp bulge in Lavinia’s knickers. “Bit of strain, I’d wager.” Her touch lingered, a deliberate stroke along the length of Lavinia’s cock, and it sprang to full mast, all ten inches throbbing and dripping. “Fuck me,” Lavinia gasped, her nuts aching as the nurse tutted. “My husband’s a dear,” Nurse Tully sighed, her other hand adjusting her own skirt, “but his little prick’s nothing to this. Barely tickles me, the poor sod. Makes me miss a proper shag.”

Lavinia’s head spun, her body a live wire under the matron’s touch. Nurse Tully stepped back, her blouse buttons straining as she gestured to the exam table. “Hop up, love—bend over, let’s see the full picture.” Lavinia climbed on, her massive orbs swaying, and bent forward, her skirt long gone, her knickers stretched tight over her arse and bulging assets. The nurse yanked the lace down, exposing Lavinia’s ten-inch prick and plump bollocks, and let out a low whistle. “That’s a bloody marvel,” she said, her hands roaming Lavinia’s hips, then brushing her cock again, teasing the tip. Lavinia moaned, her thighs trembling, her innocence shredding with every touch.

Nurse Tully’s skirt rode up as she leaned in, her own monstrous bulge pressing against Lavinia’s thigh, the silk of her knickers damp with want. “Just checking your… reflexes,” she murmured, her fingers sliding along Lavinia’s shaft, stroking slow and deliberate. Lavinia’s prick pulsed, a bead of precum dripping onto the table, and she whimpered, “I’ve never…” The nurse chuckled, her massive dirigibles heaving. “First time’s a treat, then. Relax, love—let me test your limits.” Her hand tightened, pumping once, twice, and Lavinia’s nuts clenched, her body screaming for release.

A sharp knock shattered the haze—Miss Haversham’s voice calling, “Nurse Tully, a word?” Nurse Tully cursed under her breath, stepping back, her skirt falling over her twitching bulge. “Cover up, Miss Primp,” she said, though her eyes promised more. “We’ll finish this… examination later.” Lavinia scrambled to yank her knickers up, her ten-inch beast still hard as steel, her massive melons heaving as she stumbled off the table. Miss Haversham poked her head in, her blouse gaping over her stupendous chest, her gaze flicking to Lavinia’s flushed face and damp shorts. “Everything alright?” she purred, and Nurse Tully smirked. “Oh, she’s in top form, Miss H. Just needs a bit more… attention.”

Lavinia fled, her shorts clinging to her throbbing prick, her bra straps biting as her H-cups bounced. She was a wreck—dripping, desperate, and teetering on the edge of something filthy. St. Titania’s was unraveling her, one groping hand at a time, and fuck, she was starting to crave it.




Chapter Seven: The Teacher’s Tease

Lavinia slunk into Miss Haversham’s classroom, her H-cup treasures still tingling from Nurse Tully’s wicked hands, the tight shorts she’d thrown back on clinging to her ten-inch cock and hefty bollocks like a second skin. Her bra straps dug into her shoulders, the satin cups straining to hold her massive melons, and her sweater hugged every curve, damp with sweat and want. She’d barely slept, her prick throbbing all night after that interrupted “exam,” and now here she was, facing another round of St. Titania’s relentless horniness. The room buzzed with chatter, girls and shemales flipping skirts and giggling, but Lavinia’s eyes locked on Miss Haversham, and fuck, she was a sight.

The teacher stood at the front, her blouse unbuttoned low, the satin bra beneath cradling her stupendous chest like a treasure trove, her massive orbs spilling over the edges. Her flippy skirt danced around her hips, teasing the bulge of a cock that could’ve shamed a stallion, paired with balls so plump they stretched her silk knickers. “Settle down, ladies!” she called, her voice a sultry lilt, and when she turned to the board, her skirt flipped up, flashing those creamy thighs and the faintest hint of her prodigious package. Lavinia’s prick twitched, a damp spot blooming in her shorts, and she sank lower in her seat, praying no one noticed.

“Miss Primp!” Miss Haversham’s gaze zeroed in on her, a filthy glint sparking. “Up front, love—special demonstration today.” Lavinia’s heart leapt into her throat as she stood, her massive melons bouncing, her shorts tenting obscenely with every step. The class tittered—Clara’s eyes wide, Marjorie smirking—and Lavinia felt like a deer in headlights. “Posture’s key,” Miss Haversham purred, stepping close, her chest brushing Lavinia’s arm. “Bend forward, let’s see it.” Lavinia obeyed, leaning over, and her shorts rode up, the outline of her ten-inch beast and hefty nuts pressing against the fabric for all to see.

Miss Haversham knelt, her skirt flipping high as she “adjusted” Lavinia’s stance, revealing her own massive bollocks swaying in silk, her thick cock twitching under the hem. “Like this,” she murmured, her hands sliding onto Lavinia’s hips, fingers brushing the bulge in her shorts—accidental, maybe, but it sent a jolt straight to Lavinia’s core. “Fuck,” Lavinia gasped, her prick stiffening to full mast, and the class erupted. “God, my boyfriend’s todger’s a bloody matchstick next to that!” Penelope squealed, her G-cup wonders jiggling as she bent over her desk, skirt flipping to flash her knickers. “Tom’s so small I need a magnifying glass!” Clara added, smacking her own arse for emphasis.

Miss Haversham’s lips twitched, her hands lingering, stroking the outline of Lavinia’s cock through the shorts. “You’re a distraction, Miss Primp,” she said, her voice thick with lust, and Lavinia’s nuts ached, her knickers soaked beneath the fabric. The teacher stood, her blouse gaping wider, and Lavinia caught a glimpse of those stupendous orbs quivering. “Stay after class,” Miss Haversham whispered, loud enough for Marjorie to hear, who winked and mouthed, “Lucky bitch.” The lesson dragged on, Lavinia squirming, her massive melons heaving with every breath, her prick begging for release.

When the bell rang, the girls filed out, whispering and giggling about their poorly hung lads, leaving Lavinia alone with Miss Haversham. The teacher locked the door, her skirt swishing as she sauntered to the desk. “Private correction,” she purred, bending over it, her skirt flipping to reveal her silk-clad bulge, her massive nuts spilling over the edges. “Show me what’s causing all this fuss.” Lavinia’s hands trembled as she tugged her shorts down, her ten-inch prick springing free, dripping and hard, her H-cups bouncing as she stepped closer. Miss Haversham moaned, her own cock twitching, and reached out, stroking Lavinia’s shaft slow and deliberate. “Fuck me, that’s a beauty,” she groaned, her fingers teasing the tip.

Lavinia whimpered, her body a live wire, her innocence crumbling under the teacher’s touch. Miss Haversham’s other hand slipped under her own skirt, rubbing her bulge, and the air thickened with heat and want. “My chap’s a disappointment too,” she sighed, pumping Lavinia faster. “Tiny prick, no stamina—makes me crave something like this.” Lavinia’s nuts clenched, her prick pulsing, and she was seconds from exploding when a sharp knock rattled the door—a janitor’s gruff, “Oi, anyone in there?” Miss Haversham cursed, stepping back, her skirt falling over her throbbing package. “Later, love,” she promised, her eyes dark with lust. “We’re not done.”

Lavinia yanked her shorts up, her cock still hard as steel, her massive melons heaving as she stumbled out, dripping and dazed. St. Titania’s was a fucking inferno, and she was burning up—terrified, horny, and so ready for whatever came next.




Chapter Eight: The Grand Finale

Lavinia’s legs wobbled as she fled Miss Haversham’s classroom, her H-cup treasures bouncing under her sweat-soaked sweater, the satin bra beneath a torture device of lust and strain. Her shorts clung to her ten-inch cock and hefty bollocks, still throbbing from the teacher’s wicked strokes, a damp patch spreading with every step. St. Titania’s had stripped her bare—figuratively, and damn near literally—and after weeks of groping, teasing, and near-shags, she was a quivering mess of want. Today was the term-end gala, a grand affair of skirts and brassieres, and Lavinia knew it’d be her breaking point. She was fucking ready.

The great hall was a riot of flesh and fabric, girls and shemales dolled up in tight blouses and flippy skirts, their massive orbs spilling over satin cups, their bulges teasing under hems. Lavinia wore a custom number—a blouse that gaped over her titanic H-cups, a bra so vast it could’ve doubled as a hammock, and a skirt so short it barely hid her prick and plump nuts, now straining her lacy knickers. She caught Beatrice’s eye across the room, the shemale’s G-cup wonders jiggling as she bent to adjust her garter, her skirt flipping to flash her thick cock and balls. “Fuck me, Lavinia,” Beatrice purred, sauntering over, “you’re a walking shag tonight.”

Before Lavinia could reply, Mrs. Gladstone swept in, her bosom like twin zeppelins under a sweater, her tight skirt outlining a bulge that made Lavinia’s knees weak. “Miss Primp,” she barked, “you’re with me—special performance.” Lavinia’s heart raced as the matron dragged her to a stage, Miss Haversham and Nurse Tully flanking her, all three in outfits that screamed sex. Miss Haversham’s blouse hung open, her stupendous chest quivering, her skirt teasing her prodigious package. Nurse Tully’s sweater clung to her dirigible-sized orbs, her skirt hiked to show her monstrous cock twitching in silk.

“Deportment showcase,” Mrs. Gladstone announced to the cheering crowd, bending over a prop table, her skirt riding up to reveal her massive nuts and prick straining her knickers. “Miss Primp’s our star.” Lavinia stumbled forward, her skirt flipping as she moved, her ten-inch beast and hefty bollocks on full display, the satin damp and stretched. The crowd gasped—Clara squealing, “Tom’s prick’s a bloody joke next to that!”—and Lavinia’s face burned, but her cock stiffened, dripping with need. Miss Haversham stepped close, her hands brushing Lavinia’s bulge, whispering, “Let’s give ‘em a show.”

The “performance” dissolved into chaos. Nurse Tully yanked Lavinia’s shorts down, her ten-inch prick springing free, and stroked it slow, moaning, “My husband’s tiny willy’s nothing to this.” Miss Haversham bent beside her, skirt flipped, her own thick cock and balls spilling from silk, rubbing against Lavinia’s thigh. Mrs. Gladstone joined, her massive orbs heaving as she tugged her skirt up, her monstrous prick pulsing, and grabbed Lavinia’s hand, guiding it to her bulge. “Fuck my husband’s useless cock,” she growled, “shag me proper.”

Lavinia’s head spun, her innocence gone, replaced by raw, dripping lust. She thrust into Nurse Tully’s grip, her H-cups bouncing, then turned, slamming her prick against Miss Haversham’s arse, the teacher moaning as their bulges clashed. Mrs. Gladstone pressed in, her cock grinding Lavinia’s thigh, and the crowd roared—girls and shemales shedding knickers, hands roaming, a sea of massive melons and swinging pricks. Beatrice leapt onstage, her G-cup treasures swaying, and yanked Lavinia into a kiss, her thick cock brushing Lavinia’s nuts. “Fuck the boyfriends,” she panted, “let’s shag each other silly.”

It was a blur—sweaty, sticky, and loud. Lavinia’s prick found Nurse Tully’s hand, then Miss Haversham’s arse, then Beatrice’s grip, her nuts clenching as she finally erupted, a hot, messy release that splattered silk and satin. The women groaned, their own cocks pulsing, and the hall became a writhing pile of flesh, skirts flipped, bras bursting, every moan a lament for the tiny todgers left behind. Lavinia collapsed, panting, her massive melons heaving, her prick spent but still twitching. St. Titania’s had claimed her, and fuck, she’d loved every second.






Epilogue

Six months later, Lavinia strutted across St. Titania’s quad, a seasoned queen of the chaos. Her H-cups jiggled under a tight blouse, her skirt flipped with every step, her ten-inch beast and plump nuts a proud bulge in satin. She’d shagged her way through half the staff and students, her innocence a distant memory, replaced by a filthy confidence that turned heads. Beatrice was her steady now, their G-cup and H-cup wonders a match made in smut, their cocks clashing nightly. The boyfriends? Dumped, forgotten, their tiny pricks no match for St. Titania’s bounty. Lavinia grinned, bending to adjust her garter, her skirt flashing her goods. This was her world now—tits, cocks, and endless, dripping fun.

St. Titania’s Shemale Shagfest




Chapter One: The Grand Arrival at St. Titania’s

The double doors of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies swung open with a dramatic creak, and in sashayed Poppy and Violet, two gloriously endowed shemales who could stop traffic with a single sway of their hips. Poppy, eighteen, stood at a pert 5’6”, her chestnut curls bouncing as she strutted, while Violet, nineteen and a statuesque 5’10”, flicked her platinum blonde locks with a smirk that promised mischief. Their J-cup treasures strained against the confines of their massive brassieres, the kind of engineering marvels that could hold up a small bridge. Poppy’s blouse, a tight cream number, clung to her voluptuous chest pillows like a second skin, the buttons practically begging for mercy. Violet’s sweater, a cherry-red delight, hugged her titanic twin peaks so snugly you could see the lace of her bra peeking through.

Their skirts were a scandal in motion—Poppy’s short, flippy pleated number in tartan danced dangerously high, flashing glimpses of her satin panties stretched taut over her ten-inch beast and a pair of balls so hefty they’d make a bull jealous. Violet’s tight pencil skirt in black wool was a masterpiece of restraint, outlining every curve of her colossal package, her enormous sack shifting with each step like a promise of debauchery. Pants? Oh, they’d tried them once, but the sight of their monstrous bulges in skintight denim had caused a minor riot at the local chip shop. Skirts it was, then—unless they felt like showing off, which, let’s be honest, was most days.

“Oi, Violet, reckon the headmistress’ll give us a proper welcome?” Poppy giggled, bending over to adjust her garter, her skirt flipping up to reveal those gargantuan orbs dangling like ripe fruit. A passing groundskeeper nearly dropped his rake, his eyes bulging as much as her knickers.

“Only if she’s got a ruler long enough to measure these fuckers,” Violet shot back, giving her own skirt a tug to flash her semi-erect monster cock, thick and veiny, before smoothing it down with a wink. “Bet she’s a right busty bint herself.”

The courtyard of St. Titania’s buzzed with activity, a sea of students and staff all blessed with chest melons that defied gravity. A gaggle of girls in tight blouses giggled as they bent over to pick up books—accidentally, of course—their arses patted fondly by a grinning janitor. A shemale teacher, her sweater puppies bouncing as she scolded a lad for staring, adjusted her glasses, her skirt riding up to hint at a bulge that put most blokes to shame. Everywhere you looked, it was a festival of titanic tits and shameless flirting, the air thick with perfume and the rustle of lingerie.

Poppy and Violet strutted toward the main hall, their heels clicking on the cobblestones. “Fuck me, look at that one,” Poppy whispered, nodding at a shemale student leaning over a fountain, her flippy skirt hiked up to show off a pair of bollocks that could double as doorstops. Her boyfriend, a lanky chap with a mop of brown hair, stood nearby, his trousers doing a piss-poor job of hiding his own modest endowment. “Poor sod’s got nothing on us.”

“Bet she wanks him off out of pity,” Violet sniggered, her own massive melons jiggling as she laughed. “Reckon we’ll find some proper fun here, though. These lasses look desperate for a real shag.”

Inside the hall, the headmistress awaited—a vision of matronly allure named Miss Penelope Plumpwell. Her bosom balloons strained a tweed blazer, the buttons clinging for dear life, while her tight skirt hugged hips that screamed authority. She was a shemale, no doubt about it; the faint outline of her hefty prick pressed against the fabric like a silent challenge. “Welcome, ladies,” she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed command. “St. Titania’s expects decorum—and a bit of cheek, I daresay.”

Poppy grinned, bending to pick up an imaginary speck of dust, her skirt flipping to flash her colossal balls again. “Decorum’s my middle name, Miss P.” The headmistress’s eyes lingered, a smirk tugging at her lips.

Violet, not to be outdone, leaned forward to adjust her blouse, her sweater cannons nearly spilling out. “And I’m all about cheek, ma’am.” She gave her arse a playful wiggle, the tight skirt showcasing her enormous package in all its glory.

Miss Plumpwell chuckled, patting Violet’s bum with a firm hand. “Oh, you’ll fit right in. Now, off to your dorms—unpack those ridiculous brassieres and settle in. Lessons start tomorrow, and I expect you to be… attentive.”

As they sauntered off, Poppy whispered, “Reckon she’s packing more than a ruler under that skirt?”

“Fuck yeah,” Violet replied, her eyes glinting. “Bet she’d love a go at these.” She cupped her own gigantic chest globes, then gave her bulge a teasing squeeze. “This place is gonna be a bloody riot.”

The dorms were a vision of chaos—girls and shemales unpacking, bending over trunks in short skirts and tight tops, their stupendous sweater stretchers bouncing with every move. Poppy flopped onto a bed, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin-clad monster and those hefty nuts. “Home sweet home,” she sighed, stroking her bulge absentmindedly.

Violet yanked her own skirt up, her massive cock springing free, already half-hard. “Time to christen it, then. Who’s first?” She eyed a curvy shemale across the room, her boyfriend trailing behind with a pout. “Oi, love, your bloke looks knackered—fancy a real ride?”

The shemale turned, her eyes widening at Violet’s endowment. “Blimey, that’s a proper prick. Mine’s barely six inches, and he’s—” She jerked a thumb at her boyfriend. “—a bloody disappointment.”

Poppy laughed, hopping up to join the fray, her own titanic treasures swaying. “Stick with us, darling. We’ll show you how it’s done.” And with that, St. Titania’s newest stars dove headfirst into their smutty, glorious adventure.

Chapter Two: The Headmistress’s “Private Lesson”

Poppy and Violet hadn’t even unpacked their trunks when a prim little note arrived, summoning them to Miss Penelope Plumpwell’s office for a “welcome chat.” The pair exchanged a glance, their lips curling into identical smirks. Poppy adjusted her flippy tartan skirt, the hem barely grazing her thighs, her satin panties straining to contain her ten-inch monster and a pair of balls so massive they’d make a stallion blush. Violet smoothed her cherry-red sweater over her J-cup chest pillows, the tight wool outlining every curve of her titanic treasures, her black pencil skirt hugging her colossal package like a lover’s embrace. “Reckon she’s got a measuring tape ready for us?” Poppy giggled, giving her arse a wiggle.

“Hope so,” Violet purred, strutting ahead. “I’d love to see her try to handle these fuckers.” She gave her bulge a playful squeeze, her hefty sack shifting under the fabric.

The headmistress’s office was a vision of tweedy decadence—dark wood, leather chairs, and a desk big enough to shag on, which, as it turned out, was prophetic. Miss Plumpwell stood behind it, her bosom balloons thrusting against a tweed blazer, the buttons clinging for dear life. Her tight skirt clung to her hips, the faint outline of her own hefty prick pressing against the wool like a silent dare. “Come in, girls,” she purred, her voice a velvet whip. She patted Poppy’s bum as she passed, her fingers lingering just long enough to send a shiver up the younger shemale’s spine. “Let’s get you settled, shall we?”

“Oh, we’re very settle-able, Miss P,” Violet said, leaning forward to adjust her sweater, her stupendous sweater stretchers nearly spilling out of their massive brassiere. The headmistress’s eyes flicked down, drinking in the sight.

“Indeed,” Miss Plumpwell murmured, turning to “fetch a file” from a low drawer. She bent over the desk, her skirt riding up to reveal lacy knickers stretched taut over a thick, semi-hard cock—easily nine inches—and a pair of balls like ripe melons dangling beneath. Poppy let out a low whistle, “accidentally” dropping her purse and bending over to retrieve it. Her flippy skirt flipped higher, flashing her gargantuan nuts, the satin of her panties gleaming in the lamplight. Violet, not to be outdone, “stretched” to crack her back, her pencil skirt outlining her ten-inch beast and hefty sack in glorious detail.

Miss Plumpwell straightened, her cheeks flushed, her own bulge now unmistakable. “You two are trouble,” she said, but her smirk betrayed her. She yanked her skirt up higher, revealing her monster prick in full—thick, veiny, and throbbing with intent. “Prove your dedication to St. Titania’s, then. On your knees.”

Poppy grinned, dropping to the floor like it was her calling, her J-cup chest globes bouncing as she crawled forward. She tugged Miss Plumpwell’s knickers aside, freeing that glorious cock, and wrapped her lips around it, sucking with a greedy moan. “Fuck, you’re hung like a bloody horse,” she mumbled around the shaft, her tongue swirling over the tip. Violet sauntered behind the headmistress, hiking her own skirt to unleash her massive prick, already rock-hard and dripping. She pressed it against Miss Plumpwell’s arse, teasing the entrance with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Room for one more, ma’am?” Violet asked, then plunged in without waiting for an answer. Miss Plumpwell gasped, her bosom balloons heaving as Violet fucked her deep, the sound of slapping flesh filling the room. Poppy sucked harder, her own cock twitching under her skirt, her colossal balls aching for release. She yanked her panties down, letting her ten-inch beast spring free, and started wanking herself off, her hand a blur.

“Bloody hell, girls,” Miss Plumpwell panted, gripping the desk as Violet pounded her arse and Poppy’s mouth worked her prick. Her blazer popped a button, her titanic tit-mounds jiggling free of their confines. “You’re—oh, fuck—natural talents!” She came with a shudder, spurting thick ropes into Poppy’s eager mouth, who swallowed every drop like it was fine wine.

Violet wasn’t far behind, pulling out to spray across Miss Plumpwell’s arse, her massive cock pulsing with each jet. Poppy, still on her knees, groaned as she hit her own peak, her enormous sack tightening as she shot a load across the carpet, splattering the headmistress’s polished shoes. The three of them collapsed in a sweaty heap, skirts askew, brassieres half-off, and cocks softening in the afterglow.

Miss Plumpwell adjusted her blouse, her chest melons still trembling. “Well,” she said, catching her breath, “you’ve certainly made an impression. I’ll be keeping a close eye on you two.” She patted Violet’s bum again, then Poppy’s, her fingers lingering once more. “Dismissed—for now.”

Poppy licked her lips, tugging her skirt down over her still-impressive bulge. “Reckon we aced that, Vi?”

Violet smirked, smoothing her sweater over her gigantic rack. “Fuck yeah. Next time, let’s see if she can take us both up front.” They strutted out, leaving Miss Plumpwell panting behind her desk, already plotting their next “lesson.”




Chapter Three: The Shemale Showdown

Poppy and Violet were barely a week into St. Titania’s when the dorm-room whispers reached them—an invite to a “measurement party” hosted by the college’s sauciest shemale clique. Poppy adjusted her flippy tartan skirt, the hem teasing her thighs, her satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch beast and a pair of balls so hefty they’d make a rugby player weep. Violet tugged her cherry-red sweater over her J-cup chest pillows, the wool clinging to her titanic treasures, her black pencil skirt outlining her colossal package like a neon sign screaming “fuck me.” “Reckon they’ll cry when they see these?” Poppy giggled, giving her bulge a playful pat.

“Hope so,” Violet smirked, strutting toward the dorm. “Let’s give ‘em a proper show, yeah?”

The room was a haze of perfume and giggles, three shemales sprawled across beds and chairs, their boyfriends sipping tea like smug little pricks. Lily, an H-cup stunner with chestnut curls, lounged in a tight blouse, her nine-inch cock hinted at under a short flippy skirt. Rose, G-cup and raven-haired, leaned over to adjust her stockings, her eight-inch prick and plump bollocks flashing as her skirt rode up. Daisy, I-cup and blonde, bent over a trunk “looking for something,” her ten-inch monster swaying in lacy knickers. Their lads—Ted, Jim, and Baz—grinned, oblivious to the storm about to hit.

“New girls, eh?” Lily purred, whipping out a ruler. “Let’s see what you’ve got.” She yanked her skirt up, her thick cock springing free, balls dangling like ripe plums. Rose and Daisy followed, skirts in a heap, their pricks standing proud as they measured each other, giggling and bending over furniture to flaunt their assets.

Poppy grinned, dropping her purse “by accident” and bending low, her flippy skirt flipping high to reveal her gargantuan nuts swaying in satin, her ten-inch beast half-hard already. Violet sauntered forward, unzipping her pencil skirt to let it fall, her massive cock bouncing free, her hefty sack swinging like a pendulum. The room went silent, rulers forgotten. “Fuck me,” Daisy breathed, her own ten-incher twitching. “Those are bloody cannons.”

“Oi, Ted,” Lily snapped at her boyfriend, a scrawny lad with a mop of ginger hair. “Why can’t you pack summat like that? Mine’s a bloody twig next to hers!” Ted’s smirk faded, his trousers doing fuck-all to hide his pitiful bulge.

Poppy laughed, stepping out of her skirt entirely, her J-cup chest globes jiggling as she stroked her prick to full hardness. “Let’s give ‘em a real comparison, then.” She grabbed Lily, bending her over the bed, and plunged her massive cock into her tight arse, fucking her with slow, deep thrusts. Lily moaned, her H-cup melons bouncing free of her blouse, her own prick slapping her thighs.

Violet wasn’t waiting. She hauled Rose and Daisy onto a chaise, flipping their skirts up like flags of surrender. “Two at once, eh?” she growled, shoving her ten-inch beast into Rose’s dripping hole while wanking Daisy’s cock with one hand. Rose’s G-cup treasures swayed, her tight sweater popping buttons, while Daisy’s I-cup bosom balloons jiggled as she begged for more. “Harder, you hung bitch!” Daisy gasped, her balls tightening.

The boyfriends watched, jaws slack, hands creeping to their trousers. “Bloody hell, Jim,” Rose panted between thrusts, “you’re a fucking disappointment next to this!” Jim whimpered, stroking his measly five-incher as Violet pounded his girl into the cushions.

Poppy sped up, her colossal sack slapping Lily’s arse, her cock stretching her wide. “Take it, you sexy tart,” she groaned, yanking Lily’s blouse open to squeeze her H-cup mounds. Lily came with a scream, spurting across the bed, her prick pulsing. Poppy followed, pulling out to spray thick ropes over Lily’s back, her J-cup chest heaving.

Violet grinned, switching holes—now fucking Daisy while Rose wanked herself off, her eight-incher glistening. “Come on, you big-titted sluts,” Violet growled, her massive melons bouncing free of her brassiere. She slammed into Daisy, her hefty balls smacking flesh, and came hard, flooding her insides. Daisy shuddered, her own load splattering Rose’s thighs, while Rose finished herself off, cum dripping onto the floor.

The room stank of sex, skirts and knickers in a pile, the shemales panting and giggling. Ted, Jim, and Baz sat sticky and spent, their trousers ruined. “Fuck me,” Lily wheezed, sprawled across the bed. “You two are bloody legends.”

“Stick with us,” Poppy said, wiping her prick on a stray stocking. “We’ll show you lot how it’s done.”

Violet smirked, tugging her sweater back over her gigantic rack. “Next time, bring bigger rulers—and leave the lads at home.” The clique laughed, already plotting round two, as Poppy and Violet strutted out, their bulges proud and unashamed.




Chapter Four: The Library Lay

Poppy and Violet had been at St. Titania’s long enough to know the library was less about books and more about hushed giggles and stolen glances. They sauntered in under the guise of a “study session,” Poppy’s flippy tartan skirt swishing against her thighs, her satin panties stretched tight over her ten-inch beast and a pair of balls so massive they’d make a porn star blush. Violet’s cherry-red sweater clung to her J-cup chest pillows, the wool outlining her titanic treasures, her black pencil skirt hugging her colossal package like a second skin. “Reckon we’ll find summat worth reading?” Poppy teased, twirling a curl around her finger.

“Only if it’s got pictures of cocks like ours,” Violet shot back, her smirk pure filth as they pushed through the heavy oak doors.

The library was a maze of towering shelves and dim light, presided over by Miss Prudence, a stern shemale librarian whose I-cup bosom balloons strained a tight sweater dress, the grey wool doing fuck-all to hide the outline of her nine-inch prick. Her glasses perched on her nose, but her eyes flicked to the girls’ swaying hips as they approached. “Quiet, please,” she snapped, her voice crisp, though her gaze lingered on Poppy’s flippy hem.

“Oops,” Poppy chirped, “dropping” her book with a theatrical bend. Her skirt flipped high, flashing her gargantuan nuts swaying in satin, the fabric gleaming under the lamplight. Miss Prudence’s lips twitched, her own bulge shifting under her dress. Violet, not to be outdone, “reached” for a high shelf, her pencil skirt riding up to showcase her ten-inch monster pressing her knickers taut, her hefty sack outlined like a prize.

“Disgraceful,” Miss Prudence muttered, but her hand brushed Poppy’s arse as she strode past, locking the door with a decisive click. “You two need discipline.” She hiked her sweater dress up, revealing lacy knickers stretched over her thick, throbbing cock and plump bollocks dangling beneath. “Under the table, now,” she ordered, pointing at Poppy.

Poppy grinned, crawling beneath the oak reading table, her J-cup chest globes jiggling as she tugged Miss Prudence’s knickers aside. That nine-inch prick sprang free, veiny and dripping, and Poppy wrapped her lips around it, sucking with a greedy moan. “Fuck, you’re tasty,” she mumbled, her tongue swirling over the tip, her own cock twitching under her skirt. She yanked her panties down, letting her massive beast bounce loose, and started wanking herself, her colossal sack swaying with each stroke.

Violet smirked, stepping behind Miss Prudence and shoving her pencil skirt to her ankles. Her ten-inch cock sprang out, rock-hard and glistening, and she pressed it against the librarian’s arse. “Room for me, you strict bitch?” she growled, then thrust in deep, fucking her against a bookshelf. Books toppled, spines cracking, as Miss Prudence gasped, her I-cup melons bouncing free of her brassiere, nipples hard as bullets.

“Harder, you little sluts,” Miss Prudence panted, gripping the shelf as Violet pounded her arse and Poppy’s mouth worked her prick. Her sweater dress bunched around her waist, her bosom balloons jiggling with each thrust. Poppy sucked deeper, her own hand a blur on her cock, her hefty nuts tightening. Violet sped up, her J-cup treasures swaying, her massive sack slapping Miss Prudence’s thighs.

“Take it, you horny cow,” Violet groaned, her thrusts relentless. Miss Prudence came first, a choked cry escaping as she spurted thick ropes into Poppy’s mouth. Poppy swallowed every drop, then pulled back, her own climax hitting—she shot a load across the table’s underside, splattering the wood with sticky white. Violet yanked out, spraying across Miss Prudence’s arse, her cock pulsing with each jet, dripping down her trembling legs.

The trio collapsed, Miss Prudence sprawled over the table, Poppy and Violet panting beside her. Skirts and knickers lay in a heap, the air thick with sex and dust. “Bloody hell,” Miss Prudence wheezed, adjusting her glasses, her I-cup mounds still heaving. “You’re a menace. I’ll have to… keep you quiet next time.”

Poppy licked her lips, tugging her skirt down over her still-impressive bulge. “Promise, Miss P?”

Violet smirked, smoothing her sweater over her gigantic rack. “Yeah, reckon we’ll need lots of discipline.” They strutted out, leaving Miss Prudence to mop up the mess, her dress stained and her mind already plotting their next “study session.”




Chapter Five: The Art Class Exposure

Poppy and Violet strutted into the art room at St. Titania’s like they owned the place, their hips swaying with every step. Poppy’s flippy tartan skirt danced dangerously high, her satin panties stretched to breaking over her ten-inch beast and a pair of balls so massive they’d make a stallion jealous. Violet’s cherry-red sweater hugged her J-cup chest pillows, the wool clinging to her titanic treasures, her black pencil skirt outlining her colossal package like a filthy promise. “Reckon we’ll draw summat pretty?” Poppy giggled, twirling a curl.

“Only if it’s our cocks,” Violet smirked, her eyes glinting as they took in the room—easels scattered, paint pots gleaming, and a dozen students gawking already.

Miss Celeste, the teacher, stood at the front, a sultry shemale with H-cup bosom balloons straining a tight smock, the white cotton doing fuck-all to hide her nine-inch prick and plump nuts bulging beneath. Her auburn hair was pinned up, but her smirk was pure sin. “Today’s life drawing,” she purred, eyeing the girls. “Volunteers?”

Poppy’s hand shot up, and Violet followed, both sauntering to the center. “We’ll do it,” Poppy chirped, kicking off her skirt with a flourish. The tartan hit the floor, revealing her satin knickers stretched taut over her massive cock, her gargantuan sack swaying as she bent to “adjust” her pose. Violet unzipped her pencil skirt, letting it drop, her lacy panties tenting with her ten-inch monster, her hefty balls outlined like a sculptor’s dream. They peeled off their tops next, massive brassieres falling away, their J-cup treasures bouncing free—nipples hard, skin flushed.

“Like this, Miss?” Poppy asked, bending over an easel, her arse high, her colossal nuts dangling in full view. Violet stretched beside her, one leg up on a stool, her prick pressing her knickers so tight the lace groaned.

Miss Celeste’s breath hitched, her smock tenting as she stepped closer. “Needs… adjustment,” she murmured, patting Poppy’s arse, her fingers lingering on the satin. She brushed Violet’s bulge next, her hand trembling. “Class, observe the form,” she said, but her voice cracked as she yanked her smock off. Her nine-inch prick sprang free, thick and dripping, her plump bollocks swinging as she grabbed Poppy. “Over the stool, now.”

Poppy grinned, bending over the stool, her J-cup mounds swaying as Miss Celeste thrust into her arse, her cock stretching her wide. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Miss Celeste groaned, paint splattering from a nearby pot as she pounded, her H-cup melons bouncing free of her bra. Violet smirked, stepping behind the teacher, her own ten-inch beast rock-hard. She shoved her knickers down, freeing her massive sack, and plunged into Miss Celeste’s arse, fucking her in rhythm.

“Room for me, you sexy bitch?” Violet growled, her thrusts deep, her hefty balls slapping Miss Celeste’s thighs. The stool creaked, Poppy moaning as her own cock twitched, dripping pre-cum onto the floor. She yanked her satin aside, wanking herself off, her gargantuan nuts tightening with each stroke.

The class watched, pencils scratching furiously, though half were stroking themselves under desks. “Harder, you hung sluts!” Miss Celeste panted, her bosom balloons jiggling wildly. Poppy’s hand sped up, her ten-inch prick pulsing as she came, spurting thick ropes across the stool, splattering paint and wood. Miss Celeste followed, pulling out to spray over Poppy’s arse, her cock throbbing with each jet.

Violet grinned, slamming into Miss Celeste one last time before pulling out, her massive load painting the teacher’s back, dripping down her trembling legs. The trio collapsed, Poppy sprawled over the stool, Violet panting, Miss Celeste a sticky mess between them. Paint pots lay toppled, the canvas a cum-soaked masterpiece of smeared colors and lust.

“Bloody hell,” Miss Celeste wheezed, her H-cup mounds heaving as she adjusted her glasses—somehow still on. “You two are… exceptional models. Private lessons, perhaps?”

Poppy licked her lips, tugging her knickers back over her still-impressive bulge. “Only if you bring more paint, Miss.”

Violet smirked, smoothing her sweater over her gigantic rack. “Yeah, reckon we’ve got plenty more to draw out of you.” They strutted out, leaving the class buzzing and Miss Celeste plotting their next “session,” her smock a ruin and her mind ablaze.




Chapter Six: The Grand Finale at St. Titania’s

Poppy and Violet had turned St. Titania’s into their personal playground, and the end-of-term “talent show” was their chance to go out with a bang—literally. The auditorium buzzed with anticipation, every seat filled with busty students and staff, their colossal chest melons straining tight blouses and sweaters. Poppy adjusted her flippy tartan skirt, the hem teasing her thighs, her satin panties stretched to bursting over her ten-inch beast and a pair of balls so massive they’d make a bull weep. Violet smoothed her cherry-red sweater over her J-cup chest pillows, the wool clinging to her titanic treasures, her black pencil skirt outlining her colossal package like a filthy invitation. “Reckon we’ll shock ‘em?” Poppy giggled, twirling a curl.

“Fuck yeah,” Violet smirked, her eyes glinting. “Let’s give ‘em a show they’ll wank to for years.”

The stage was set with a flimsy curtain and a single prop table, but that’s all they needed. Miss Plumpwell, the headmistress, sat front row, her I-cup bosom balloons heaving under a tweed blazer, her tight skirt hinting at her own nine-inch prick. Beside her, Miss Celeste and Miss Prudence whispered, their H- and I-cup mounds jiggling with excitement. The lights dimmed, and Poppy strutted out, bending over to “adjust” the table, her skirt flipping high to flash her gargantuan nuts swaying in satin. The crowd gasped, a few lads already tenting their trousers.

Violet joined her, yanking her pencil skirt down in one smooth move, her ten-inch monster springing free, her hefty sack swinging as she “stretched” for the audience. “Oops,” she purred, peeling off her sweater to let her J-cup treasures bounce loose, nipples hard as bullets. Poppy followed, tossing her skirt and blouse aside, her massive brassiere hitting the floor, her chest globes swaying as she stroked her prick to full hardness.

“Time for the real talent,” Poppy grinned, grabbing Violet and bending her over the table. She plunged her ten-inch cock into Violet’s arse, fucking her deep, her colossal sack slapping flesh with each thrust. Violet moaned, wanking her own massive prick, her J-cup mounds bouncing wildly. The crowd cheered, Miss Plumpwell’s hand creeping to her skirt, her bulge growing.

Miss Celeste leapt up, her smock discarded, her nine-inch prick throbbing as she joined them. “My turn,” she growled, bending Poppy over beside Violet and ramming into her arse, her H-cup melons jiggling free. Miss Prudence wasn’t far behind, her sweater dress hiked up, her nine-inch cock out as she fucked Violet’s mouth, her I-cup bosom balloons swaying. The stage turned into a writhing, moaning mess—cocks plunging, balls slapping, and tits bouncing in a symphony of smut.

“Harder, you filthy bitches!” Poppy gasped, her prick dripping as Miss Celeste pounded her. Violet groaned around Miss Prudence’s cock, her own load spurting across the table, splattering wood and satin. Poppy came next, pulling out to spray over Violet’s back, her gargantuan nuts pulsing. Miss Celeste and Miss Prudence followed, their cum painting the girls’ arses and faces, the table a sticky ruin.

The crowd roared, students and staff alike wanking openly, skirts and trousers discarded. Miss Plumpwell stood, her skirt up, her own monster prick in hand as she stroked herself off, spurting into the front row. The stage was a cum-soaked chaos, the girls and teachers panting, their massive endowments glistening under the lights.

Poppy licked her lips, tugging her knickers back on, her bulge still proud. “Best fucking term ever, Vi.”

Violet smirked, smoothing her sweater over her gigantic rack. “Yeah, reckon we’ve left our mark.”






Epilogue

Six months later, Poppy and Violet lounged in a posh London flat, their St. Titania’s days a fond, filthy memory. Poppy, now nineteen, bent over to grab a beer, her flippy skirt flashing her hefty sack, her J-cup treasures bouncing in a tight top. Violet, twenty, sprawled on the sofa, her pencil skirt outlining her ten-inch beast, her cherry-red sweater clinging to her chest pillows. They’d turned their talents into a smutty cabaret act—sold-out shows of skirt-flipping, cock-swinging debauchery.

“Miss Plumpwell sent a letter,” Poppy said, sipping her drink. “Wants us back for alumni day.”

Violet grinned, stroking her bulge. “Only if we can shag the whole staff again. Reckon they’ve missed these fuckers?”

“Fuck yeah,” Poppy laughed, bending over to flash her satin-clad nuts. “Let’s give ‘em a reunion they’ll never forget.”
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