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Balls Out at St. Titania’s




Chapter One: Welcome to St. Titania’s

The morning sun spilled through the arched windows of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, casting golden beams across the polished oak floors of the dormitory lounge. The air buzzed with the chatter of eighteen- and nineteen-year-old students, their voices a mix of nervous giggles and bold flirtations. Among them stood Penelope and Vivian, two breathtakingly gorgeous shemales, their J-cup juggernauts straining against the tight, low-cut blouses of their school uniforms. Penelope, nineteen, with cascading auburn hair, adjusted her massive brassiere, the satin cups gleaming under the sheer fabric of her blouse. Vivian, eighteen, her blonde curls bouncing, tugged at her short, flippy skirt, which barely concealed the colossal bulge of her ten-inch cock and heavy, swaying balls nestled in lacy panties.

Penelope leaned over to pick up a fallen pencil, her skirt riding up to reveal the taut silk of her underwear, stretched obscenely over her massive nuts. A passing student, Clara, a raven-haired beauty with her own eye-popping rack, let out a playful gasp and swatted Penelope’s pert arse. “Careful, Penny, you’re giving the whole lounge a show!” Clara teased, her own tight sweater clinging to her voluptuous melons, the outline of her lacy bra visible through the fabric.

Vivian smirked, bending over to adjust her garter belt, her skirt flipping up to expose her own enormous balls, barely contained by a pair of crimson panties. “Oh, Clara, jealous your boyfriend’s bollocks don’t measure up?” she purred, her voice dripping with mischief. Clara flushed, her fingers toying with the hem of her pleated mini, which hugged her curves like a second skin. “Hardly,” she shot back, though her eyes lingered on Vivian’s bulge, a hint of envy flickering across her face. “Though, Christ, Viv, you could club someone unconscious with that lot.”

The lounge was a riot of colour and curves, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Skirts were short and flouncy, blouses tight enough to showcase every inch of their prodigious knockers, and brassieres so massive they could double as parachutes. The dress code at St. Titania’s was strict: no trousers allowed, as they’d never accommodate the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls. Penelope and Vivian occasionally defied this with skin-tight leggings, delighting in the gasps and stares their obscene bulges elicited. Today, though, they stuck to the uniform: short navy skirts, white blouses unbuttoned just enough to tease, and bras that hefted their stupendous bazooms into gravity-defying peaks.

As the bell rang for first period, the duo sauntered toward their Literature class, their heels clicking on the hardwood. Penelope’s skirt swished, revealing glimpses of her satin-clad cock, the fabric straining as her shaft twitched with every step. Vivian’s blouse gaped slightly, her titanic titties bouncing with each sway of her hips. The corridor was a parade of similar sights: girls bending over to tie shoelaces, their skirts flipping up to show lacy knickers, and shemales adjusting their bras, their colossal love-melons threatening to spill free.

In the classroom, Miss Lavender, a strikingly attractive matron in her forties, awaited them. Her G-cup whoppers were encased in a corset-style bra, visible through her sheer silk blouse, and her pencil skirt hugged her arse like a lover’s caress. She was a shemale, her own impressive package subtly outlined beneath her skirt. “Settle down, ladies,” she called, her voice warm but firm. “And do try to keep your skirts from flipping up every five seconds. We’re here to discuss Austen, not your undergarments.”

Penelope slid into her seat, crossing her legs so her skirt rode up, exposing the lacy edge of her panties and the hefty curve of her balls. Vivian, beside her, leaned forward, her massive rack pressing against the desk, the buttons of her blouse straining heroically. A male student, Timothy, sitting nearby, nearly dropped his book, his eyes glued to Vivian’s cleavage. “Fuck me, Viv,” he whispered, adjusting his trousers. “Your boyfriend’s a lucky bastard.”

Vivian winked, her hand brushing her skirt to reveal more of her bulging knickers. “Oh, Timmy, my boyfriend’s cock doesn’t hold a candle to this,” she said, patting her crotch where her ten-inch monster lay coiled. Timothy groaned, his face red, and Penelope giggled, her own massive orbs jiggling in her bra.

Miss Lavender cleared her throat, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Miss Vivian, if you’re quite done flaunting your assets, perhaps you’d like to read the passage on page forty-two?” Vivian stood, deliberately bending over to retrieve her book, her skirt flipping up to showcase her enormous balls, the silk of her panties stretched to its limits. The class erupted in laughter and wolf-whistles, and even Miss Lavender bit her lip, her own skirt tightening as her cock stirred.

As Vivian read, her voice sultry, Penelope’s mind wandered to last night’s escapade. She and Vivian had slipped into the groundskeeper’s shed with Clara and her boyfriend, James. Clara’s skirt had been hiked up, her panties around her ankles, as James fucked her against the wall, her massive jugs bouncing in her bra. Penelope had yanked her own skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, and Vivian had joined in, her own thick shaft glistening as they took turns with Clara, their heavy balls slapping against her thighs. The memory made Penelope’s cock twitch, her panties growing damp as she shifted in her seat.

The lesson dragged on, but the real excitement came at break. In the courtyard, students lounged on benches, skirts flipping in the breeze to reveal lacy thongs and overstuffed bras. Penelope and Vivian joined a group of girls and shemales, including Sophie, a petite shemale with H-cup honkers and a cock that rivalled theirs in size. Sophie’s boyfriend, Mark, was beside her, his hand resting on her arse, but his eyes kept darting to Penelope’s bulge, outlined starkly in her tight skirt.

“God, Penny,” Sophie sighed, adjusting her bra, which strained under her colossal chesticles. “Mark’s dick is sweet, but it’s like a cocktail sausage next to yours.” Mark flushed, but his hand slid under Sophie’s skirt, squeezing her hefty balls. “Not my fault you’re packing a bloody cannon,” he muttered, though his grin betrayed his arousal.

Vivian laughed, bending over to pick up a stray hairpin, her skirt flipping up to reveal her massive nuts, barely contained by her satin knickers. “Maybe you two should join us tonight,” she suggested, her eyes gleaming. “Penny and I were planning a little after-hours fun in the library. Plenty of room for more… equipment.” She winked, her hand brushing her bulge, and Sophie’s eyes widened, her own cock twitching under her skirt.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of tight skirts, overflowing bras, and playful arse-pats. By evening, Penelope and Vivian were in their dorm, changing for their library rendezvous. Penelope slipped into a sheer black dress, the fabric clinging to her monumental mammaries, her bra a marvel of engineering that hefted her J-cups skyward. Her skirt was short, barely covering her lacy panties, which strained over her ten-inch cock and heavy balls. Vivian chose a red mini-dress, her titanic ta-tas spilling over the neckline, her satin knickers outlining her massive package.

As they slipped into the library, the dim light cast shadows over the shelves. Sophie was already there, her skirt hiked up, her boyfriend’s hands roaming her colossal knockers. Another shemale, Lily, joined them, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in a tight sweater, her skirt revealing a bulge that made Mark whimper. “Fuck, you lot make my cock look like a pencil,” he groaned, but his hands were already tugging at Lily’s panties, freeing her thick shaft.

Penelope and Vivian wasted no time. Penelope yanked her dress up, her massive cock springing free, her balls swaying heavily. Vivian followed suit, her own prick glistening as she stroked it, her eyes locked on Sophie’s bouncing jugs. The library filled with moans and the slap of flesh, skirts flipping up, bras straining, and cocks throbbing. Penelope fucked Sophie against a bookshelf, her heavy balls slapping Sophie’s thighs, while Vivian took Mark, her massive shaft stretching him as he groaned in delight.

As the night ended, skirts were smoothed down, bras adjusted, and cocks tucked back into lacy panties. Penelope and Vivian shared a grin, their bodies still humming with pleasure. St. Titania’s was a playground of lust, and they were its reigning queens, their colossal assets and insatiable appetites setting the tone for a term of filthy, glorious chaos.




Chapter Two: The Garden Party

The annual St. Titania’s Garden Party was the talk of the college, a sun-soaked afternoon of champagne, strawberries, and barely concealed debauchery. The sprawling lawn behind the main hall was dotted with white marquees, their flaps fluttering in the warm breeze, revealing glimpses of students and teachers in their finest, most revealing attire. Penelope and Vivian, the undisputed stars of the campus with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to make an entrance that would leave jaws on the floor and knickers damp.

Penelope had chosen a floral sundress, the thin cotton clinging to her monumental mammaries, her massive brassiere a lacy marvel that pushed her colossal chesticles skyward, the deep V-neck offering a scandalous view of her cleavage. Her short, flippy skirt barely grazed her thighs, and every step sent it fluttering, exposing the satin panties that strained over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. Vivian, ever the show-off, wore a tight, emerald-green dress that hugged her stupendous knockers, the fabric so sheer her red lace bra was practically a public announcement. Her skirt, even shorter than Penelope’s, did little to hide the obscene bulge of her massive cock and bollocks, which jostled in silk knickers with every sway of her hips.

As they stepped onto the lawn, heads turned, and a ripple of gasps and giggles followed. A group of girls in tight blouses and pleated minis swarmed them, their own prodigious bazoombas bouncing as they leaned in to hug or playfully swat Penelope’s arse. “Christ, Penny, your tits could block the sun,” said Emma, a curvy brunette with H-cup whoppers, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal a glimpse of her lacy bra. She bent over to pick up a dropped napkin, her skirt flipping up to show her thong, stretched tight over her plump cheeks.

Vivian smirked, deliberately dropping her fan and bending to retrieve it, her skirt riding up to expose her colossal nuts, barely contained by her silk panties. A nearby male student, Oliver, choked on his champagne, his eyes locked on the sight. “Fuck, Viv, you’re packing more than my entire rugby team,” he muttered, adjusting his trousers. Vivian winked, straightening up so her massive melons jiggled, threatening to burst her bra. “Poor Ollie, your girlfriend’s cock must feel like a twig after seeing this,” she teased, patting her bulge.

The garden was a sea of tight skirts, overflowing bras, and flirty glances. Teachers mingled with students, their attire just as provocative. Miss Hawthorne, a young shemale professor with G-cup honkers, wore a sheer blouse that showcased her satin bra, her pencil skirt outlining her impressive package. She caught Penelope’s eye and smiled, bending over to adjust a tablecloth, her skirt riding up to reveal her lacy knickers and the hefty curve of her balls. “Careful, Miss Hawthorne,” Penelope called, her own cock twitching in her panties. “You’ll start a riot with that view.”

Miss Hawthorne laughed, her massive jugs bouncing. “And you, Penelope, could start a war with those bazookas,” she shot back, her eyes lingering on Penelope’s straining bra. The air was thick with lust, every bend and sway an invitation, every arse-pat a promise of more. The students, all eighteen and older, were a vision of exaggerated femininity, their skirts flipping in the breeze to reveal lacy thongs and overstuffed brassieres that cradled their titanic titties.

As the party progressed, Penelope and Vivian found themselves cornered by Lily, the shemale from their library escapade, and her boyfriend, Tom. Lily’s G-cup chesticles were spilling out of a tight sweater, her mini skirt barely covering her thick cock and heavy balls, which strained her satin knickers. Tom’s hand rested on her arse, but his eyes were glued to Vivian’s bulge, outlined starkly in her green dress. “God, Viv,” Lily sighed, adjusting her bra, “Tom’s dick is decent, but it’s like a bloody matchstick compared to yours.” Tom flushed, but his grin was eager as he squeezed Lily’s cheek. “Not my fault you lot are hung like stallions,” he said, his voice thick with arousal.

Vivian leaned forward, her massive knockers pressing against her dress, and whispered, “Why don’t we find somewhere quieter? Penny and I could show you both a real party.” Lily’s eyes lit up, and Tom’s trousers visibly tightened. They slipped away to a secluded corner of the garden, hidden by a hedge of roses. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Vivian followed, her massive prick springing free as she tugged her knickers aside, her bollocks glistening in the sunlight.

Lily dropped to her knees, her own cock twitching under her skirt as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. Tom groaned, pulling Lily’s skirt up to reveal her hefty nuts, and began stroking her, his hands trembling with excitement. Vivian, not one to be left out, guided Tom’s head to her own cock, her massive melons bouncing as she thrust gently. The air filled with moans and the wet sounds of pleasure, skirts flipping up, bras straining, and cocks throbbing.

Penelope’s hands roamed Lily’s colossal jugs, her fingers teasing the lacy bra as she fucked her mouth, her balls slapping against Lily’s chin. Vivian, meanwhile, had Tom bent over a bench, her ten-inch monster sliding into him as he gasped, his own cock hard against his trousers. “Fuck, Viv, you’re splitting me in half,” he groaned, but his hips rocked back eagerly. Lily, her own prick now free, stroked herself, her heavy balls bouncing as she moaned around Penelope’s shaft.

The orgy was interrupted by a giggle from behind the hedge. Emma and Clara, their blouses unbuttoned to reveal their massive brassieres, had stumbled upon the scene. “Room for two more?” Clara asked, her skirt already hiked up to show her lacy thong, stretched tight over her plump arse. Emma’s titanic ta-tas jiggled as she bent over, her skirt flipping up to reveal her own satin knickers. “My boyfriend’s cock is sweet,” she said, eyeing Penelope’s bulge, “but it’s like a bloody cocktail stick next to that beast.”

Penelope grinned, pulling Emma close, her hands cupping her stupendous knockers through her bra. “Let’s see how you handle this, then,” she purred, guiding Emma’s hand to her cock. Clara joined Vivian and Tom, her own massive jugs bouncing as she straddled Tom, her skirt riding up to show her lacy panties. The garden became a symphony of moans, with skirts flipping, bras straining, and cocks and balls on full display.

As the sun dipped lower, the group disentangled, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s dress was damp with sweat, her massive brassiere still heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s green dress clung to her curves, her satin knickers barely containing her still-hard cock. Lily and Emma exchanged numbers with promises of more, while Tom and Clara wandered off, their hands already roaming each other’s bodies.

Back at the main party, the air was still charged with lust. Miss Hawthorne caught Penelope’s eye again, her skirt now sporting a noticeable bulge. “Enjoying the party, girls?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. Vivian smirked, bending over to pick up a strawberry, her skirt flipping up to reveal her colossal nuts. “Oh, Miss, you have no idea,” she said, winking.

The night ended with Penelope and Vivian back in their dorm, their bodies still buzzing from the day’s exploits. Penelope slipped into a sheer nightie, her massive melons spilling over the lace, her cock and balls outlined in her panties. Vivian, in a silk chemise, her titanic titties bouncing, climbed into bed beside her. “Think we can top today?” she asked, her hand brushing Penelope’s bulge.

Penelope grinned, her own hand cupping Vivian’s heavy balls. “With these assets? We’ll have the whole campus begging for a taste.” They laughed, their bodies pressed close, already plotting the next filthy adventure at St. Titania’s, where every day was a celebration of curves, cocks, and unbridled desire.




Chapter Three: The Midnight Masquerade

The Midnight Masquerade at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was the stuff of legend, a secret event whispered about in dorms and giggled over in loos. Held in the old ballroom, its chandeliers dripping with candlelight, the masquerade was an excuse for the students and teachers to shed their inhibitions along with their uniforms. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning queens with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were practically vibrating with anticipation as they prepared for the night’s debauchery.

Penelope stood before the mirror, adjusting a black lace mask that framed her emerald eyes. Her dress was a scandalous affair, a sheer crimson gown that clung to her monumental mammaries, her massive brassiere a satin masterpiece that heaved her colossal chesticles into a jaw-dropping display. The skirt, short and flouncy, flipped up with every movement, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She gave a little twirl, her skirt lifting to showcase her bulging knickers, and grinned at the thought of the chaos she’d cause tonight.

Vivian, beside her, was a vision in sapphire silk, her titanic knockers spilling over the low neckline, her bra a delicate web of lace that strained under the weight of her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt was even shorter than Penelope’s, barely concealing the obscene bulge of her massive cock and bollocks, nestled in silk panties that gleamed in the lamplight. “Fuck, Penny,” Vivian purred, bending over to adjust her garter, her skirt flipping up to expose her colossal nuts. “We’re gonna have every cock and cunt in that ballroom begging for a taste.”

The ballroom was a riot of colour and curves, students and teachers decked out in masks and barely-there dresses. Girls in tight corsets and flouncy skirts bent over to adjust their heels, their lacy thongs flashing, while shemales in sheer gowns let their massive brassieres take centre stage, their skirts revealing bulges that put most men to shame. The air was thick with perfume and lust, every sway of hips and playful arse-pat a promise of more.

Penelope and Vivian made their entrance, their heels clicking on the polished floor, their massive melons bouncing with every step. A group of students parted, their eyes wide behind their masks. Sophie, the petite shemale with H-cup honkers, was there, her boyfriend Mark trailing behind. Her dress was a sheer lavender number, her bra outlining her colossal jugs, her skirt riding up to show her satin knickers and the hefty curve of her balls. “Christ, you two,” she said, her voice husky, “your bulges could start a bloody revolution.”

Mark, his trousers already straining, nodded dumbly, his eyes locked on Vivian’s cock, outlined starkly in her panties. “My dick feels like a fucking pencil next to that,” he muttered, earning a laugh from Sophie, who swatted his arse. Vivian smirked, leaning forward so her massive titties pressed against her dress, and whispered, “Stick around, Marky. We’ll show you what a real cock can do.”

The music swelled, a sultry jazz number, and the dance floor filled with writhing bodies. Penelope grabbed Clara, the raven-haired beauty with her own eye-popping rack, and pulled her close. Clara’s dress was a tight black number, her bra pushing her prodigious whoppers into a gravity-defying display. As they danced, Clara’s skirt flipped up, revealing her lacy thong, stretched over her plump cheeks. Penelope’s hands roamed, squeezing Clara’s arse, her own skirt riding up to show her massive balls, barely contained by her panties.

Vivian, meanwhile, had snagged Miss Lavender, the striking shemale professor with G-cup bazookas. Her sheer blouse and tight skirt did little to hide her own impressive package, and as they swayed, Vivian’s hand slid under her skirt, brushing her hefty nuts. “Fuck, Miss,” Vivian murmured, her cock twitching in her knickers, “your boyfriend must be knackered keeping up with this.” Miss Lavender laughed, her massive jugs bouncing, and bent over to whisper in Vivian’s ear, her skirt flipping up to reveal her satin-clad bollocks. “He tries, darling, but he’s no match for you two.”

The night grew hotter, the ballroom a haze of sweat and desire. Penelope and Clara slipped behind a velvet curtain, their masks barely concealing their lust. Clara yanked Penelope’s skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying as Clara’s lips wrapped around her shaft. “God, Penny,” Clara moaned, her own massive melons spilling from her bra, “your cock’s a fucking beast.” Penelope thrust gently, her hands kneading Clara’s colossal knockers, her panties damp with precum.

Vivian and Miss Lavender had found a secluded alcove, where Vivian’s dress was already hiked up, her massive prick glistening as Miss Lavender stroked her, her own cock free from her knickers. Mark, watching from the shadows, groaned, his hand in his trousers. Sophie joined them, her skirt flipped up to reveal her thick shaft and heavy balls, and soon the alcove was a tangle of bodies, moans echoing as cocks throbbed and bras strained.

Across the room, Emma and her boyfriend Tom were getting frisky, her tight sweater pushed up to reveal her lacy bra and titanic ta-tas. She bent over a table, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and Tom’s hands roamed her arse, his cock hard against her thigh. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody straw.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Penelope’s bulge as she emerged from behind the curtain, her skirt barely covering her massive nuts.

The masquerade reached its peak, the dance floor a sea of flipping skirts and bouncing jugs. A young teacher, Miss Rose, a shemale with G-cup chesticles, joined the fray, her sheer dress showcasing her bra and the bulge of her cock. She pulled Vivian into a dance, their bodies pressed close, their massive packages rubbing through their skirts. “My boyfriend’s sweet,” Miss Rose whispered, bending over to adjust her heel, her skirt revealing her colossal bollocks, “but he’s got nothing on this.” Vivian grinned, her hand brushing Miss Rose’s bulge, her own cock straining her panties.

As the clock struck midnight, the masks stayed on, but the clothes started coming off. Penelope and Vivian led a group to a side room, where skirts were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope’s massive cock was free, her balls slapping against Clara’s thighs as she fucked her against a wall, her J-cup juggernauts bouncing in her bra. Vivian had Miss Rose bent over a table, her ten-inch monster sliding into her, her heavy nuts swaying with each thrust. Sophie and Mark joined in, their own cocks and balls on display, while Emma and Tom watched, their hands wandering over each other’s bodies.

The room filled with the sounds of pleasure, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Penelope’s hands roamed Clara’s prodigious bazoombas, her fingers teasing her nipples through her bra, while Vivian’s cock stretched Miss Rose, her moans mingling with the jazz still playing in the background.

As the night wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty heap, skirts askew, bras loosened, and cocks tucked back into damp panties. Penelope’s crimson gown clung to her curves, her massive brassiere still heaving with her J-cup whoppers. Vivian’s sapphire dress was a mess, her silk knickers barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a grin, their bodies humming with satisfaction, as Sophie adjusted her bra, her colossal jugs bouncing, and Miss Rose smoothed her skirt, her bulge still prominent.

Back in their dorm, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their dresses, their massive brassieres and lacy panties a testament to the night’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand brushing her own heavy balls, “we’ve got this place wrapped around our cocks.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’re just getting started,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise.

The Midnight Masquerade had set the tone for the term, and St. Titania’s was proving to be a playground of filthy, glorious excess, where every night was a chance to flaunt their colossal assets and indulge in unbridled lust.




Chapter Four: The Chemistry Lab Incident

The chemistry lab at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was a cavernous room filled with gleaming beakers, bubbling concoctions, and an undercurrent of raw, unfiltered lust. By mid-afternoon, the air was thick with the scent of chemicals and the promise of mischief, as students in their scandalously tight uniforms crowded around lab tables. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s most notorious shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to stir up more than just potions. Their massive brassieres and short, flippy skirts were practically an invitation to chaos, and they were eager to deliver.

Penelope adjusted her lab coat, which did little to conceal her monumental mammaries, the satin cups of her bra pushing her colossal chesticles into a breathtaking display beneath her sheer blouse. Her navy skirt, barely grazing her thighs, flipped up as she leaned over to grab a test tube, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. The sight drew a low whistle from a nearby student, Lily, whose own G-cup honkers strained her blouse, her skirt riding up to show her satin knickers and the hefty curve of her own bollocks.

“Fuck, Penny,” Lily purred, bending over to pick up a dropped pipette, her skirt flipping to expose her massive nuts. “Your bulge is gonna blow this lab to bits.” Penelope smirked, her cock twitching in her panties, the fabric damp with anticipation. “Careful, Lily, you’re not exactly hiding your own artillery,” she teased, nodding at Lily’s straining knickers.

Vivian, meanwhile, was at the next table, her tight sweater clinging to her titanic knockers, the lace of her bra visible through the thin fabric. Her skirt, a scandalous red number, barely covered her arse, and every movement sent it fluttering, showcasing her silk panties and the obscene bulge of her massive cock and bollocks. She leaned over to mix a solution, her skirt flipping up to reveal her heavy nuts, and caught the eye of Miss Carter, the young shemale chemistry teacher with G-cup bazoombas and a package to rival theirs. Miss Carter’s pencil skirt hugged her curves, her bra outlining her prodigious jugs, and her eyes gleamed with mischief as she approached.

“Miss Vivian, do try to keep your skirt down,” Miss Carter said, her voice dripping with mock sternness. She bent over to inspect Vivian’s beaker, her skirt riding up to show her lacy knickers and the thick curve of her balls. Vivian grinned, her hand brushing her own bulge. “Sorry, Miss, but these bollocks have a mind of their own,” she said, winking. The class erupted in giggles, their own skirts flipping as they bent over their experiments, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The lab was a sea of exaggerated femininity, every girl and shemale a vision of curves and desire. Blouses were unbuttoned just enough to tease, skirts short enough to flash lacy thongs, and massive brassieres hefted stupendous melons into gravity-defying peaks. The dress code forbade trousers, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ colossal pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian occasionally wore skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Today, their skirts were the stars, flipping up with every bend to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

As the lesson progressed, the air grew hotter, the students’ flirtations bolder. Penelope paired up with Clara, the raven-haired beauty with H-cup whoppers, whose blouse gaped to show her lacy bra. Clara’s boyfriend, James, hovered nearby, his trousers tight as he watched her bend over to measure a chemical, her skirt flipping to reveal her thong and plump cheeks. “Fuck, Clara,” he muttered, “your tits are killing me, but Penny’s cock makes mine look like a bloody straw.” Clara laughed, swatting his arse, her eyes darting to Penelope’s bulge. “Don’t worry, love, you’re still my favorite,” she said, though her fingers lingered on Penelope’s arm.

Vivian, meanwhile, was working with Sophie, the petite shemale with H-cup chesticles, whose tight dress outlined her bra and the thick shaft beneath her skirt. Sophie’s boyfriend, Mark, was across the room, but his eyes were glued to Vivian’s massive nuts, visible as her skirt flipped up. “God, Viv,” Sophie sighed, adjusting her bra, “Mark’s cock is sweet, but it’s like a matchstick next to yours.” Vivian smirked, bending over to grab a flask, her skirt revealing her silk-clad bollocks. “Bring him over, Soph. We’ll show him how it’s done.”

The experiment went awry when Penelope accidentally knocked over a beaker, splashing a harmless but sticky solution across her blouse. The fabric clung to her massive brassiere, outlining her J-cup juggernauts, and she laughed, peeling off the lab coat to reveal her damp, sheer blouse. “Oops,” she said, bending over to wipe the table, her skirt flipping up to show her lacy panties and the heavy curve of her balls. The class cheered, and Miss Carter raised an eyebrow, her own skirt tightening as her cock stirred.

“Alright, ladies,” Miss Carter said, her massive jugs bouncing as she clapped her hands. “Let’s clean up and move to the back room for… extra credit.” The students giggled, knowing the back room was code for the lab’s secluded storage area, a haven for after-hours antics. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their skirts swishing, their massive melons jiggling in their bras. Clara, Sophie, and a few others followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining.

In the back room, the air was thick with lust. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her panties. Clara dropped to her knees, her massive knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody monster.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Clara’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Sophie bent over a crate, her skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and thick cock. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Sophie, her moans filling the room. Mark watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Marky,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. Mark groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Lily joined the fray, her G-cup honkers bouncing as she yanked her skirt up, her massive cock springing free. She grabbed James, Clara’s boyfriend, and bent him over a table, her thick shaft sliding into him as he gasped, his hands gripping the edge. “Fuck, Lily,” he groaned, “your balls are bigger than my bloody head.” Lily laughed, her skirt flipping up to show her colossal nuts, her bra straining as she thrust.

The room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Miss Carter watched from the doorway, her own skirt hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are incorrigible,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Lily’s curves.

As the session wound down, the group disentangled, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s blouse was still damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s sweater clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Clara adjusted her thong, her massive knockers bouncing, and Sophie tucked her cock back into her knickers.

Back in the main lab, the students resumed their experiments, their skirts flipping with every bend, their bras straining under their prodigious jugs. Miss Carter, her skirt smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks under control, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a flask, her skirt revealing her lacy-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their uniforms, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the day’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand brushing her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody orgy.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’re just warming up,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and they were its reigning queens, ready for the next adventure.




Chapter Five: The Art Studio Affair

The art studio at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was a haven of creativity and chaos, its walls lined with canvases and its air thick with the scent of paint and unbridled lust. The afternoon light streamed through tall windows, illuminating easels where students sketched and flirted, their tight uniforms barely containing their exaggerated curves. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s most infamous shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to make a masterpiece of debauchery in today’s life drawing class.

Penelope stood at her easel, her sheer blouse clinging to her monumental mammaries, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her colossal chesticles into a breathtaking display. Her short, flippy skirt swished with every movement, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to pick up a charcoal stick, her skirt flipping up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Emma, let out a playful gasp. “Fuck, Penny, your nuts are practically a still life on their own,” Emma teased, her own H-cup whoppers straining her blouse, the lace of her bra visible through the fabric.

Vivian, at the next easel, wore a tight, violet dress that hugged her titanic knockers, the delicate lace of her bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt, barely covering her arse, flipped up as she leaned forward to sketch, exposing her silk panties and the obscene bulge of her massive cock and bollocks. “Careful, Emma,” Vivian purred, her skirt riding higher to reveal her colossal nuts, “you’re staring so hard you’ll burn a hole through my knickers.” Emma laughed, bending over to grab a paintbrush, her own skirt flipping to show her lacy thong and plump cheeks.

The studio was a riot of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Skirts were short and flouncy, blouses tight enough to showcase prodigious melons, and massive brassieres hefted their jugs into gravity-defying peaks. The dress code banned trousers, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian sometimes wore skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Today, their skirts were the stars, flipping up with every bend to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

Miss Duval, the young shemale art teacher with G-cup honkers, sauntered through the room, her sheer blouse and tight skirt outlining her bra and the thick curve of her own package. “Focus, ladies,” she called, her voice sultry, as she bent over to inspect a student’s sketch, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin knickers and hefty balls. “We’re drawing the human form, not daydreaming about it.” Her massive jugs bounced as she straightened, catching Penelope’s eye. “Though, Penelope, your form is rather… distracting,” she added, winking.

Penelope smirked, her cock twitching in her panties as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping to show her heavy nuts. “Can’t help it, Miss,” she said, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling in her bra. “These assets have a mind of their own.” The class giggled, their own skirts flipping as they adjusted their easels, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The model for the day was Clara, the raven-haired beauty with H-cup chesticles, who stood on a dais in nothing but a lacy bra and thong, her massive melons and plump arse on full display. Her boyfriend, James, watched from the back, his trousers tight as he stared at her curves. “Fuck, Clara,” he muttered, “your tits make my cock look like a bloody toothpick.” Clara grinned, bending over to adjust her pose, her thong stretching over her cheeks, and winked at Penelope, whose own bulge was straining her panties.

Vivian paired up with Sophie, the petite shemale with H-cup bazoombas, whose tight dress outlined her bra and the thick shaft beneath her skirt. Sophie’s boyfriend, Mark, hovered nearby, his eyes darting to Vivian’s massive nuts, visible as her skirt flipped up. “God, Viv,” Sophie sighed, adjusting her bra, “Mark’s dick is cute, but it’s like a straw next to yours.” Vivian laughed, bending over to grab a pencil, her skirt revealing her silk-clad bollocks. “Bring him over, Soph. We’ll give him a lesson in anatomy.”

The class took a turn when Miss Duval announced a group project: a collaborative mural in the studio’s back room. “Let’s get creative, ladies,” she said, her skirt tightening as her cock stirred. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their skirts swishing, their massive melons bouncing in their bras. Clara, Sophie, and Emma followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the back room, the mural was forgotten as skirts were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Clara dropped to her knees, her massive knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody work of art.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Clara’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Sophie bent over a table, her skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and thick cock. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Sophie, her moans filling the room. Mark watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Lick these, Marky,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. Mark groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Emma joined the fray, her tight blouse pushed up to reveal her lacy bra and prodigious whoppers. She bent over a stool, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and James, her boyfriend, was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody twig.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Vivian’s bulge as she fucked Sophie.

Miss Duval watched from the corner, her skirt hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are hopeless,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Clara’s curves. The room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty heap, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s blouse was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s dress clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Clara adjusted her thong, her massive knockers bouncing, and Sophie tucked her cock back into her knickers.

Back in the main studio, the students resumed their sketches, their skirts flipping with every bend, their bras straining under their prodigious jugs. Miss Duval, her skirt smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks in check, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a paintbrush, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their uniforms, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the day’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re painting this place with more than just charcoal.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And the term’s only half done,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next adventure was just a brushstroke away.




Chapter Six: The Swimming Gala Scandal

The annual St. Titania’s Swimming Gala was less about athletics and more about who could make the biggest splash—literally and figuratively. The college’s indoor pool shimmered under the afternoon sun, its surface reflecting the barely contained chaos of students and teachers in scandalously tight swimwear. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to dive into the deep end of debauchery, their massive assets barely restrained by their outfits.

Penelope adjusted her crimson bikini top, the satin fabric straining to contain her monumental mammaries, her colossal chesticles threatening to spill free with every breath. The bikini bottom, a lacy scrap of fabric, was stretched obscenely over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls, the outline stark against the thin material. She bent over to pick up a towel, her bottoms riding up to showcase her massive nuts, and a nearby student, Sophie, let out a cheeky whistle. “Fuck, Penny,” Sophie said, her own H-cup honkers bouncing in a barely-there green bikini, “your bollocks could sink the bloody Titanic.”

Vivian, lounging by the poolside, wore a sapphire one-piece that hugged her titanic knockers, the lace detailing of her built-in bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. The suit’s high-cut legs did nothing to hide the obscene bulge of her massive cock and bollocks, nestled in silk-lined fabric that glistened in the light. She leaned forward to adjust her goggles, her suit shifting to reveal her colossal nuts, and caught the eye of Miss Harper, the young shemale swim coach with G-cup whoppers. “Vivian, darling,” Miss Harper purred, her own bikini outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls, “you’re causing a tidal wave before you’ve even hit the water.”

The pool area was a riot of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Bikinis were skimpy, one-pieces were skin-tight, and massive brassieres—whether built into swimsuits or worn beneath sheer cover-ups—hefted prodigious melons into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were out of the question, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian had been known to slip into skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Today, their swimwear was the star, barely concealing their assets as they strutted among the crowd.

The gala began with a synchronized swimming display, but the real show was the students’ antics. Clara, the raven-haired beauty with H-cup chesticles, dove into the pool, her bikini top slipping to reveal her lacy bra, her massive jugs bouncing as she surfaced. Her boyfriend, James, watched from the sidelines, his swim trunks tight as he stared. “Fuck, Clara,” he muttered, “your tits make my cock look like a bloody minnow.” Clara grinned, bending over to climb out, her bikini bottom riding up to show her plump cheeks, and winked at Penelope, whose own bulge was straining her lacy bottoms.

Vivian paired up with Lily, the petite shemale with G-cup bazoombas, whose gold bikini outlined her bra and the thick shaft beneath her bottoms. Lily’s boyfriend, Tom, hovered nearby, his eyes glued to Vivian’s massive nuts, visible as her one-piece shifted. “God, Viv,” Lily sighed, adjusting her bikini top, “Tom’s dick is sweet, but it’s like a bloody tadpole next to yours.” Vivian smirked, bending over to grab a float, her suit revealing her silk-lined bollocks. “Bring him over, Lily. We’ll teach him to swim in the deep end.”

The event took a turn when Miss Harper announced a “team-building relay” in the pool’s changing rooms. “Let’s work on stamina, ladies,” she said, her skirt-like cover-up riding up to show her satin-clad balls, her G-cup jugs bouncing in her bra. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their swimwear clinging to their curves, their massive melons jiggling with every step. Clara, Lily, and Emma followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, swim trunks already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the changing rooms, the relay was forgotten as swimwear was shed and lust took over. Penelope yanked her bikini bottom down, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Clara dropped to her knees, her massive knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody leviathan.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Clara’s chin, her bikini top straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Lily bent over a bench, her gold bikini pushed aside to reveal her satin knickers and thick cock. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Lily, her moans echoing in the tiled room. Tom watched, his hand in his trunks, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Tommy,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. Tom groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Emma joined the fray, her tight bikini top pushed up to reveal her lacy bra and prodigious whoppers. She bent over a locker, her bottoms slipping to show her satin panties, and James was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody guppy.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Penelope’s bulge as she fucked Clara.

Miss Harper watched from the corner, her cover-up discarded, her bikini bottom pulled down to free her cock as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are shameless,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Lily’s curves. The changing room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Bikinis and one-pieces were pushed aside, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of chlorine and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, chlorine-soaked heap, adjusting bikinis and smoothing bras. Penelope’s crimson bikini was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s one-piece clung to her curves, her silk-lined bottoms barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Clara adjusted her bikini top, her massive knockers bouncing, and Lily tucked her cock back into her knickers.

Back at the pool, the gala continued with diving competitions, but the real action was the lingering glances and playful splashes. Skirts and cover-ups flipped up, revealing satin-clad bulges and lacy thongs, while massive brassieres strained under sheer fabrics. Miss Harper, her cover-up back on but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks out of the deep end, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a stopwatch, her bikini revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their swimwear, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the day’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody porn set.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’ve got the whole term to make waves,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next adventure was just a dive away.




Chapter Seven: The Drama Club Debacle

The drama club at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was notorious for its productions, less for their theatrical merit and more for the scandalous antics that unfolded backstage. The rehearsal room, with its velvet curtains and polished stage, buzzed with the energy of students and teachers in costumes that left little to the imagination. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to steal the spotlight, their massive assets practically begging for a standing ovation.

Penelope adjusted her costume, a sheer Grecian-style gown that clung to her monumental mammaries, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her colossal chesticles into a breathtaking display. The skirt, short and flowing, flipped up with every step, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to pick up a script, her skirt riding up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Emma, let out a cheeky giggle. “Fuck, Penny,” Emma said, her own H-cup whoppers bouncing in a tight corset, “your nuts could star in their own bloody play.”

Vivian, strutting across the stage in a scarlet burlesque outfit, was a vision of sin. Her titanic knockers spilled over the lace-trimmed bodice, her bra straining to contain her stupendous bazoombas. The skirt, barely a suggestion of fabric, flipped up to reveal silk panties that outlined her massive cock and bollocks, glistening in the stage lights. She leaned forward to adjust her fishnet stockings, her skirt exposing her colossal nuts, and caught the eye of Miss Vesper, the young shemale drama coach with G-cup honkers. “Vivian, darling,” Miss Vesper purred, her own costume—a tight velvet dress—outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls, “you’re upstaging the scenery.”

The rehearsal room was a riot of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Costumes were skimpy, with plunging necklines and flouncy skirts that flashed lacy thongs and massive brassieres hefting prodigious melons into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were forbidden, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian occasionally slipped into skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Today, their costumes were the stars, flipping up with every movement to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

The play, a risqué comedy about forbidden love, was merely a backdrop for the real drama. Clara, the raven-haired beauty with H-cup chesticles, was in a tight toga that barely contained her massive jugs, her lacy bra visible through the sheer fabric. Her boyfriend, James, watched from the wings, his trousers tight as he stared. “Fuck, Clara,” he muttered, “your tits make my cock look like a bloody prop.” Clara grinned, bending over to adjust her sandals, her skirt flipping to show her satin thong and plump cheeks, and winked at Penelope, whose own bulge was straining her lacy panties.

Vivian paired up with Sophie, the petite shemale with G-cup bazoombas, whose costume—a skimpy cabaret outfit—outlined her bra and the thick shaft beneath her skirt. Sophie’s boyfriend, Mark, hovered nearby, his eyes glued to Vivian’s massive nuts, visible as her skirt flipped up. “God, Viv,” Sophie sighed, adjusting her bra, “Mark’s dick is sweet, but it’s like a bloody curtain rod next to yours.” Vivian smirked, bending over to grab a prop, her skirt revealing her silk-clad bollocks. “Bring him over, Soph. We’ll give him a real performance.”

The rehearsal took a turn when Miss Vesper announced a “method acting exercise” in the backstage dressing room. “Let’s explore your characters’ passions,” she said, her velvet dress riding up to show her satin knickers and hefty balls, her G-cup jugs bouncing in her bra. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their costumes swishing, their massive melons jiggling with every step. Clara, Sophie, and Emma followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the dressing room, the exercise was forgotten as costumes were shed and lust took over. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Clara dropped to her knees, her massive knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody leading man.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Clara’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Sophie bent over a makeup table, her cabaret skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and thick cock. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Sophie, her moans filling the room. Mark watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Marky,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. Mark groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Emma joined the fray, her corset pushed down to reveal her lacy bra and prodigious whoppers. She bent over a costume rack, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and James was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody stage prop.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Vivian’s bulge as she fucked Sophie.

Miss Vesper watched from the corner, her velvet dress hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are rewriting the script,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Clara’s curves. The dressing room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, sequined heap, adjusting costumes and smoothing bras. Penelope’s Grecian gown was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s burlesque outfit clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Clara adjusted her toga, her massive knockers bouncing, and Sophie tucked her cock back into her knickers.

Back on the stage, the rehearsal resumed with exaggerated gestures and playful arse-pats. Skirts flipped up, revealing satin-clad bulges and lacy thongs, while massive brassieres strained under sheer fabrics. Miss Vesper, her dress smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks off the main stage, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a script, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their costumes, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the day’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody burlesque show.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’ve got the whole term to steal the scene,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next act was just a curtain call away.




Chapter Eight: The Library Late-Night Liaisons

The library at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was a cathedral of knowledge by day, but by night, it transformed into a den of whispered secrets and brazen lust. The towering shelves, lit by flickering lamps, cast long shadows over the students and teachers who lingered after hours, their tight uniforms barely containing their exaggerated curves. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to turn the quiet stacks into a stage for their filthiest fantasies.

Penelope adjusted her sheer blouse, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her monumental mammaries into a breathtaking display. Her short, flippy skirt swished with every step, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to retrieve a book from a low shelf, her skirt riding up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Lily, let out a sultry giggle. “Fuck, Penny,” Lily purred, her own G-cup honkers bouncing in a tight sweater, “your nuts could fill a whole bloody encyclopedia.”

Vivian, lounging against a study table, wore a crimson dress that hugged her titanic knockers, the lace of her bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt, barely covering her arse, flipped up as she leaned forward to flip through a book, exposing silk panties that glistened over her massive cock and bollocks. “Careful, Lily,” Vivian teased, her skirt riding higher to reveal her colossal nuts, “you’re staring so hard you’ll need a library card for my knickers.” Lily laughed, bending over to grab a pencil, her skirt flipping to show her satin thong and plump cheeks.

The library was a sea of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Skirts were short and flouncy, blouses tight enough to showcase prodigious melons, and massive brassieres hefted their jugs into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were banned, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian sometimes wore skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Tonight, their skirts were the stars, flipping up with every bend to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

Miss Thorne, the young shemale librarian with G-cup chesticles, glided through the stacks, her sheer blouse and tight skirt outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls. “Quiet, ladies,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mischief, as she bent over to reshelve a book, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin knickers and hefty nuts. “This is a place of study, not… distraction.” Her massive jugs bounced as she straightened, catching Vivian’s eye. “Though, Vivian, your assets are rather… voluminous,” she added, winking.

Vivian smirked, her cock twitching in her panties as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping to show her heavy nuts. “Can’t help it, Miss,” she said, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. “These bollocks demand their own shelf space.” The library giggled, their own skirts flipping as they adjusted their books, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The study session took a turn when Miss Thorne announced a “research project” in the library’s rare books room. “Let’s delve into some… intimate texts,” she said, her skirt tightening as her cock stirred. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their skirts swishing, their massive melons bouncing with every step. Lily, Clara, and Sophie followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the rare books room, the project was forgotten as skirts were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Lily dropped to her knees, her G-cup knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody rare manuscript.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Lily’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Clara bent over a table, her skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and plump arse. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Clara, her moans filling the room. Clara’s boyfriend, James, watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Jimmy,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. James groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Sophie joined the fray, her tight dress pushed down to reveal her lacy bra and H-cup whoppers. She bent over a bookshelf, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and her boyfriend, Mark, was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Sophie,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody footnote.” Sophie laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Penelope’s bulge as she fucked Lily.

Miss Thorne watched from the corner, her skirt hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are rewriting the library rules,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Clara’s curves. The room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of old books and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, ink-stained heap, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s blouse was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s dress clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Lily adjusted her thong, her G-cup knockers bouncing, and Clara tucked her arse back into her knickers.

Back in the main library, the students resumed their studies, their skirts flipping with every bend, their bras straining under their prodigious jugs. Miss Thorne, her skirt smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks out of the restricted section, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a book, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their uniforms, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the night’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody porn archive.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’ve got the whole term to check out more,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next chapter was just a page turn away.




Chapter Nine: The Music Room Romp

The music room at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was a symphony of sensuality, its polished pianos and velvet-draped walls vibrating with more than just melody. By late afternoon, the room was alive with the hum of students and teachers practicing scales and indulging in far less innocent harmonies. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to compose a masterpiece of lust, their massive assets practically singing for attention.

Penelope adjusted her sheer blouse, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her monumental mammaries into a breathtaking display. Her short, flippy skirt swished with every step, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to pick up a sheet of music, her skirt riding up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Sophie, let out a sultry chuckle. “Fuck, Penny,” Sophie purred, her own G-cup honkers bouncing in a tight corset, “your nuts could hit a high note all on their own.”

Vivian, lounging by a grand piano, wore a sapphire dress that hugged her titanic knockers, the lace of her bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt, barely covering her arse, flipped up as she leaned forward to tinker with the keys, exposing silk panties that glistened over her massive cock and bollocks. “Careful, Soph,” Vivian teased, her skirt riding higher to reveal her colossal nuts, “you’re staring so hard you’ll need a metronome to keep up.” Sophie laughed, bending over to grab a violin bow, her skirt flipping to show her satin thong and plump cheeks.

The music room was a cacophony of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Skirts were short and flouncy, blouses tight enough to showcase prodigious melons, and massive brassieres hefted their jugs into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were forbidden, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian sometimes slipped into skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Today, their skirts were the stars, flipping up with every bend to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

Miss Aria, the young shemale music teacher with G-cup chesticles, glided through the room, her sheer blouse and tight skirt outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls. “Focus, ladies,” she called, her voice melodic, as she bent over to adjust a music stand, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin knickers and hefty nuts. “We’re here to make music, not… mischief.” Her massive jugs bounced as she straightened, catching Penelope’s eye. “Though, Penelope, your assets are rather… orchestral,” she added, winking.

Penelope smirked, her cock twitching in her panties as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping to show her heavy nuts. “Can’t help it, Miss,” she said, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling in her bra. “These bollocks play their own tune.” The room giggled, their own skirts flipping as they adjusted their instruments, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The lesson took a turn when Miss Aria announced a “group composition” in the soundproof practice room. “Let’s explore some… passionate rhythms,” she said, her skirt tightening as her cock stirred. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their skirts swishing, their massive melons bouncing with every step. Sophie, Clara, and Emma followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the practice room, the composition was forgotten as skirts were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Sophie dropped to her knees, her G-cup knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody symphony.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Sophie’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Clara bent over a piano bench, her skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and plump arse. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Clara, her moans harmonizing with the room’s echoes. Clara’s boyfriend, James, watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Jimmy,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. James groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Emma joined the fray, her tight corset pushed down to reveal her lacy bra and H-cups. She bent over a music stand, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and her boyfriend, Mark, was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody kazoo.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Vivian’s bulge as she fucked Clara.

Miss Aria watched from the corner, her skirt hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are rewriting the score,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Sophie’s curves. The practice room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, musical heap, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s blouse was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s dress clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Sophie adjusted her thong, her G-cup knockers bouncing, and Clara tucked her arse back into her knickers.

Back in the main music room, the students resumed their practice, their skirts flipping with every bend, their bras straining under their prodigious jugs. Miss Aria, her skirt smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks in tune, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a sheet of music, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their uniforms, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the day’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody opera of filth.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’ve got the whole term to hit the high notes,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next performance was just a chord away.




Chapter Ten: The Tennis Court Temptation

The tennis courts at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies were less about volleys and more about the kind of serves that left everyone breathless. The afternoon sun beat down on the pristine courts, where students and teachers gathered in outfits so tight they were practically a second skin. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to rally up some serious trouble, their massive assets bouncing with every move.

Penelope adjusted her white tennis dress, the sheer fabric clinging to her monumental mammaries, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her colossal chesticles into a jaw-dropping display. Her skirt, scandalously short, flipped up with every step, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to pick up a tennis ball, her skirt riding up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Clara, let out a cheeky gasp. “Fuck, Penny,” Clara said, her own H-cup whoppers bouncing in a tight sports bra, “your nuts could ace this whole bloody match.”

Vivian, bouncing a racket on her knee, wore a teal tennis outfit that hugged her titanic knockers, the lace of her bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt, barely grazing her thighs, flipped up as she stretched, exposing silk panties that glistened over her massive cock and bollocks. “Careful, Clara,” Vivian teased, bending over to tie her shoe, her skirt revealing her colossal nuts, “you’re staring so hard you’ll miss the ball.” Clara laughed, her own skirt flipping to show her satin thong and plump cheeks as she bent to grab a water bottle.

The courts were a riot of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Tennis dresses were short and flouncy, sports bras tight enough to showcase prodigious melons, and massive brassieres hefted their jugs into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were out of the question, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian occasionally slipped into skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Today, their tennis skirts were the stars, flipping up with every swing to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

Miss Sterling, the young shemale tennis coach with G-cup chesticles, strutted across the court, her tight polo shirt and mini skirt outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls. “Focus, ladies,” she called, her voice dripping with mischief, as she bent over to adjust a net, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin knickers and hefty nuts. “We’re here to play tennis, not… distract.” Her massive jugs bounced as she straightened, catching Penelope’s eye. “Though, Penelope, your assets are rather… game-changing,” she added, winking.

Penelope smirked, her cock twitching in her panties as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping to show her heavy nuts. “Can’t help it, Miss,” she said, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling in her bra. “These bollocks always score.” The court erupted in giggles, their own skirts flipping as they practiced serves, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The match took a turn when Miss Sterling announced a “doubles practice” in the locker room. “Let’s work on teamwork,” she said, her skirt tightening as her cock stirred. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their skirts swishing, their massive melons bouncing with every step. Clara, Sophie, and Emma followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, tennis shorts already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the locker room, the practice was forgotten as skirts were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Clara dropped to her knees, her H-cup knockers spilling from her sports bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody grand slam.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Clara’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Sophie bent over a bench, her teal skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and thick cock. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Sophie, her moans echoing in the tiled room. Sophie’s boyfriend, Mark, watched, his hand in his shorts, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Marky,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. Mark groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Emma joined the fray, her tight polo pushed up to reveal her lacy bra and H-cup whoppers. She bent over a locker, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and her boyfriend, James, was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody practice ball.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Vivian’s bulge as she fucked Sophie.

Miss Sterling watched from the corner, her skirt hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are rewriting the rulebook,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Clara’s curves. The locker room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, court-soaked heap, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s tennis dress was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s outfit clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Clara adjusted her thong, her H-cup knockers bouncing, and Sophie tucked her cock back into her knickers.

Back on the courts, the match resumed with exaggerated swings and playful arse-pats. Skirts flipped up, revealing satin-clad bulges and lacy thongs, while massive brassieres strained under sheer fabrics. Miss Sterling, her skirt smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks out of the net, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a tennis ball, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their tennis outfits, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the day’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody porn court.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’ve got the whole term to score,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next rally was just a serve away.




Chapter Eleven: The Debate Club Dalliance

The debate club at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was less about rhetoric and more about the kind of arguments that ended with moans instead of motions. The lecture hall, with its tiered seats and polished podium, thrummed with the energy of students and teachers in outfits so tight they were practically painted on. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to make their case for unbridled lust, their massive assets poised to win every point.

Penelope adjusted her sheer blouse, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her monumental mammaries into a breathtaking display. Her short, flippy skirt swished with every step, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to pick up a debate brief, her skirt riding up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Emma, let out a sultry chuckle. “Fuck, Penny,” Emma purred, her own H-cup whoppers bouncing in a tight blazer, “your nuts could argue their own bloody case.”

Vivian, leaning against the podium, wore a crimson dress that hugged her titanic knockers, the lace of her bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt, barely covering her arse, flipped up as she adjusted her notes, exposing silk panties that glistened over her massive cock and bollocks. “Careful, Emma,” Vivian teased, bending over to grab a pen, her skirt revealing her colossal nuts, “you’re staring so hard you’ll lose the debate.” Emma laughed, her own skirt flipping to show her satin thong and plump cheeks as she bent to grab a water bottle.

The lecture hall was a riot of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Skirts were short and flouncy, blouses and blazers tight enough to showcase prodigious melons, and massive brassieres hefted their jugs into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were forbidden, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian sometimes slipped into skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Today, their skirts were the stars, flipping up with every bend to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

Miss Raven, the young shemale debate coach with G-cup chesticles, strutted through the hall, her sheer blouse and tight skirt outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls. “Focus, ladies,” she called, her voice dripping with mischief, as she bent over to adjust a microphone, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin knickers and hefty nuts. “We’re here to argue points, not… distract.” Her massive jugs bounced as she straightened, catching Vivian’s eye. “Though, Vivian, your assets are rather… persuasive,” she added, winking.

Vivian smirked, her cock twitching in her panties as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping to show her heavy nuts. “Can’t help it, Miss,” she said, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. “These bollocks make their own closing statement.” The hall giggled, their own skirts flipping as they shuffled their notes, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The debate, a mock trial on “freedom of expression,” took a turn when Miss Raven announced a “private consultation” in the adjacent study room. “Let’s refine your arguments,” she said, her skirt tightening as her cock stirred. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their skirts swishing, their massive melons bouncing with every step. Emma, Clara, and Sophie followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the study room, the consultation was forgotten as skirts were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Emma dropped to her knees, her H-cup knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody winning argument.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Emma’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Clara bent over a table, her skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and plump arse. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Clara, her moans filling the room. Clara’s boyfriend, James, watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Jimmy,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. James groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Sophie joined the fray, her tight blazer pushed down to reveal her lacy bra and G-cup whoppers. She bent over a chair, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and her boyfriend, Mark, was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Sophie,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody footnote.” Sophie laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Vivian’s bulge as she fucked Clara.

Miss Raven watched from the corner, her skirt hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are rewriting the debate manual,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Emma’s curves. The study room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, paper-strewn heap, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s blouse was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s dress clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Emma adjusted her thong, her H-cup knockers bouncing, and Clara tucked her arse back into her knickers.

Back in the lecture hall, the debate resumed with exaggerated gestures and playful arse-pats. Skirts flipped up, revealing satin-clad bulges and lacy thongs, while massive brassieres strained under sheer fabrics. Miss Raven, her skirt smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks out of the final argument, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a gavel, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their uniforms, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the day’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody porn tribunal.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’ve got the whole term to win the case,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next point was just a gavel bang away.




Chapter Twelve: The Fashion Show Fiasco

The annual fashion show at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was the event of the season, a runway spectacle where style was secondary to scandal. The grand hall, draped in velvet and lit by chandeliers, buzzed with anticipation as students and teachers prepared to strut in outfits that pushed the boundaries of decency. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to parade their massive assets, turning the catwalk into a stage for unapologetic lust.

Penelope adjusted her runway ensemble, a sheer black gown that clung to her monumental mammaries, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her colossal chesticles into a breathtaking display. Her skirt, a whisper of fabric, flipped up with every step, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to adjust her heels, her skirt riding up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Lily, let out a sultry gasp. “Fuck, Penny,” Lily purred, her own G-cup honkers bouncing in a tight bodysuit, “your nuts could steal the whole bloody show.”

Vivian, posing by the runway, wore a emerald-green dress that hugged her titanic knockers, the lace of her bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt, barely covering her arse, flipped up as she practiced her strut, exposing silk panties that glistened over her massive cock and bollocks. “Careful, Lily,” Vivian teased, bending over to grab a feather boa, her skirt revealing her colossal nuts, “you’re staring so hard you’ll trip on the catwalk.” Lily laughed, her bodysuit riding up to show her satin thong and plump cheeks as she bent to adjust her sash.

The hall was a riot of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Dresses were sheer and plunging, bodysuits skin-tight, and massive brassieres hefted prodigious melons into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were forbidden, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian sometimes slipped into skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Tonight, their runway outfits were the stars, flipping up with every strut to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

Miss Velvet, the young shemale fashion instructor with G-cup chesticles, glided through the chaos, her sheer blouse and micro skirt outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls. “Poise, ladies,” she called, her voice dripping with mischief, as she bent over to adjust a hem, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin knickers and hefty nuts. “We’re here to showcase style, not… distractions.” Her massive jugs bounced as she straightened, catching Penelope’s eye. “Though, Penelope, your assets are rather… runway-ready,” she added, winking.

Penelope smirked, her cock twitching in her panties as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping to show her heavy nuts. “Can’t help it, Miss,” she said, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling in her bra. “These bollocks always steal the spotlight.” The hall giggled, their own skirts flipping as they adjusted their outfits, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The show began with a parade of scandalous designs, but the real spectacle was backstage. Clara, the raven-haired beauty with H-cup whoppers, was in a sheer lace dress that barely contained her massive jugs, her lacy bra visible through the fabric. Her boyfriend, James, watched from the sidelines, his trousers tight as he stared. “Fuck, Clara,” he muttered, “your tits make my cock look like a bloody thread.” Clara grinned, bending over to adjust her garter, her skirt flipping to show her satin thong and plump cheeks, and winked at Vivian, whose own bulge was straining her silk panties.

Vivian paired up with Sophie, the petite shemale with G-cup bazoombas, whose sequined mini dress outlined her bra and the thick shaft beneath her skirt. Sophie’s boyfriend, Mark, hovered nearby, his eyes glued to Vivian’s massive nuts, visible as her skirt flipped up. “God, Viv,” Sophie sighed, adjusting her bra, “Mark’s dick is sweet, but it’s like a bloody needle next to yours.” Vivian smirked, bending over to grab a hairpin, her skirt revealing her silk-clad bollocks. “Bring him over, Soph. We’ll show him how to work the runway.”

The show took a turn when Miss Velvet announced a “backstage fitting session” in the dressing room. “Let’s perfect your looks,” she said, her skirt tightening as her cock stirred. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their skirts swishing, their massive melons bouncing with every step. Clara, Sophie, and Emma followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the dressing room, the fitting was forgotten as skirts were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Clara dropped to her knees, her H-cup knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody couture masterpiece.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Clara’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Sophie bent over a makeup table, her sequined skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and thick cock. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Sophie, her moans filling the room. Mark watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Marky,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. Mark groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Emma joined the fray, her bodysuit pushed down to reveal her lacy bra and H-cup whoppers. She bent over a clothing rack, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and James was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody seam ripper.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Penelope’s bulge as she fucked Clara.

Miss Velvet watched from the corner, her skirt hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are redesigning the fashion world,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Sophie’s curves. The dressing room became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of perfume and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, sequined heap, smoothing skirts and adjusting bras. Penelope’s gown was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s dress clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Clara adjusted her thong, her H-cup knockers bouncing, and Sophie tucked her cock back into her knickers.

Back on the runway, the show resumed with exaggerated struts and playful arse-pats. Skirts flipped up, revealing satin-clad bulges and lacy thongs, while massive brassieres strained under sheer fabrics. Miss Velvet, her skirt smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks off the catwalk, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a dropped sash, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their runway outfits, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the night’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we’re turning this place into a bloody porn runway.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’ve got the whole term to strut our stuff,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s was a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their next design was just a stitch away.




Chapter Thirteen: The Graduation Gala Grand Finale

The Graduation Gala at St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies was the crowning event of the term, a glittering spectacle in the grand ballroom where decorum was tossed aside in favor of decadence. The chandeliers sparkled, casting light over a sea of students and teachers in outfits that screamed seduction. Penelope and Vivian, the campus’s reigning shemales with their J-cup juggernauts and ten-inch cocks, were ready to make their final mark, their massive assets poised to bring the house down in a blaze of lustful glory.

Penelope adjusted her silver gown, a sheer masterpiece that clung to her monumental mammaries, the satin cups of her massive brassiere pushing her colossal chesticles into a breathtaking display. Her skirt, a flimsy wisp of fabric, flipped up with every step, revealing lacy panties stretched tight over her enormous prick and heavy, swaying balls. She bent over to adjust her strappy heels, her skirt riding up to showcase her bulging knickers, and a nearby student, Sophie, let out a sultry gasp. “Fuck, Penny,” Sophie purred, her own G-cup honkers bouncing in a tight gold dress, “your nuts could close this bloody gala on their own.”

Vivian, posing by the ballroom’s grand staircase, wore a sapphire gown that hugged her titanic knockers, the lace of her bra outlining her stupendous bazoombas. Her skirt, barely covering her arse, flipped up as she leaned forward to sip champagne, exposing silk panties that glistened over her massive cock and bollocks. “Careful, Soph,” Vivian teased, bending over to pick up a dropped earring, her skirt revealing her colossal nuts, “you’re staring so hard you’ll trip down the stairs.” Sophie laughed, her dress riding up to show her satin thong and plump cheeks as she bent to adjust her tiara.

The ballroom was a riot of curves and desire, every girl and shemale a vision of exaggerated femininity. Gowns were sheer and plunging, dresses skin-tight, and massive brassieres hefted prodigious melons into gravity-defying peaks. Trousers were forbidden, as no fabric could contain the shemales’ gargantuan pricks and balls, though Penelope and Vivian had been known to slip into skin-tight leggings to flaunt their obscene bulges. Tonight, their gowns were the stars, flipping up with every twirl to reveal panties stretched to their limits.

Miss Laurent, the young shemale headmistress with G-cup chesticles, glided through the crowd, her sheer black gown outlining her bra and the thick curve of her balls. “Poise, ladies,” she called, her voice dripping with mischief, as she bent over to adjust a table centerpiece, her skirt riding up to reveal her satin knickers and hefty nuts. “We’re here to celebrate, not… distract.” Her massive jugs bounced as she straightened, catching Penelope’s eye. “Though, Penelope, your assets are rather… ceremonial,” she added, winking.

Penelope smirked, her cock twitching in her panties as she leaned forward, her skirt flipping to show her heavy nuts. “Can’t help it, Miss,” she said, her J-cup juggernauts jiggling in her bra. “These bollocks always steal the finale.” The ballroom giggled, their own skirts flipping as they mingled, bras straining and bulges winking from beneath tight knickers.

The gala’s program included speeches and dances, but the real action was in the private lounge reserved for “senior celebrations.” Clara, the raven-haired beauty with H-cup whoppers, was in a sheer red gown that barely contained her massive jugs, her lacy bra visible through the fabric. Her boyfriend, James, watched from the sidelines, his trousers tight as he stared. “Fuck, Clara,” he muttered, “your tits make my cock look like a bloody sparkler.” Clara grinned, bending over to adjust her necklace, her skirt flipping to show her satin thong and plump cheeks, and winked at Vivian, whose own bulge was straining her silk panties.

Vivian paired up with Lily, the petite shemale with G-cup bazoombas, whose emerald dress outlined her bra and the thick shaft beneath her skirt. Lily’s boyfriend, Tom, hovered nearby, his eyes glued to Vivian’s massive nuts, visible as her skirt flipped up. “God, Viv,” Lily sighed, adjusting her bra, “Tom’s dick is sweet, but it’s like a bloody candle next to yours.” Vivian smirked, bending over to grab a champagne flute, her skirt revealing her silk-clad bollocks. “Bring him over, Lily. We’ll light up the night.”

The lounge session was announced by Miss Laurent as a “private toast” for the graduates. “Let’s raise a glass to your futures,” she said, her skirt tightening as her cock stirred. Penelope and Vivian led the way, their gowns swishing, their massive melons bouncing with every step. Clara, Lily, and Emma followed, their boyfriends trailing behind, trousers already straining as they anticipated the inevitable.

In the lounge, the toast was forgotten as gowns were hiked up and bras unhooked. Penelope yanked her skirt up, freeing her semi-erect cock, her heavy balls swaying in her lacy panties. Clara dropped to her knees, her H-cup knockers spilling from her bra as she took Penelope’s shaft in her mouth, her lips stretching around its girth. “Fuck, Penny,” she moaned, her hands kneading her own jugs, “your cock’s a bloody grand finale.” Penelope thrust gently, her balls slapping Clara’s chin, her bra straining as her colossal chesticles bounced.

Vivian had Lily bent over a velvet sofa, her emerald skirt flipped up to reveal her satin knickers and thick cock. Vivian’s own massive prick was free, her bollocks swaying as she slid into Lily, her moans filling the room. Tom watched, his hand in his trousers, until Vivian pulled him close, guiding his lips to her heavy nuts. “Suck these, Tommy,” she purred, her titanic titties jiggling in her bra. Tom groaned, his mouth full, his own cock hard against his thigh.

Emma joined the fray, her gold gown pushed down to reveal her lacy bra and H-cup whoppers. She bent over a table, her skirt flipping up to show her satin panties, and James was quick to join her, his hands roaming her arse. “Fuck, Emma,” he groaned, “your tits are unreal, but Penny and Viv make my dick look like a bloody party favor.” Emma laughed, pulling him closer, her eyes darting to Penelope’s bulge as she fucked Clara.

Miss Laurent watched from the corner, her gown hiked up, her cock free as she stroked herself, her G-cup bazoombas bouncing in her bra. “You lot are rewriting the graduation speech,” she said, but her grin betrayed her arousal as she joined in, her hands roaming Lily’s curves. The lounge became a symphony of moans, cocks throbbing, balls slapping, and massive melons jiggling in their bras. Skirts flipped up, revealing lacy knickers stretched to their limits, and the air was thick with the scent of champagne and sex.

As the session wound down, the group collapsed in a sweaty, sequined heap, smoothing gowns and adjusting bras. Penelope’s silver dress was damp, her massive brassiere heaving with her J-cup juggernauts. Vivian’s sapphire gown clung to her curves, her silk panties barely containing her still-hard prick. They shared a smirk, their bodies buzzing with satisfaction, as Clara adjusted her thong, her H-cup knockers bouncing, and Lily tucked her cock back into her knickers.

Back in the ballroom, the gala continued with dances and toasts, but the air remained charged with lust. Skirts flipped up, revealing satin-clad bulges and lacy thongs, while massive brassieres strained under sheer fabrics. Miss Laurent, her gown smoothed down but her bulge still prominent, winked at Penelope and Vivian. “Keep those cocks out of the commencement address, girls,” she teased, bending over to pick up a glass, her skirt revealing her satin-clad bollocks.

In their dorm that night, Penelope and Vivian peeled off their gala outfits, their massive brassieres and damp panties a testament to the term’s chaos. “Fuck, Viv,” Penelope said, her hand slipping down to her heavy balls, “we turned this place into a bloody porn empire.” Vivian laughed, her titanic titties jiggling as she climbed into bed, her cock twitching in her knickers. “And we’re just getting started on the sequel,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with promise. St. Titania’s had been a playground of filthy, glorious excess, and their legacy of lust would echo long after graduation.

Passions in Pastels




Chapter One: Welcome to St. Titania’s

The autumn sun spilled golden light over the sprawling grounds of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, a prestigious institution nestled in the rolling hills of an England where women’s liberation was a forgotten whisper, and the air buzzed with a cheeky, lustful energy. The campus was a riot of ivy-clad stone buildings, their windows winking at the new students bustling about in their scandalously tight uniforms. Skirts, whether short and flippy or pencil-thin and clinging, were the law of the land, mandated by a society that reveled in the display of feminine curves and, for some, the jaw-dropping bulges that no trousers could hope to contain.

Poppy Wadsworth, an eighteen-year-old fresher with a shy smile and a pair of gravity-defying G-cup melons straining against her crisp white blouse, stepped nervously onto the cobblestone path leading to the main hall. Her massive mammaries jiggled with every step, barely contained by a lacy, reinforced brassiere that dug into her shoulders but did little to hide the outline of her pert nipples. Her pleated skirt, a regulation navy number that barely grazed mid-thigh, swished around her hips, and she clutched her satchel, trying not to notice the appreciative glances from passing students. A tall, raven-haired beauty with a chest that could stop traffic gave Poppy’s pert bum a playful pat as she sauntered by, her own skirt flipping up to reveal a glimpse of satin panties stretched taut over a colossal pair of balls that swayed like pendulums.

“Welcome, love,” the girl purred, her voice dripping with mischief. “You’ll get used to the slaps round here. Keeps the blood flowing!” She winked, her massive knockers bouncing in a low-cut sweater as she bent over to adjust her garter, her skirt riding up to showcase those hefty orbs again.

Poppy flushed, her cheeks burning as she hurried toward the lecture hall. She wasn’t used to this world yet, where every woman and shemale was a vision of beauty, their voluptuous curves and, for some, their prodigious endowments on full display. Her own monumental jugs were a source of constant embarrassment, always threatening to pop a button or draw stares. She’d spent her teenage years hiding them under oversized jumpers, but St. Titania’s had strict dress codes: tight blouses, plunging necklines, and skirts that left little to the imagination. Her knickers, a delicate pink lace number, clung to her hips, and she prayed they wouldn’t ride up as she navigated the crowded hall.

Inside, the lecture hall was a sea of heaving bosoms and swaying hips. Students chattered, their voices a mix of giggles and suggestive whispers. Poppy slid into a seat near the front, her skirt riding up slightly as she sat, earning a cheeky pat on the bum from a blonde shemale in the next chair. The girl’s enormous rack strained against a sheer blouse, her nipples visible through the fabric, and her tight skirt did nothing to hide the obscene bulge of her massive cock and balls, which seemed to pulse with a life of their own.

“New, eh?” the blonde said, grinning. “I’m Tessa. Don’t mind the love taps; it’s just how we say hello.” She leaned forward, her stupendous udders nearly spilling out, and Poppy caught a glimpse of her lacy black brassiere, a marvel of engineering that barely contained her G-cup bounty. “You’ll love Miss Hawthorne’s class. She’s got a pair of whoppers that could knock you out and a paddle she’s not afraid to use.”

Poppy swallowed hard, her eyes darting to the front where Miss Hawthorne, a strikingly attractive matron in her forties, was arranging her notes. The teacher’s colossal bazooms were encased in a satin blouse so tight it looked painted on, her cleavage a deep valley that drew every eye in the room. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, and when she turned to write on the board, bending slightly, the fabric stretched over her round arse, revealing the outline of a garter belt. Poppy’s breath hitched. She’d never seen such brazen displays of sexuality, but at St. Titania’s, it was as common as tea.

The lecture began, but Poppy’s attention wandered as Tessa leaned over again, her skirt flipping up to reveal those enormous balls straining against her silk knickers. “God, my boyfriend’s such a disappointment,” Tessa whispered, rolling her eyes. “His prick’s like a cocktail sausage compared to this.” She gave her bulge a playful pat, and Poppy’s eyes widened at the sheer size of it. “You got a fella yet, love?”

Poppy shook her head, her massive hooters wobbling as she shifted in her seat. “N-no, I’ve never… I mean, I’m not really…” She trailed off, mortified. She’d never even kissed anyone, let alone dealt with the kind of rampant lust that seemed to permeate the air here.

Tessa smirked. “Oh, we’ll fix that. Stick with me, and you’ll be riding a proper cock in no time.” She bent over to pick up a dropped pencil, her skirt flipping up to show off those gargantuan balls again, and Poppy felt a strange heat pooling between her thighs.

Miss Hawthorne’s voice cut through the haze. “Miss Wadsworth, perhaps you’d like to share what’s so fascinating?” The matron turned, her titanic titties bouncing as she placed a hand on her hip. Her skirt was so tight it outlined every curve, and when she bent to pick up a chalk, the room collectively held its breath, hoping for a glimpse of her lingerie. “Or shall I give that lovely bum of yours a pat to keep you focused?”

The class tittered, and Poppy’s face burned. “S-sorry, Miss,” she stammered, her massive mounds heaving as she tried to sink into her chair. Another student, a curvy brunette with a pair of stupendous funbags, gave Poppy’s arse a playful swat as she passed to hand in a paper, her flippy skirt twirling to reveal lacy knickers stretched over a prodigious set of balls.

As the lecture continued, Poppy couldn’t help but notice the other shemales in the room. A redhead named Fiona, whose enormous rack was barely contained by a cashmere sweater, kept crossing and uncrossing her legs, her tight skirt riding up to show off a bulge that made Poppy’s eyes water. Fiona’s boyfriend, a lanky lad who sat beside her, looked positively inadequate by comparison, and Fiona’s whispered complaints about his “pathetic little prick” carried across the row. Another shemale, a petite blonde named Clara, bent over to tie her shoe, her flippy skirt flipping up to reveal a pair of balls so massive they strained her satin panties to the breaking point.

Poppy’s head spun. She’d never imagined a world where such brazen displays were normal, where every woman and shemale was a vision of busty beauty, their clothing designed to flaunt every curve and, for some, their jaw-dropping endowments. Her own voluminous orbs felt like a burden, always threatening to burst free from her brassiere, but the other girls seemed to revel in their assets, bending over at every opportunity to show off their assets—both above and below the waist.

After class, Tessa grabbed Poppy’s arm, her massive jugs brushing against Poppy’s own as they walked. “Come on, love, let’s hit the common room. Plenty of chances to get your bum patted there.” She winked, her skirt swishing to reveal a glimpse of her colossal balls, and Poppy’s heart raced. The common room was a riot of laughter and flirtation, with girls and shemales lounging on plush sofas, their tight blouses and sweaters showcasing their tremendous ta-tas. One shemale, a statuesque beauty named Lydia, was bent over a table, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal a pair of balls so large they seemed to defy gravity, her lacy knickers barely holding them in check. A passing lad gave her arse a playful swat, and she giggled, tossing her hair.

Poppy’s eyes darted to a corner where two shemales, both with monumental mams, were locked in a heated embrace. One yanked up her partner’s skirt, revealing a massive, semi-erect cock and a pair of balls that could’ve doubled as cricket balls. The sight made Poppy’s knickers damp, and she squirmed, her own gigantic jubblies bouncing as she tried to look away.

Tessa noticed and grinned. “Getting hot and bothered, eh? Don’t worry, love, you’ll be bending over and showing off those gorgeous knockers in no time. Maybe we’ll find you a nice cock to ride—or a pair of balls to worship.” She gave Poppy’s bum a firm pat, and Poppy yelped, her massive melons jiggling as she stumbled forward.

As they settled onto a sofa, Poppy couldn’t shake the feeling that St. Titania’s was going to be a wild ride. The air was thick with lust, every glance and touch charged with promise. Her own body, with its colossal cleavage and pert arse, was already drawing attention, and she wondered how long her shyness would last in a place where every bend and pat was an invitation to something filthier.




Chapter Two: The Common Room Shenanigans

Poppy’s heart thudded as she followed Tessa into the common room, her massive G-cup melons bouncing with every step, straining against the delicate lace of her brassiere. The tight navy skirt swishing around her thighs felt like a spotlight, drawing every eye to her curvaceous arse. The air in St. Titania’s common room was thick with perfume, laughter, and the unmistakable musk of unchecked lust. Students lounged on velvet settees, their tight blouses and sweaters showcasing their prodigious jugs, while skirts—some flippy, some so tight they looked painted on—revealed glimpses of lacy knickers and, for the shemales, bulges that could make a grown man weep with envy.

Tessa, her blonde hair cascading over her stupendous bazooms, led Poppy to a corner where a group of girls and shemales were giggling over a tray of scones and tea. Her own skirt, a scandalously short number, flipped up as she bent to grab a scone, revealing satin panties stretched to their limits over a pair of balls so massive they seemed to demand their own postcode. A passing lad, his eyes glued to the obscene display, gave Tessa’s pert bum a playful swat, and she laughed, tossing her hair. “Cheeky bugger,” she purred, winking at Poppy. “You’ll get used to it, love. Everyone’s handsy here.”

Poppy blushed, her colossal knockers heaving as she sat, her skirt riding up to expose the creamy expanse of her thighs. A brunette shemale named Sophie, whose monumental mams were barely contained by a sheer blouse, slid in beside her, her tight pencil skirt outlining a bulge that made Poppy’s breath catch. Sophie’s lacy black brassiere was visible through the fabric, her nipples hard points that begged for attention. “New girl, eh?” Sophie said, her voice sultry as she leaned forward, her enormous rack threatening to spill out. She gave Poppy’s arse a quick pat, her fingers lingering just a moment too long. “God, your tits are divine. Bet they’re a nightmare to wrangle into a bra, though.”

Poppy nodded, mortified, her hands instinctively covering her tremendous udders. “They’re… a lot,” she mumbled, feeling the weight of her G-cups pulling at her shoulders. Her knickers, a delicate pink number, were already damp from the constant barrage of suggestive glances and casual touches. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take before she’d either faint or, worse, give in to the heat pooling between her legs.

The common room was a circus of flirtation. Across the room, a redheaded shemale named Beatrice was bent over a table, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal a pair of balls so enormous they strained her silk knickers to near transparency. A girl nearby, her own massive hooters bouncing in a low-cut sweater, gave Beatrice’s arse a playful smack, giggling as Beatrice yelped and straightened, her colossal jugs jiggling. “My boyfriend’s cock is a bloody joke compared to yours,” the girl sighed, eyeing Beatrice’s bulge with undisguised envy. “I swear, I’d trade him in for one night with that monster.”

Beatrice smirked, adjusting her skirt to show off her prodigious endowments even more. “He’s sweet, but yeah, his prick’s like a pencil stub. You should see what I can do with this.” She gave her bulge a pat, and the room erupted in laughter, the air crackling with raw desire.

Poppy’s eyes darted to another corner, where a young teacher, Miss Langley, was holding court. The matron, barely thirty, was a vision of busty beauty, her titanic titties encased in a satin blouse that clung to every curve. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, and when she bent to pick up a dropped teacup, the fabric stretched tight, revealing the outline of a garter belt and, to Poppy’s shock, a massive bulge that could only belong to a shemale. Miss Langley’s knickers, a lacy red number, were visible through the taut fabric, barely containing her colossal cock and balls. A student, a curvy blonde with a pair of stupendous funbags, gave Miss Langley’s arse a cheeky pat, and the teacher laughed, her voice rich with promise. “Careful, love, or I’ll have you over my knee,” she teased, her massive rack bouncing as she stood.

Tessa nudged Poppy, her own gigantic jubblies brushing against Poppy’s arm. “See what I mean? This place is a bloody orgy waiting to happen. You’ll be bending over and showing off those gorgeous melons in no time.” She leaned closer, her skirt flipping up again to reveal those gargantuan balls, and Poppy’s knickers grew damper. “Ever had a proper shag, love? Or are you still pure as driven snow?”

Poppy’s face burned. “I… I’ve never…” she stammered, her massive mounds heaving as she tried to focus on her tea. The thought of sex, let alone with one of the well-hung shemales or even a lad, made her head spin. But the constant sight of massive cocks and balls, barely concealed by tight skirts and lacy knickers, was doing things to her she couldn’t quite name.

Tessa grinned, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, we’ll fix that. Let’s find you a nice cock to ride. Or maybe you’d prefer to worship a pair of balls like mine.” She stood, deliberately bending over to adjust her garter, her skirt flipping up to showcase her enormous orbs again. A passing lad gave her arse a firm swat, and she giggled, tossing her hair. “See? It’s all in good fun.”

The conversation was interrupted by a commotion near the door. A shemale named Victoria, her colossal bazooms straining against a cashmere sweater, had tripped and fallen, her flippy skirt flipping up to reveal a pair of balls so massive they seemed to defy physics. Her lacy knickers were stretched to the breaking point, and the room erupted in cheers as she laughed, scrambling to her feet. Her boyfriend, a nervous-looking lad with a mop of brown hair, helped her up, his hands lingering on her arse. “God, Vicky, your balls are bigger than my ego,” he muttered, and the room laughed again.

Victoria smirked, yanking her skirt up to show off her semi-erect cock, thick and pulsing, alongside those prodigious orbs. “Poor darling, his prick’s like a cocktail weenie,” she sighed, loud enough for everyone to hear. “I keep him around for the cuddles, but fuck, I need a real cock sometimes.” She bent over again, ostensibly to fix her shoe, and the room’s eyes were glued to her massive endowments.

Poppy’s head was spinning. Everywhere she looked, there were massive racks, tight skirts, and, for the shemales, bulges that made her thighs clench. She caught sight of two shemales in a corner, their lips locked in a heated kiss. One, a brunette with titanic titties, yanked up her partner’s skirt, revealing a massive cock and a pair of balls that could’ve doubled as bowling balls. The sight sent a jolt through Poppy’s core, her knickers now thoroughly soaked.

Tessa noticed and leaned in, her breath hot against Poppy’s ear. “Getting wet, aren’t you? Don’t worry, love, it’s normal here. Wait till you see the dorms—girls and shemales shagging left and right, skirts up, bras off.” She gave Poppy’s bum another pat, her fingers grazing the edge of Poppy’s knickers. “Come on, let’s go explore. Maybe we’ll find a lad or a shemale to break you in.”

Poppy’s heart raced as she followed Tessa, her massive hooters bouncing with every step. The dorms, she’d heard, were notorious for their debauchery, with students and teachers alike indulging in every kind of filthy fun. As they left the common room, a shemale named Emma, her stupendous udders barely contained by a sheer blouse, bent over to pick up a book, her tight skirt riding up to reveal a pair of balls so enormous they made Poppy’s jaw drop. A passing girl gave Emma’s arse a playful swat, and Emma giggled, her massive rack jiggling as she straightened.

“God, my husband’s cock is such a letdown after seeing Emma’s,” the girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with envy. “I swear, I’d let her fuck me silly if she wasn’t married.”

Poppy’s mind reeled. St. Titania’s was a world of its own, where every touch was an invitation, every bend an opportunity for filth. Her own colossal cleavage felt like both a burden and a promise, and as Tessa led her toward the dorms, she couldn’t help but wonder what kind of depravity awaited—and whether she’d finally give in to the lust that was already threatening to consume her.




Chapter Three: Dormitory Delights

Poppy’s pulse raced as she trailed Tessa through the winding corridors of St. Titania’s dormitory, her massive G-cup melons jiggling with every step, the lacy brassiere beneath her tight blouse doing little to tame their bounce. Her navy skirt, scandalously short, swished against her thighs, and she could feel the dampness in her pink lace knickers growing with every passing moment. The air was thick with the scent of perfume and raw desire, the walls practically vibrating with the moans and giggles echoing from behind closed doors. Tessa, her stupendous bazooms straining against a sheer sweater, led the way, her flippy skirt flipping up with every sway of her hips to reveal satin panties stretched tight over a pair of balls so massive they made Poppy’s breath hitch.

“Welcome to the real St. Titania’s,” Tessa purred, giving Poppy’s pert arse a playful swat that sent her colossal knockers wobbling. “The dorms are where the fun happens. You’ll see.” She winked, bending over to adjust her garter, her skirt riding up to showcase those gargantuan orbs again, the silk of her knickers barely containing their weight. A passing lad, his eyes wide, gave Tessa’s bum a cheeky pat, and she laughed, tossing her blonde mane. “Keep up, love,” she called to Poppy, “or you’ll miss the show.”

They reached a door marked “Room 3B,” and Tessa pushed it open without knocking. The room was a haze of candlelight and lust, the air heavy with the musk of sex. On a plush velvet bed, a shemale named Lily, her titanic titties spilling out of a lacy black brassiere, was straddling a lad whose hands gripped her hips. Her tight skirt was hiked up to her waist, revealing a massive, throbbing cock that slapped against her partner’s stomach with every thrust, her enormous balls swaying like pendulums. The lad, his face flushed, groaned as Lily rode him, her prodigious jugs bouncing wildly, nipples hard and begging for attention. “Fuck, your cock’s so much better than my boyfriend’s pathetic little prick,” she moaned, her voice dripping with need as she ground down, her balls slapping against his thighs.

Poppy froze, her own massive hooters heaving as she watched, her knickers now soaked through. Tessa leaned close, her breath hot against Poppy’s ear. “Told you it gets filthy,” she whispered, her own stupendous udders brushing against Poppy’s arm. “Lily’s got a cock that could split you in half. Want a closer look?” Before Poppy could protest, Tessa grabbed her hand and pulled her into the room, shutting the door behind them.

Lily glanced over, her eyes glinting with mischief as she slowed her thrusts, her massive cock glistening with precum. “New girl, eh?” she purred, her colossal bazooms jiggling as she leaned forward, giving her partner’s arse a playful smack. “Come join us, love. There’s plenty of me to go around.” She yanked her skirt higher, fully exposing her enormous balls, which hung low and heavy, straining her lacy knickers to the breaking point. The lad beneath her groaned, his hands kneading her tremendous ta-tas, and Poppy’s thighs clenched at the sight.

Tessa giggled, bending over to adjust her shoe, her flippy skirt flipping up to reveal her own prodigious orbs, the satin of her panties stretched so tight it was nearly transparent. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a letdown compared to Lily’s,” she sighed, giving her bulge a pat. “You ever felt a real cock, Poppy? Or are those gorgeous melons still waiting for their first ride?”

Poppy’s face burned, her monumental mams heaving as she tried to form words. “I… I’ve never…” she stammered, her eyes darting between Lily’s massive cock and Tessa’s swaying balls. The heat between her legs was unbearable, her knickers clinging to her slick folds. She’d never imagined such brazen debauchery, but the sight of Lily’s thick, pulsing shaft and those colossal balls was making her dizzy with want.

Lily smirked, sliding off her partner with a wet pop, her cock standing proud, veins throbbing. She sauntered over to Poppy, her massive jugs bouncing, her skirt still hiked up to show off her endowments. “Don’t be shy, love,” she cooed, reaching out to cup one of Poppy’s G-cup mounds, her thumb grazing a hard nipple through the blouse. “These tits are begging to be fucked.” She gave Poppy’s arse a firm swat, making her yelp, her colossal knockers jiggling wildly.

Tessa joined in, her hands sliding under Poppy’s skirt to graze her damp knickers. “Fuck, you’re soaked,” she murmured, her own stupendous bazooms pressing against Poppy’s back as she leaned in. “Let’s get that bra off and see those gorgeous jugs.” Before Poppy could protest, Tessa’s nimble fingers unbuttoned her blouse, revealing the lacy brassiere struggling to contain her massive hooters. With a quick flick, the bra was undone, and Poppy’s titanic titties spilled free, heavy and pert, her nipples hardening in the cool air.

Lily groaned, her massive cock twitching as she stepped closer, her balls swaying with every move. “God, I’d love to fuck those tits,” she said, her voice thick with lust. She yanked her own sweater off, revealing a lacy brassiere that barely held her colossal bazooms, and tossed it aside. Her cock, now fully erect, was a monster, thick and long, with balls that hung like ripe fruit. She grabbed Poppy’s hands, guiding them to her shaft, and Poppy gasped at the heat and weight of it, her fingers barely able to wrap around its girth.

Tessa, not to be outdone, hiked up her skirt and tugged her satin panties down, freeing her own massive cock and balls. “Suck it, love,” she urged, her voice husky as she pressed the tip of her shaft against Poppy’s lips. “You’ll love it.” Poppy, overwhelmed but unable to resist, parted her lips, taking Tessa’s cock into her mouth, the taste salty and intoxicating. Her massive melons bounced as she leaned forward, her tongue swirling around the thick head, while Lily knelt behind her, lifting Poppy’s skirt to reveal her soaked knickers.

“Fuck, what a perfect arse,” Lily murmured, giving it another swat before tugging Poppy’s knickers down. Her fingers found Poppy’s slick folds, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Poppy moaned around Tessa’s cock, her colossal jugs swaying as Lily’s massive cock pressed against her thigh, hot and insistent. “I’m gonna fuck you so good,” Lily whispered, her balls brushing against Poppy’s skin as she positioned herself.

The lad from the bed, now recovered, joined in, his hands kneading Poppy’s tremendous udders as Lily slid her massive cock into Poppy’s dripping pussy. The stretch was intense, filling her completely, and Poppy cried out, her voice muffled by Tessa’s shaft. Lily’s balls slapped against her thighs with every thrust, the rhythm building as Tessa fucked her mouth, her own prodigious orbs swaying with every movement. The room was a symphony of moans, slaps, and wet sounds, the air thick with the scent of sex.

Tessa groaned, her cock pulsing as she neared climax. “Fuck, your mouth is heaven,” she gasped, her massive jugs bouncing as she thrust deeper. Lily, pounding into Poppy from behind, reached around to pinch her nipples, making Poppy’s colossal knockers jiggle wildly. “Take it all, love,” Lily growled, her balls slapping harder as she drove her cock deeper, her thrusts relentless.

Poppy’s body was on fire, every nerve alight as she was fucked from both ends, her massive hooters bouncing with every movement. The sensation of Lily’s enormous cock and Tessa’s thick shaft was overwhelming, and when Lily’s fingers found her clit again, Poppy shattered, her orgasm ripping through her like a tidal wave. She moaned around Tessa’s cock, her pussy clenching around Lily’s shaft, and both shemales groaned, their own climaxes hitting hard. Tessa’s cock erupted, filling Poppy’s mouth with hot, salty cum, while Lily’s massive balls tightened, her cock pulsing as she spilled deep inside Poppy’s pussy.

As they collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap, Poppy’s colossal bazooms heaving, Tessa gave her arse one last playful swat. “Welcome to St. Titania’s, love,” she panted, her massive jugs still bouncing. “This is just the beginning.”

Poppy, still trembling, her knickers around her ankles and her massive melons bare, knew she’d never be the same. The dorms were a den of filthy pleasure, and she was already craving more.




Chapter Four: Lessons in Lust

Poppy’s legs still trembled as she followed Tessa out of Room 3B, her massive G-cup melons bouncing with every step, barely contained by the lacy brassiere she’d hastily re-fastened. Her navy skirt, scandalously short, swished against her thighs, the dampness in her pink lace knickers a constant reminder of the debauchery she’d just experienced. The dormitory corridor was a whirlwind of giggles and whispers, with girls and shemales sauntering past, their tight blouses and sweaters showcasing their stupendous jugs. Skirts, some flippy and short, others clinging like a second skin, revealed glimpses of lacy knickers and, for the shemales, bulges that made Poppy’s cheeks burn. A curvy brunette with colossal bazooms gave Poppy’s pert arse a playful swat as she passed, her own skirt flipping up to reveal satin panties stretched tight over a pair of balls so massive they seemed to defy gravity.

“Keep up, love,” Tessa called, her blonde hair cascading over her monumental mams, which strained against a sheer sweater. Her flippy skirt swished, and when she bent to adjust her garter, it flipped up, showcasing her gargantuan orbs barely contained by silk knickers. “We’ve got Miss Pritchard’s etiquette class next. She’s a proper matron, but her tits are a sight to behold.” Tessa winked, her own prodigious endowments jiggling as she led the way.

Poppy’s heart raced, her colossal knockers heaving as she tried to process the morning’s events. St. Titania’s was a world where every touch was charged with promise, every bend an invitation to ogle. Her own tremendous udders felt like a beacon, drawing eyes and hands alike, and she wasn’t sure how much longer her shyness could hold out against the rampant lust that permeated the campus.

The etiquette classroom was a grand affair, with polished wooden desks and tall windows letting in the golden autumn light. Students filed in, their tight uniforms accentuating every curve. A shemale named Charlotte, her titanic titties spilling out of a low-cut blouse, slid into the seat next to Poppy, her pencil skirt outlining a bulge that made Poppy’s eyes widen. Charlotte’s lacy black brassiere was visible through the sheer fabric, her nipples hard points that begged for attention. She gave Poppy’s bum a cheeky pat as she sat, grinning. “New girl, eh? God, your jugs are gorgeous. Bet they’re a nightmare to fit into a bra, though.”

Poppy blushed, her massive hooters wobbling as she adjusted her skirt. “They’re… heavy,” she mumbled, feeling the weight of her G-cups pulling at her shoulders. Her knickers, still damp, clung to her hips, and she prayed no one would notice the flush creeping up her neck.

Miss Pritchard swept into the room, a strikingly attractive matron in her fifties, her colossal bazooms encased in a satin blouse so tight it looked like it might burst. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, and when she turned to write on the board, bending slightly, the fabric stretched over her round arse, revealing the outline of a garter belt. Poppy’s breath hitched as she noticed the unmistakable bulge of a shemale, Miss Pritchard’s lacy knickers barely containing her massive cock and balls. A student in the front row, a redhead with stupendous funbags, gave the matron’s arse a playful swat as she passed to grab a handout, and Miss Pritchard laughed, her voice rich and commanding. “Mind your manners, Miss Evans, or I’ll have to discipline that lovely bum of yours.”

The class tittered, and Poppy sank lower in her seat, her monumental mams heaving. Charlotte leaned over, her skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls straining against her silk knickers. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a letdown compared to Miss Pritchard’s,” she whispered, eyeing the matron’s bulge with envy. “I swear, I’d let her bend me over this desk if she wasn’t so strict.”

Poppy’s eyes darted around the room, taking in the sea of massive racks and tight skirts. A blonde shemale named Amelia, her tremendous ta-tas barely contained by a cashmere sweater, kept crossing and uncrossing her legs, her flippy skirt flipping up to show off a bulge that made Poppy’s thighs clench. Amelia’s boyfriend, a lanky lad sitting beside her, looked positively inadequate by comparison, and her whispered complaints about his “pathetic little prick” carried across the row. Another shemale, a petite brunette named Grace, bent over to pick up a dropped pencil, her tight skirt riding up to reveal a pair of balls so massive they strained her lacy knickers to the breaking point. A passing girl gave Grace’s arse a cheeky pat, and she giggled, her colossal jugs jiggling as she straightened.

Miss Pritchard’s lecture was on proper deportment, but the room was a hotbed of flirtation. “Ladies,” the matron said, her titanic titties bouncing as she gestured, “a proper lady must always be poised, even when bending to retrieve an item.” She demonstrated, leaning forward to pick up a book, her skirt stretching tight to reveal her prodigious endowments. The class collectively held its breath, eyes glued to the massive bulge of her cock and balls, barely concealed by her satin knickers. “And always be mindful of your assets,” she added, straightening with a smirk, her colossal bazooms jiggling.

Poppy’s head spun. The constant sight of massive jugs and, for the shemales, enormous cocks and balls was overwhelming. Her own voluminous orbs felt like a burden, always threatening to pop a button or draw another pat on the arse. She caught Charlotte bending over to adjust her shoe, her skirt flipping up to reveal those gargantuan orbs again, and Poppy’s knickers grew damper, her body betraying her shyness.

After class, Tessa grabbed Poppy’s arm, her massive melons brushing against Poppy’s own as they walked. “Come on, love, let’s hit the library,” she said, her skirt swishing to reveal a glimpse of her colossal balls. “Plenty of quiet corners for a quick grope or two.” She gave Poppy’s bum a firm pat, and Poppy yelped, her tremendous udders bouncing as she stumbled forward.

The library was no less charged with lust. Girls and shemales lounged at tables, their tight blouses and sweaters showcasing their prodigious jugs, while skirts revealed glimpses of lacy knickers and obscene bulges. A shemale named Olivia, her colossal bazooms straining against a sheer blouse, was bent over a bookshelf, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal a pair of balls so large they seemed to defy physics. A passing lad gave her arse a playful swat, and she giggled, tossing her hair. “God, my husband’s cock is such a disappointment after seeing Olivia’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with envy. “I’d let her fuck me senseless if she wasn’t married.”

Poppy’s eyes darted to a corner where two shemales, both with monumental mams, were whispering heatedly, their hands grazing each other’s thighs. One, a brunette named Hannah, adjusted her tight skirt, revealing a massive bulge that made Poppy’s breath catch. The other, a blonde named Sophie, bent over to pick up a book, her skirt flipping up to show off her enormous balls, her lacy knickers stretched to near transparency. The sight sent a jolt through Poppy’s core, her knickers now thoroughly soaked.

Tessa noticed and grinned, leaning close. “Getting all hot and bothered again, eh? Don’t worry, love, the library’s perfect for a sneaky fondle. Maybe we’ll find a lad or a shemale to give those gorgeous knockers a proper squeeze.” She gave Poppy’s arse another pat, her fingers grazing the edge of her knickers, and Poppy’s face burned.

As they settled at a table, Poppy couldn’t shake the feeling that St. Titania’s was unraveling her inhibitions one playful swat at a time. The air was thick with promise, every glance and touch a step closer to the filthy pleasures she’d only just begun to explore. Her own colossal cleavage and pert arse were drawing more attention than ever, and she wondered how long she could resist the urge to bend over and join the lascivious dance that defined this world.




Chapter Five: Library Liaisons

Poppy’s heart pounded as she sat at the library table, her massive G-cup melons heaving against the delicate lace of her brassiere, the tight navy blouse doing little to hide their jiggle. Her short skirt clung to her hips, the dampness in her pink lace knickers a constant reminder of the lust-soaked air of St. Titania’s. The library was a haze of whispers and giggles, with girls and shemales lounging at tables, their tight sweaters and blouses showcasing their stupendous jugs. Skirts, whether flippy or skin-tight, revealed glimpses of lacy knickers and, for the shemales, bulges that made Poppy’s thighs clench. Tessa, her blonde hair cascading over her monumental mams, leaned close, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal satin panties stretched taut over a pair of balls so massive they seemed to demand worship. She gave Poppy’s pert arse a playful swat, making her colossal knockers wobble. “Ready for some fun, love?” Tessa purred, her eyes glinting with mischief.

Before Poppy could respond, a shemale named Olivia, her colossal bazooms straining against a sheer blouse, sauntered over, her tight pencil skirt outlining a bulge that made Poppy’s breath catch. Olivia’s lacy black brassiere was visible through the fabric, her nipples hard points begging for attention. She bent over to pick up a book from the table, her skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by silk knickers that strained at the seams. A passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, and she giggled, tossing her hair. “God, my husband’s cock is such a letdown compared to this,” she sighed, patting her bulge as she eyed Poppy’s tremendous udders. “Fancy a private study session, new girl?”

Poppy’s face burned, her massive hooters heaving as Tessa grabbed her hand and pulled her toward a secluded alcove, Olivia trailing behind. The alcove was tucked behind towering bookshelves, the air thick with the scent of old books and raw desire. Tessa shut the curtain, her stupendous funbags bouncing as she turned, her skirt flipping up to show off those gargantuan orbs again. “Let’s get those tits out,” she murmured, her fingers deftly unbuttoning Poppy’s blouse. The lacy brassiere fell away, and Poppy’s titanic titties spilled free, heavy and pert, her nipples hardening in the cool air.

Olivia groaned, her massive cock twitching as she yanked her own blouse off, revealing a lacy bra that barely held her colossal jugs. She tugged her skirt up, her silk knickers sliding down to free her enormous cock, thick and pulsing, with balls that hung like ripe fruit. “Fuck, those tits are begging for it,” she growled, stepping closer, her shaft brushing against Poppy’s thigh. She gave Poppy’s arse a firm swat, making her yelp, her massive melons jiggling wildly.

Tessa, not to be outdone, hiked up her skirt and tugged her satin panties down, her own massive cock springing free, her balls swaying with every move. “Suck it, love,” she urged, pressing the tip of her shaft against Poppy’s lips. Poppy, overwhelmed but unable to resist, parted her lips, taking Tessa’s cock into her mouth, the taste salty and heady. Her massive hooters bounced as she leaned forward, her tongue swirling around the thick head, while Olivia knelt behind her, lifting Poppy’s skirt to reveal her soaked knickers.

“God, this arse is perfect,” Olivia murmured, giving it another swat before tugging Poppy’s knickers down. Her fingers found Poppy’s slick folds, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Poppy moaned around Tessa’s cock, her colossal jugs swaying as Olivia’s massive cock pressed against her entrance, hot and insistent. “Gonna fuck you so good,” Olivia whispered, her balls brushing against Poppy’s thighs as she slid her shaft inside, the stretch intense and delicious.

Poppy gasped, her voice muffled by Tessa’s cock, as Olivia’s enormous prick filled her dripping pussy, each thrust sending her massive melons bouncing. Tessa fucked her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes, her prodigious orbs swaying, her hands kneading Poppy’s tremendous ta-tas. “Fuck, your mouth is heaven,” Tessa groaned, her cock pulsing as she thrust deeper, her balls slapping against Poppy’s chin.

Olivia’s rhythm grew faster, her massive balls slapping against Poppy’s thighs with every thrust, the wet sounds filling the alcove. She reached around, pinching Poppy’s nipples, making her colossal knockers jiggle wildly. “Take it all, love,” Olivia growled, her cock driving deeper, her fingers working Poppy’s clit in time with her thrusts. The sensation was overwhelming, Poppy’s body alight with pleasure as she was fucked from both ends, her massive hooters bouncing with every movement.

The alcove was a symphony of moans and slaps, the air thick with the musk of sex. A girl passing by peeked through the curtain, her own stupendous udders bouncing in a low-cut sweater. “God, my boyfriend’s prick is a joke compared to that,” she sighed, eyeing Olivia’s massive cock with envy before giving Poppy’s arse a playful swat and slipping away.

Poppy’s mind spun, her body trembling as the pleasure built. Tessa’s cock pulsed in her mouth, her massive jugs bouncing as she neared climax. “Fuck, I’m close,” Tessa gasped, her thrusts growing erratic. Olivia, pounding into Poppy from behind, groaned, her enormous balls tightening as her cock throbbed inside Poppy’s pussy. “Cum with us, love,” she urged, her fingers relentless on Poppy’s clit.

The pressure was too much, and Poppy shattered, her orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave. She moaned around Tessa’s cock, her pussy clenching around Olivia’s shaft, and both shemales groaned, their climaxes hitting hard. Tessa’s cock erupted, filling Poppy’s mouth with hot, salty cum, while Olivia’s massive balls tightened, her cock pulsing as she spilled deep inside Poppy’s pussy, her thrusts slowing as she rode out her release.

They collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap, Poppy’s colossal bazooms heaving, her knickers around her ankles. Tessa gave her arse one last playful swat, her massive jugs still bouncing. “Fuck, love, you’re a natural,” she panted, wiping a bead of sweat from her brow. Olivia, her enormous cock still glistening, smirked as she adjusted her skirt, her prodigious orbs barely contained by her knickers. “Welcome to the library, darling,” she purred. “This is just the start.”

Poppy, still trembling, her massive melons bare and her body buzzing with aftershocks, couldn’t believe how quickly she’d fallen into St. Titania’s depravity. As they slipped out of the alcove, Tessa led her toward the dorms, promising more “study sessions.” The corridor was alive with lust, girls and shemales bending over to adjust garters or pick up books, their skirts flipping up to reveal massive balls and tight knickers. A shemale named Clara, her titanic titties straining against a cashmere sweater, bent over a table, her flippy skirt riding up to show off her enormous orbs, and a passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, making her giggle.

“God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a disappointment after seeing Clara’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with longing. “I’d let her fuck me silly if she wasn’t taken.” Poppy’s knickers, still damp, clung to her hips, and she wondered how much more of this filthy world she could handle—or how much she was already craving.




Chapter Six: The Matron’s Chambers

Poppy’s massive G-cup melons bounced with every step as she followed Tessa down the dimly lit corridor toward the staff wing of St. Titania’s, her lacy brassiere straining to contain their jiggle. Her navy skirt, scandalously short, swished against her thighs, the dampness in her pink lace knickers a constant reminder of the library’s debauchery. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine and lust, the walls echoing with muffled giggles and moans from behind closed doors. Tessa, her blonde hair spilling over her stupendous bazooms, led the way, her flippy skirt flipping up to reveal satin panties stretched tight over a pair of balls so massive they seemed to pulse with life. She gave Poppy’s pert arse a playful swat, making her colossal knockers wobble. “Ready for something special, love?” Tessa purred, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Miss Pritchard’s invited us to her chambers for a ‘private lesson.’”

Poppy’s heart raced, her tremendous udders heaving as she tried to process the invitation. Miss Pritchard, the stern but strikingly attractive matron from etiquette class, was a shemale whose colossal bazooms and massive bulge had left the entire classroom in a lustful haze. The thought of being alone with her sent a shiver through Poppy’s core, her knickers growing damper by the second. “W-what kind of lesson?” she stammered, her massive hooters bouncing as they reached a heavy oak door.

Tessa smirked, bending over to adjust her garter, her skirt riding up to showcase those gargantuan orbs again. “The kind that’ll make you scream, love.” A passing girl, her own monumental mams straining a low-cut sweater, gave Tessa’s arse a cheeky pat, giggling as she sauntered by. “God, my boyfriend’s prick is a sad little thing compared to Miss Pritchard’s,” the girl sighed, eyeing Tessa’s bulge with envy. “I’d let her fuck me senseless if I got the chance.”

The door swung open, revealing Miss Pritchard in a satin robe that clung to her titanic titties, the fabric barely concealing her massive cock and balls. Her lacy black brassiere peeked through the open neckline, her nipples hard points begging for attention. “Come in, girls,” she purred, her voice rich and commanding, her colossal jugs bouncing as she stepped aside. The room was a vision of decadence: velvet drapes, a plush four-poster bed, and a faint scent of musk that made Poppy’s thighs clench.

Tessa sauntered in, her stupendous funbags jiggling as she dropped her satchel and yanked her sweater off, revealing a lacy bra that struggled to contain her massive melons. She tugged her skirt up, her satin knickers sliding down to free her enormous cock, thick and pulsing, with balls that hung like ripe fruit. “Ready to teach us, Miss?” she teased, giving Poppy’s arse another swat as she pushed her toward the bed.

Miss Pritchard’s eyes gleamed as she untied her robe, letting it fall to reveal her prodigious endowments. Her massive cock stood proud, veins throbbing, her balls swaying with every step. She grabbed Poppy’s blouse, unbuttoning it with deft fingers, and her lacy brassiere fell away, freeing Poppy’s titanic titties, heavy and pert, her nipples hardening in the warm air. “Such gorgeous jugs,” Miss Pritchard murmured, cupping one and grazing the nipple with her thumb, making Poppy gasp. She gave Poppy’s arse a firm smack, her colossal knockers jiggling wildly.

Tessa knelt on the bed, her massive cock twitching as she beckoned Poppy closer. “Suck it, love,” she urged, pressing the tip of her shaft against Poppy’s lips. Poppy, overwhelmed but consumed by desire, parted her lips, taking Tessa’s cock into her mouth, the taste salty and intoxicating. Her massive hooters bounced as she leaned forward, her tongue swirling around the thick head, while Miss Pritchard moved behind her, lifting Poppy’s skirt to reveal her soaked knickers.

“Fuck, what a perfect arse,” Miss Pritchard growled, giving it another swat before tugging Poppy’s knickers down. Her fingers found Poppy’s slick folds, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Poppy moaned around Tessa’s cock, her colossal jugs swaying as Miss Pritchard’s massive cock pressed against her entrance, hot and insistent. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk,” the matron whispered, her enormous balls brushing against Poppy’s thighs as she slid her shaft inside, the stretch intense and exquisite.

Poppy gasped, her voice muffled by Tessa’s cock, as Miss Pritchard’s prodigious prick filled her dripping pussy, each thrust sending her massive melons bouncing. Tessa fucked her mouth with deep, deliberate strokes, her gargantuan orbs swaying, her hands kneading Poppy’s tremendous ta-tas. “God, your mouth is fucking perfect,” Tessa groaned, her cock pulsing as she thrust deeper, her balls slapping against Poppy’s chin.

Miss Pritchard’s rhythm grew relentless, her massive balls slapping against Poppy’s thighs with every thrust, the wet sounds filling the room. She reached around, pinching Poppy’s nipples, making her colossal knockers jiggle wildly. “Take it all, darling,” she growled, her cock driving deeper, her fingers working Poppy’s clit in time with her thrusts. The sensation was overwhelming, Poppy’s body alight with pleasure as she was fucked from both ends, her massive hooters bouncing with every movement.

A knock at the door didn’t stop them. A shemale student named Fiona, her titanic titties straining a cashmere sweater, peeked in, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by lacy knickers. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is a bloody joke compared to that,” she sighed, eyeing Miss Pritchard’s massive shaft with longing before giving Poppy’s arse a playful swat and slipping out.

Poppy’s mind spun, her body trembling as the pleasure built. Tessa’s cock pulsed in her mouth, her massive jugs bouncing as she neared climax. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Tessa gasped, her thrusts growing erratic. Miss Pritchard, pounding into Poppy from behind, groaned, her enormous balls tightening as her cock throbbed inside Poppy’s pussy. “Cum with us, love,” she urged, her fingers relentless on Poppy’s clit.

The pressure was too much, and Poppy shattered, her orgasm ripping through her like a wildfire. She moaned around Tessa’s cock, her pussy clenching around Miss Pritchard’s shaft, and both shemales groaned, their climaxes hitting hard. Tessa’s cock erupted, filling Poppy’s mouth with hot, salty cum, while Miss Pritchard’s massive balls tightened, her cock pulsing as she spilled deep inside Poppy’s pussy, her thrusts slowing as she rode out her release.

They collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap, Poppy’s colossal bazooms heaving, her knickers around her ankles. Tessa gave her arse one last playful swat, her massive jugs still bouncing. “Fuck, love, you’re a star,” she panted, wiping sweat from her brow. Miss Pritchard, her enormous cock still glistening, smirked as she adjusted her robe, her prodigious orbs barely contained by her bra. “You’ll do well here, Miss Wadsworth,” she purred. “But we’ll need more lessons to perfect that technique.”

Poppy, still trembling, her massive melons bare and her body buzzing with aftershocks, could barely think. The chambers were a den of filthy pleasure, and as Tessa led her back to the dorms, promising more “tutoring,” Poppy knew St. Titania’s was unraveling her inhibitions faster than she could have imagined. The corridor was alive with lust, girls and shemales bending over to adjust garters or pick up books, their skirts flipping up to reveal massive balls and tight knickers. A shemale named Beatrice, her stupendous udders straining a sheer blouse, bent over a table, her tight skirt riding up to show off her enormous orbs, and a passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, making her giggle.

“God, my husband’s cock is such a letdown after seeing Beatrice’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with longing. “I’d let her fuck me silly if she wasn’t married.” Poppy’s knickers, still damp, clung to her hips, and she wondered how much deeper she’d fall into this world of rampant desire—and how much she was already craving it.




Chapter Seven: The Garden Gala

Poppy’s massive G-cup melons jiggled with every step as she followed Tessa across the manicured lawns of St. Titania’s, her lacy brassiere straining beneath a tight white blouse that showcased her tremendous udders. Her navy skirt, short and flippy, swished against her thighs, the lingering dampness in her pink lace knickers a reminder of Miss Pritchard’s chambers. The evening air was warm, scented with roses and the undercurrent of lust that permeated the campus. The garden gala, an annual event to welcome new students, was in full swing, with girls and shemales mingling under fairy lights, their tight sweaters and blouses accentuating their stupendous jugs. Skirts, some scandalously short, others clinging like a second skin, revealed glimpses of lacy knickers and, for the shemales, bulges that drew gasps and envious glances. Tessa, her blonde hair cascading over her monumental mams, gave Poppy’s pert arse a playful swat, making her colossal knockers wobble. “Ready to dazzle, love?” she purred, her flippy skirt flipping up to reveal satin panties stretched tight over a pair of balls so massive they seemed to demand attention.

Poppy’s heart raced, her massive hooters heaving as she took in the scene. The gala was a riot of laughter and flirtation, with students and teachers sauntering through the gardens, their uniforms replaced by even more revealing attire. A shemale named Eliza, her titanic titties straining a low-cut dress, bent over to pick up a glass of champagne, her skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by silk knickers. A passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, and she giggled, tossing her hair. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a disappointment compared to that,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing Eliza’s bulge with longing. “I’d let her have her way with me if she wasn’t taken.”

Tessa led Poppy to a table laden with canapés, her stupendous funbags bouncing as she leaned forward to grab a pastry, her skirt flipping up to showcase those gargantuan orbs again. “The gala’s where you make your mark,” she said, winking. “Show off those gorgeous jugs, and you’ll have everyone eating out of your hand.” She gave Poppy’s bum another swat, making her yelp, her massive melons jiggling wildly.

Poppy blushed, her colossal bazooms heaving as she adjusted her skirt, praying her knickers wouldn’t betray her arousal. The crowd was a sea of beauty, every woman and shemale a vision of curves and confidence. A young teacher, Miss Carver, glided by, her colossal jugs encased in a satin gown that clung to every curve, her tight skirt outlining a massive bulge that marked her as a shemale. When she bent to adjust her sandal, her skirt stretched tight, revealing lacy knickers barely containing her prodigious cock and balls. A student, a brunette with tremendous ta-tas, gave Miss Carver’s arse a playful pat, giggling. “Careful, Miss, or we’ll all be begging for detention,” she teased, her own flippy skirt swishing to reveal her lacy knickers.

Poppy’s eyes darted to a group of shemales near a fountain, their dresses showcasing their monumental mams. One, a redhead named Victoria, adjusted her tight skirt, revealing a bulge that made Poppy’s breath catch. Her boyfriend, a lanky lad, stood beside her, looking woefully inadequate, and Victoria’s whispered complaints about his “pathetic little prick” carried on the breeze. Another shemale, a petite blonde named Sophie, bent over to smell a rose, her flippy dress riding up to reveal her enormous balls, straining her satin knickers to near transparency. A passing girl gave Sophie’s arse a cheeky swat, and she laughed, her colossal jugs bouncing.

The gala’s atmosphere was electric, every glance and touch charged with promise. Poppy caught sight of Miss Hawthorne, the matron from her first lecture, mingling with students. Her titanic titties were barely contained by a plunging neckline, her tight skirt hugging her hips. When she leaned forward to pour champagne, her skirt stretched, revealing the outline of a garter belt and a massive bulge that left no doubt about her shemale status. A student, her own stupendous udders bouncing in a low-cut dress, gave Miss Hawthorne’s arse a playful pat, and the matron smirked, her voice rich with amusement. “Mind your hands, love, or I’ll have to teach you some manners.”

Tessa nudged Poppy, her massive melons brushing against Poppy’s arm. “See? Everyone’s itching for a grope,” she said, her skirt swishing to reveal her prodigious orbs. “You should bend over and give them a show—those tits are begging for attention.” She leaned closer, her breath hot against Poppy’s ear. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a letdown compared to what’s on display here. I swear, I’d trade him for one night with Miss Hawthorne’s monster.”

Poppy’s face burned, her massive hooters heaving as she tried to focus on the canapés. Her body was still buzzing from the morning’s debauchery, and the constant sight of colossal jugs and enormous bulges was making her knickers damper by the minute. She caught a shemale named Clara, her stupendous bazooms straining a cashmere dress, bending over to pick up a dropped napkin, her tight skirt riding up to show off her massive balls, barely contained by lacy knickers. A passing lad gave her arse a firm swat, and Clara giggled, her tremendous ta-tas jiggling as she straightened.

“God, my husband’s cock is a bloody joke after seeing Clara’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with envy. “I’d let her have me right here if she wasn’t married.” Poppy’s thighs clenched, her own colossal cleavage feeling like a beacon drawing every eye. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could resist the urge to join the lascivious dance that defined St. Titania’s.

As the evening wore on, the gala grew rowdier, with girls and shemales twirling on the dance floor, their skirts flipping up to reveal lacy knickers and prodigious endowments. A shemale named Beatrice, her titanic titties bouncing in a sheer gown, spun with a girl whose massive jugs jiggled wildly, their hands grazing each other’s arses with every turn. Beatrice’s skirt rode up, revealing her enormous balls, and the girl laughed, giving her a playful swat. “Fuck, my boyfriend’s prick doesn’t even compare,” she said, loud enough for the crowd to hear, sparking laughter and more lingering glances.

Poppy stood at the edge of the dance floor, her massive melons heaving as she watched, her knickers soaked through. Tessa grabbed her hand, pulling her toward a quieter corner of the garden. “Come on, love, let’s find a spot to catch our breath,” she said, her skirt flipping up to show off her gargantuan orbs again. “Maybe we’ll stumble on a lad or a shemale to give those gorgeous knockers a proper squeeze.” She gave Poppy’s bum another pat, her fingers grazing the edge of her knickers, and Poppy’s face flushed.

They settled on a stone bench beneath a willow tree, the fairy lights casting a soft glow over their curves. Poppy’s colossal bazooms jiggled as she sat, her skirt riding up to reveal the creamy expanse of her thighs. Tessa leaned close, her stupendous funbags brushing against Poppy’s arm. “You’re fitting in, love,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “A few more nights like this, and you’ll be bending over with the best of them, showing off those tits and begging for a pat.”

Poppy’s heart raced, her body tingling with the promise of more. St. Titania’s was a world of unbridled desire, every moment a step deeper into its filthy embrace. Her own massive hooters and pert arse were drawing more attention than ever, and as the gala’s laughter and flirtation swirled around her, she wondered how long she could hold out before giving in completely to the lust that defined this place.




Chapter Eight: Moonlit Mischief

The fairy lights of the garden gala cast a soft glow over the sprawling lawns of St. Titania’s, but the air was heavy with the musk of lust as Poppy followed Tessa deeper into the shadowed groves. Her massive G-cup melons bounced with every step, straining against the lacy brassiere beneath her tight blouse, her navy skirt swishing against her thighs, the dampness in her pink lace knickers a constant reminder of the gala’s charged atmosphere. Tessa, her blonde hair spilling over her stupendous bazooms, led the way, her flippy skirt flipping up to reveal satin panties stretched taut over a pair of balls so massive they seemed to pulse with life. She gave Poppy’s pert arse a playful swat, making her colossal knockers wobble. “Let’s find a quiet spot, love,” Tessa purred, her eyes glinting with mischief. “The night’s too young for just dancing.”

Poppy’s heart raced, her tremendous udders heaving as they slipped away from the crowd, the sounds of laughter and flirtation fading into the hum of crickets. The grove was a secluded haven, with a stone bench tucked beneath a weeping willow, its branches draping like a curtain. A shemale named Amelia, her titanic titties straining a sheer gown, was already there, her tight skirt hiked up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by lacy knickers. Her boyfriend, a lanky lad, knelt before her, his hands on her hips, but Amelia’s eyes locked onto Poppy’s massive hooters. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is a bloody joke compared to what I’ve got,” she sighed, patting her bulge as she gave Poppy’s arse a cheeky swat. “Join us, love. These jugs are begging for a proper worship.”

Tessa giggled, her stupendous funbags bouncing as she yanked her sweater off, revealing a lacy bra that struggled to contain her massive melons. She tugged her skirt up, her satin knickers sliding down to free her enormous cock, thick and pulsing, with balls that hung like ripe fruit. “Let’s make this a party,” she murmured, pushing Poppy toward the bench. Amelia dismissed her boyfriend with a wave, his disappointed muttering fading as he slunk away, leaving the three women alone in the moonlight.

Poppy’s blouse was unbuttoned in a flash, her lacy brassiere falling away to free her colossal bazooms, heavy and pert, her nipples hardening in the cool night air. Amelia groaned, her massive cock twitching as she stepped closer, her skirt discarded to reveal her prodigious endowments. “Fuck, those tits are perfect,” she growled, cupping one of Poppy’s G-cup mounds and grazing the nipple with her thumb, making Poppy gasp. She gave Poppy’s arse a firm smack, her massive hooters jiggling wildly.

Tessa knelt before Poppy, her massive cock brushing against Poppy’s thigh as she pressed her lips to Poppy’s slick knickers. “God, you’re soaked,” she murmured, tugging the lace down to reveal Poppy’s dripping folds. Her tongue darted out, teasing Poppy’s clit with slow, deliberate licks, making Poppy moan, her colossal jugs swaying. Amelia, standing behind Poppy, hiked her own knickers down, her enormous cock pressing against Poppy’s entrance, hot and insistent. “Gonna fuck you under the stars, love,” she whispered, her massive balls brushing against Poppy’s thighs as she slid her shaft inside, the stretch intense and delicious.

Poppy gasped, her massive melons bouncing as Amelia’s prodigious prick filled her pussy, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her. Tessa’s tongue worked her clit with relentless skill, her own massive cock twitching as she lapped at Poppy’s folds, her gargantuan orbs swaying with every movement. “Fuck, you taste like heaven,” Tessa groaned, her hands kneading Poppy’s tremendous ta-tas, pinching her nipples to make her colossal knockers jiggle wildly.

Amelia’s rhythm grew faster, her massive balls slapping against Poppy’s thighs with every thrust, the wet sounds mingling with the night’s chorus. She reached around, her fingers joining Tessa’s on Poppy’s clit, working it in time with her thrusts. “Take it all, darling,” Amelia growled, her cock driving deeper, her balls heavy and tight. Poppy’s body was alight, every nerve singing as she was fucked and licked, her massive hooters bouncing with every movement.

A rustle in the bushes didn’t stop them. A shemale student named Clara, her stupendous udders straining a cashmere dress, peeked through the branches, her flippy skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by lacy knickers. “God, my boyfriend’s prick is nothing compared to that,” she sighed, eyeing Amelia’s massive shaft with longing before giving Poppy’s arse a playful swat and slipping away.

Poppy’s mind spun, her body trembling as the pleasure built. Tessa’s tongue flicked faster, her massive jugs bouncing as she neared her own climax, her cock pulsing against Poppy’s leg. “Fuck, I’m close,” Tessa gasped, her licks growing frantic. Amelia, pounding into Poppy from behind, groaned, her enormous balls tightening as her cock throbbed inside Poppy’s pussy. “Cum with us, love,” she urged, her fingers relentless on Poppy’s clit.

The pressure was overwhelming, and Poppy shattered, her orgasm crashing through her like a storm. She moaned, her pussy clenching around Amelia’s shaft, and both shemales groaned, their climaxes hitting hard. Tessa’s cock erupted, spilling hot cum onto Poppy’s thigh, while Amelia’s massive balls tightened, her cock pulsing as she spilled deep inside Poppy’s pussy, her thrusts slowing as she rode out her release.

They collapsed on the bench, Poppy’s colossal bazooms heaving, her knickers around her ankles. Tessa gave her arse one last playful swat, her massive jugs still bouncing. “Fuck, love, you’re a bloody marvel,” she panted, wiping sweat from her brow. Amelia, her enormous cock still glistening, smirked as she adjusted her skirt, her prodigious orbs barely contained by her knickers. “You’re a natural, darling,” she purred. “This grove’s seen plenty, but you’re something special.”

Poppy, still trembling, her massive melons bare and her body buzzing with aftershocks, could barely think. The grove was a den of filthy pleasure, and as Tessa and Amelia led her back to the gala, promising more “moonlit lessons,” Poppy knew St. Titania’s was pulling her deeper into its lascivious embrace. The garden was still alive with lust, girls and shemales bending over to adjust garters or pick up glasses, their skirts flipping up to reveal massive balls and tight knickers. A shemale named Sophie, her titanic titties straining a sheer gown, bent over a table, her tight skirt riding up to show off her enormous orbs, and a passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, making her giggle.

“God, my husband’s cock is such a letdown after seeing Sophie’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with longing. “I’d let her fuck me silly if she wasn’t married.” Poppy’s knickers, still damp, clung to her hips, and she wondered how much further she’d fall into this world of rampant desire—and how much she was already craving it.




Chapter Nine: Morning Reflections

Poppy awoke to the soft chime of bells echoing across the St. Titania’s campus, her massive G-cup melons heaving beneath the delicate lace of her brassiere, which strained to contain their weight under a thin cotton nightgown. Her navy skirt, discarded on the floor, lay beside her damp pink lace knickers, a reminder of the moonlit debauchery in the grove. The dormitory room was quiet, save for the gentle snores of her roommate, a shemale named Clara, whose stupendous bazooms rose and fell under a satin camisole. Clara’s tight skirt, tossed carelessly over a chair, had ridden up in her sleep, revealing a pair of balls so massive they stretched her silk knickers to near transparency. Poppy’s cheeks flushed as she recalled the gala, her body still tingling from Amelia and Tessa’s attentions.

Slipping out of bed, Poppy adjusted her nightgown, her colossal knockers jiggling with every movement. She tiptoed to the mirror, wincing at the sight of her tremendous udders, which seemed to demand attention even in the soft morning light. Her knickers, fresh from the drawer, clung to her hips, and she pulled on a tight blouse and flippy skirt, the uniform doing little to hide her curves. As she bent to tie her shoes, her skirt flipped up, exposing her pert arse, and she quickly straightened, praying no one had noticed. But Clara stirred, her eyes glinting as she gave Poppy’s bum a playful swat. “Morning, love,” she purred, her massive jugs bouncing as she sat up. “Those tits are a bloody marvel. Bet they’re a nightmare to wrangle into a bra, though.”

Poppy blushed, her massive hooters heaving as she adjusted her blouse. “They’re… heavy,” she mumbled, feeling the weight of her G-cups pulling at her shoulders. Clara laughed, bending over to grab her own skirt, her tight knickers showcasing her gargantuan orbs. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a letdown compared to what I’ve got,” she sighed, patting her bulge. “You should see the lads’ faces when they realize they can’t measure up.”

The dormitory corridor was already buzzing with activity, girls and shemales bustling about in their scandalously tight uniforms. Skirts, some short and flippy, others clinging like a second skin, revealed glimpses of lacy knickers and, for the shemales, bulges that drew envious glances. A brunette named Sophie, her titanic titties straining a low-cut sweater, bent over to pick up a dropped book, her skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by satin knickers. A passing girl gave Sophie’s arse a cheeky pat, giggling. “God, my boyfriend’s prick is a joke compared to that,” she sighed, eyeing the bulge with longing. “I’d let her have me if she wasn’t taken.”

Poppy and Clara headed to the dining hall for breakfast, the air thick with the scent of toast and lust. The hall was a riot of chatter and flirtation, with students and teachers mingling at long tables. A young teacher, Miss Langley, sat at the head, her colossal bazooms encased in a satin blouse that clung to every curve. Her tight skirt outlined a massive bulge, marking her as a shemale, and when she leaned forward to pour tea, the fabric stretched, revealing lacy knickers barely containing her prodigious cock and balls. A student, her own stupendous funbags bouncing in a sheer blouse, gave Miss Langley’s arse a playful swat as she passed, and the teacher smirked. “Careful, love, or I’ll have you polishing my desk,” she teased, her massive jugs jiggling.

Poppy slid into a seat beside Tessa, whose monumental mams strained a cashmere sweater, her flippy skirt swishing to reveal her massive balls in silk knickers. Tessa gave Poppy’s bum a firm pat, making her colossal knockers wobble. “Morning, love,” she said, winking. “Still buzzing from last night? Those tits of yours were the star of the show.” Poppy’s face burned, her tremendous ta-tas heaving as she tried to focus on her porridge. The memory of Amelia’s cock and Tessa’s tongue was still vivid, and her knickers were already damp again.

Across the table, a shemale named Beatrice, her titanic titties bouncing in a low-cut dress, adjusted her tight skirt, revealing a bulge that made Poppy’s breath catch. Her boyfriend, a lanky lad, sat beside her, looking woefully inadequate, and Beatrice’s whispered complaints about his “pathetic little prick” carried across the table. Another shemale, a petite blonde named Emma, bent over to grab a scone, her flippy skirt riding up to show off her enormous balls, straining her lacy knickers. A passing lad gave her arse a cheeky swat, and she giggled, her colossal jugs bouncing.

The dining hall was a hotbed of lust, every glance and touch charged with promise. Poppy caught sight of Miss Hawthorne, the matron from her first lecture, sipping tea at a nearby table. Her colossal bazooms were barely contained by a plunging blouse, her tight skirt hugging her hips. When she bent to pick up a dropped spoon, her skirt stretched, revealing the outline of a garter belt and a massive bulge that left no doubt about her shemale status. A student, her own tremendous udders bouncing in a tight sweater, gave Miss Hawthorne’s arse a playful pat, and the matron laughed, her voice rich with amusement. “Mind your manners, love, or I’ll have to teach you a lesson.”

Tessa leaned close, her massive melons brushing against Poppy’s arm. “See? You can’t escape the gropes round here,” she said, her skirt swishing to reveal her prodigious orbs. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a letdown compared to what’s on offer. I swear, I’d trade him for one of Miss Hawthorne’s private tutorials.” She gave Poppy’s bum another pat, her fingers grazing the edge of her knickers, and Poppy’s face flushed.

As breakfast ended, Tessa grabbed Poppy’s arm, pulling her toward the lecture halls. “Come on, love, we’ve got Miss Carver’s literature class,” she said, her stupendous funbags bouncing. “She’s got a pair of jugs that’ll make your eyes water, and I hear she’s not shy about bending over to show off her bulge.” Poppy’s thighs clenched, her massive hooters heaving as she followed. The campus was alive with lust, girls and shemales bending over to adjust garters or pick up books, their skirts flipping up to reveal massive balls and tight knickers. A shemale named Olivia, her stupendous bazooms straining a sheer blouse, bent over a bench, her tight skirt riding up to show off her enormous orbs, and a passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, making her giggle.

“God, my husband’s cock is a bloody disappointment after seeing Olivia’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with envy. “I’d let her have me right here if she wasn’t married.” Poppy’s knickers, still damp, clung to her hips, and she wondered how much longer she could navigate this world of unbridled desire without losing herself completely to its filthy allure.




Chapter Ten: The Pajama Party

The moon hung high over St. Titania’s, casting a silvery glow through the dormitory windows as Poppy slipped into a pastel pink babydoll nightie, its sheer fabric clinging to her massive G-cup melons, the lacy hem barely covering her pert arse. The delicate lace of her brassiere strained beneath, her tremendous udders jiggling with every movement, while her matching pink knickers, already damp, hugged her hips. The invitation to a late-night pajama party in Room 4A had come from Tessa, whose teasing promise of “a bit of naughty fun” had left Poppy’s heart racing. She adjusted the nightie’s thin straps, her colossal knockers bouncing, and stepped into the corridor, where the air was thick with giggles and the musk of lust.

Tessa greeted her at the door, her stupendous bazooms spilling out of a pastel lavender babydoll nightie, the sheer fabric showcasing her hard nipples and the massive bulge of her cock and balls, barely contained by silky knickers. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and she gave Poppy’s arse a playful swat, making her massive hooters wobble. “Look at you, love, those tits are stealing the show,” she purred, her flippy hem swishing to reveal her gargantuan orbs. The room was a vision of decadence: fairy lights strung across the ceiling, plush pillows scattered on the floor, and a dozen girls and shemales lounging in pastel babydoll nighties—mint green, baby blue, soft peach—each one accentuating their prodigious jugs and, for the shemales, obscene bulges.

A shemale named Sophie, her titanic titties straining a pastel mint babydoll, lounged on a velvet settee, her lacy knickers stretched tight over her enormous balls. She bent over to grab a glass of wine, her nightie riding up to reveal her pert arse, and a passing girl gave it a cheeky pat, giggling. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is a bloody joke compared to that,” the girl sighed, eyeing Sophie’s bulge with longing. “I’d let her fuck me silly if she wasn’t taken.” Poppy’s thighs clenched, her massive melons heaving as she took in the scene, her knickers growing damper by the second.

Tessa pulled Poppy onto a pile of pillows, where a shemale named Eliza, her colossal bazooms spilling out of a baby blue babydoll nightie, was sipping champagne. Eliza’s tight knickers outlined her massive cock, and she smirked, giving Poppy’s arse a firm swat. “New girl, eh? Those jugs are begging for attention,” she purred, leaning forward to let her nightie’s hem flip up, revealing her prodigious orbs. The room buzzed with flirtation, girls and shemales adjusting their pastel nighties, the sheer fabrics showcasing hard nipples and straining knickers.

The party took a turn when Tessa stood, her lavender babydoll swishing as she dimmed the lights. “Time for some real fun, loves,” she announced, yanking her nightie off to reveal her lacy bra and knickers, her massive cock springing free as she tugged the silk down. Her enormous balls swayed, and she beckoned Poppy closer. “Let’s see those tits, darling,” she murmured, untying Poppy’s pink babydoll and letting it fall, her lacy brassiere following. Poppy’s colossal bazooms spilled free, heavy and pert, her nipples hardening in the warm air.

Eliza joined in, her baby blue nightie discarded to reveal her own massive cock and balls, her lacy knickers sliding down her thighs. “Fuck, those tits are perfect,” she growled, cupping one of Poppy’s G-cup mounds and grazing the nipple with her thumb, making Poppy gasp. She gave Poppy’s arse a hard smack, her massive hooters jiggling wildly. Tessa knelt before Poppy, her massive cock brushing against Poppy’s thigh as she tugged Poppy’s damp knickers down, revealing her slick folds. “God, you’re soaked,” Tessa murmured, her tongue darting out to tease Poppy’s clit with slow, deliberate licks, making Poppy moan, her colossal jugs swaying.

Sophie, her mint babydoll hiked up, sauntered over, her enormous cock twitching as she shed her knickers, her balls hanging like ripe fruit. “Gonna fuck you proper, love,” she whispered, moving behind Poppy and pressing her massive shaft against Poppy’s entrance, the stretch intense as she slid inside. Poppy gasped, her massive melons bouncing as Sophie’s prodigious prick filled her dripping pussy, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her. Tessa’s tongue worked her clit with relentless skill, her own massive cock pulsing as she lapped at Poppy’s folds, her gargantuan orbs swaying.

Eliza stood before Poppy, her baby blue knickers gone, her massive cock pressing against Poppy’s lips. “Suck it, darling,” she urged, and Poppy, overwhelmed but consumed by desire, parted her lips, taking Eliza’s shaft into her mouth, the taste salty and heady. Her massive hooters bounced as she leaned forward, her tongue swirling around the thick head, while Sophie’s thrusts grew faster, her enormous balls slapping against Poppy’s thighs with every movement. Tessa’s hands kneaded Poppy’s tremendous ta-tas, pinching her nipples to make her colossal knockers jiggle wildly.

The room was a symphony of moans and wet sounds, the air thick with the musk of sex. A girl in a peach babydoll nightie peeked from the doorway, her own stupendous udders bouncing as she watched. “God, my boyfriend’s prick is nothing compared to that,” she sighed, eyeing Sophie’s massive shaft with envy before giving Poppy’s arse a playful swat and slipping away.

Poppy’s body was alight, every nerve singing as she was fucked and licked, her massive hooters bouncing with every thrust. Tessa’s tongue flicked faster, her massive jugs bouncing as she neared her own climax, her cock pulsing against Poppy’s leg. “Fuck, I’m close,” Tessa gasped, her licks growing frantic. Sophie, pounding into Poppy from behind, groaned, her enormous balls tightening as her cock throbbed inside Poppy’s pussy. “Cum with us, love,” she urged, her fingers joining Tessa’s on Poppy’s clit, working it in time with her thrusts.

The pressure was overwhelming, and Poppy shattered, her orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave. She moaned around Eliza’s cock, her pussy clenching around Sophie’s shaft, and both shemales groaned, their climaxes hitting hard. Eliza’s cock erupted, filling Poppy’s mouth with hot, salty cum, while Sophie’s massive balls tightened, her cock pulsing as she spilled deep inside Poppy’s pussy, her thrusts slowing as she rode out her release. Tessa’s cock erupted, spilling onto Poppy’s thigh, her moans muffled against Poppy’s folds.

They collapsed on the pillows, Poppy’s colossal bazooms heaving, her pink babydoll crumpled on the floor, her knickers around her ankles. Tessa gave her arse one last playful swat, her massive jugs still bouncing in her lavender bra. “Fuck, love, you’re a bloody star,” she panted, wiping sweat from her brow. Sophie, her mint nightie discarded, smirked as she adjusted her knickers, her prodigious orbs barely contained. “This party’s just getting started, darling,” she purred.

Poppy, still trembling, her massive melons bare and her body buzzing with aftershocks, could barely think. The dormitory was a den of filthy pleasure, and as Tessa led her back to her room, promising more “pajama parties,” Poppy knew St. Titania’s was pulling her deeper into its lascivious embrace. The corridor was alive with lust, girls and shemales in pastel babydolls bending over to adjust garters or pick up glasses, their nighties flipping up to reveal massive balls and tight knickers. A shemale named Beatrice, her stupendous udders straining a peach babydoll, bent over a table, her tight knickers showcasing her enormous orbs, and a passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, making her giggle.

“God, my husband’s cock is such a letdown after seeing Beatrice’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with longing. “I’d let her fuck me silly if she wasn’t married.” Poppy’s knickers, still damp, clung to her hips, and she wondered how much further she’d fall into this world of rampant desire—and how much she was already craving it.




Chapter Eleven: The Quiet of the Quad

Poppy’s massive G-cup melons jiggled beneath a tight white blouse as she crossed the St. Titania’s quad, the morning sun casting long shadows over the cobblestone paths. Her lacy brassiere strained to contain her tremendous udders, and her navy skirt, short and flippy, swished against her thighs, her pink lace knickers still damp from the previous night’s pajama party. The memory of Tessa, Sophie, and Eliza in their pastel babydoll nighties lingered, making her cheeks flush and her colossal knockers heave. The quad was unusually quiet, the usual buzz of lustful chatter replaced by the rustle of leaves and distant laughter from the dorms. Poppy clutched her books, hoping for a moment of reprieve from the campus’s relentless debauchery.

Tessa caught up, her blonde hair cascading over her stupendous bazooms, which strained a sheer cashmere sweater. Her flippy skirt swished, revealing a glimpse of satin knickers stretched tight over her massive balls. She gave Poppy’s pert arse a playful swat, making her massive hooters wobble. “Morning, love,” Tessa purred, her eyes glinting. “You look knackered after last night. Those tits of yours stole the show.” Poppy blushed, her tremendous ta-tas heaving as she adjusted her skirt, praying her knickers wouldn’t betray her arousal.

The quad was dotted with students lounging on benches or sprawled on the grass, their tight uniforms showcasing their prodigious jugs. A shemale named Fiona, her titanic titties straining a low-cut blouse, bent over to tie her shoe, her tight skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by lacy knickers. A passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, and she giggled, tossing her hair. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is a sad little thing compared to this,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing Fiona’s bulge with envy. “I’d let her have me if she wasn’t taken.”

Poppy and Tessa settled on a bench near a fountain, the gentle splash of water a soothing contrast to the campus’s usual fervor. Tessa leaned back, her skirt flipping up to showcase her gargantuan orbs again. “The quad’s the only place you can catch your breath round here,” she said, winking. “But don’t get too comfy—someone’s always itching for a grope.” She gave Poppy’s bum another swat, her fingers grazing the edge of her knickers, and Poppy yelped, her colossal bazooms jiggling.

A young teacher, Miss Carver, strolled by, her colossal jugs encased in a satin blouse that clung to every curve. Her tight skirt outlined a massive bulge, marking her as a shemale, and when she bent to pick up a dropped pen, the fabric stretched, revealing lacy knickers barely containing her prodigious cock and balls. A student, her own stupendous funbags bouncing in a sheer sweater, gave Miss Carver’s arse a playful pat, giggling. “Careful, Miss, or we’ll all be begging for extra lessons,” she teased, her flippy skirt swishing to reveal her own lacy knickers.

Poppy’s eyes darted to a group of shemales near a rose garden, their tight blouses showcasing their monumental mams. One, a brunette named Beatrice, adjusted her skirt, revealing a bulge that made Poppy’s breath catch. Her boyfriend, a lanky lad, stood beside her, looking woefully inadequate, and Beatrice’s whispered complaints about his “pathetic little prick” carried on the breeze. Another shemale, a petite blonde named Emma, bent over to smell a flower, her flippy skirt riding up to show off her enormous balls, straining her satin knickers. A passing girl gave Emma’s arse a cheeky swat, and she laughed, her colossal jugs bouncing.

The quad’s calm was deceptive, every glance and touch charged with the promise of more. Poppy caught sight of Miss Hawthorne, the matron from her first lecture, sitting on a nearby bench, her titanic titties barely contained by a plunging blouse. Her tight skirt hugged her hips, and when she leaned forward to adjust her glasses, the fabric stretched, revealing a massive bulge that left no doubt about her shemale status. A student, her own tremendous udders bouncing in a tight dress, gave Miss Hawthorne’s arse a playful pat, and the matron smirked. “Mind your hands, love, or I’ll have you in detention,” she said, her voice rich with amusement.

Tessa nudged Poppy, her massive melons brushing against Poppy’s arm. “See? Even the quad’s not safe from the gropes,” she said, her skirt swishing to reveal her prodigious orbs. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is such a letdown compared to what’s on display here. I swear, I’d trade him for one of Miss Hawthorne’s ‘special assignments.’” Poppy’s face burned, her massive hooters heaving as she tried to focus on her books. Her body was still buzzing from the pajama party, and the constant sight of colossal jugs and enormous bulges was making her knickers damper by the minute.

A shemale named Olivia, her stupendous bazooms straining a sheer blouse, approached, her tight skirt outlining her massive balls. She bent over to offer Poppy a pastry, her skirt riding up to reveal lacy knickers stretched to near transparency. “You’re fitting in, love,” Olivia said, winking. “Those tits are a bloody beacon. Keep bending over like that, and you’ll have the whole campus after you.” She gave Poppy’s arse a firm swat, making her colossal knockers jiggle, and sauntered off, her hips swaying.

As the morning wore on, the quad grew busier, students and teachers mingling with increasing flirtation. A shemale named Sophie, her titanic titties bouncing in a low-cut sweater, bent over a bench to adjust her garter, her skirt flipping up to show off her enormous orbs. A passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, and she giggled, her tremendous ta-tas jiggling. “God, my husband’s cock is a bloody disappointment after seeing Sophie’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with longing. “I’d let her have me right here if she wasn’t married.”

Poppy’s thighs clenched, her massive hooters feeling like a burden that drew every eye. Tessa grabbed her arm, pulling her toward the lecture halls. “Come on, love, we’ve got Miss Langley’s history class,” she said, her stupendous funbags bouncing. “She’s got a pair of jugs that’ll make you dizzy, and her bulge is a sight to behold.” Poppy followed, her colossal bazooms heaving, her knickers clinging to her hips. The quad had offered a brief respite, but St. Titania’s was a world of unbridled desire, and every step pulled her deeper into its lascivious embrace.




Chapter Twelve: The Grand Finale

The St. Titania’s campus was bathed in the golden glow of late afternoon as Poppy made her way to the grand hall, her massive G-cup melons bouncing beneath a tight satin blouse, the lacy brassiere underneath straining to contain their weight. Her navy skirt, scandalously short, swished against her thighs, her pink lace knickers damp with anticipation. The final event of the term, a masquerade ball, was the talk of the campus, a night where inhibitions were shed as easily as the costumes that barely covered the students’ prodigious curves. Poppy’s heart raced, her colossal knockers heaving as she recalled the whispered promises of a “grand finale” from Tessa, whose teasing had grown bolder with each passing day.

The grand hall was a vision of decadence: chandeliers casting flickering light, velvet drapes framing tall windows, and a sea of girls and shemales in scandalous masks and revealing gowns. Tessa greeted Poppy at the entrance, her stupendous bazooms spilling out of a sheer black corset, her flippy skirt barely covering her massive balls, which strained her satin knickers. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and she gave Poppy’s pert arse a firm swat, making her massive hooters wobble. “Ready to end the term with a bang, love?” Tessa purred, her eyes glinting behind a lacy mask. “This ball’s where we let it all hang out.”

Poppy’s cheeks flushed as she adjusted her own mask, a delicate silver filigree that did little to hide her trembling lips. The hall buzzed with lust, every gown and corset accentuating colossal jugs and, for the shemales, obscene bulges. A shemale named Beatrice, her titanic titties straining a crimson gown, bent over to adjust her garter, her skirt riding up to reveal her enormous balls, barely contained by lacy knickers. A passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, and she giggled, tossing her hair. “God, my husband’s cock is a bloody joke compared to this,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing Beatrice’s bulge with longing. “I’d let her fuck me senseless if she wasn’t married.”

Tessa led Poppy to a secluded alcove, its velvet curtains offering a flimsy shield from prying eyes. A shemale named Olivia, her colossal bazooms spilling out of a sapphire gown, was already there, her tight skirt hiked up to reveal her massive cock and balls, her silk knickers discarded. Her mask glittered in the dim light, and she smirked, giving Poppy’s arse a hard swat. “Those jugs are begging for it, love,” she purred, her eyes locked on Poppy’s tremendous udders. The air was thick with musk, and Poppy’s knickers grew damper as Tessa shut the curtains, her corset straining as she moved.

“Let’s make this a night to remember,” Tessa murmured, yanking her corset down to free her massive melons, her lacy bra falling away. She tugged her skirt up, her satin knickers sliding down to reveal her enormous cock, thick and pulsing, with balls that hung like ripe fruit. Olivia followed suit, her sapphire gown pooling at her feet, her massive cock twitching as she stepped closer. “Fuck, those tits are perfect,” Olivia growled, unbuttoning Poppy’s blouse with deft fingers. Her lacy brassiere fell away, freeing Poppy’s colossal bazooms, heavy and pert, her nipples hardening in the warm air. Olivia gave Poppy’s arse a firm smack, making her massive hooters jiggle wildly.

Tessa knelt before Poppy, her massive cock brushing against Poppy’s thigh as she tugged Poppy’s damp knickers down, revealing her slick folds. “God, you’re soaked,” she murmured, her tongue darting out to tease Poppy’s clit with slow, deliberate licks, making Poppy moan, her colossal jugs swaying. Olivia moved behind Poppy, her enormous cock pressing against Poppy’s entrance, hot and insistent. “Gonna fuck you till you scream, love,” she whispered, her massive balls brushing against Poppy’s thighs as she slid her shaft inside, the stretch intense and exquisite.

Poppy gasped, her massive melons bouncing as Olivia’s prodigious prick filled her dripping pussy, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her. Tessa’s tongue worked her clit with relentless skill, her own massive cock pulsing as she lapped at Poppy’s folds, her gargantuan orbs swaying. “Fuck, you taste like heaven,” Tessa groaned, her hands kneading Poppy’s tremendous ta-tas, pinching her nipples to make her colossal knockers jiggle wildly.

A shemale named Sophie, her titanic titties straining a emerald gown, slipped into the alcove, her mask askew as she shed her knickers, revealing her enormous cock and balls. “God, my boyfriend’s prick is nothing compared to this,” she sighed, eyeing Olivia’s massive shaft with envy. She gave Poppy’s arse a playful swat, then pressed her own cock against Poppy’s lips. “Suck it, darling,” she urged, and Poppy, overwhelmed but consumed by desire, parted her lips, taking Sophie’s shaft into her mouth, the taste salty and heady. Her massive hooters bounced as she leaned forward, her tongue swirling around the thick head, while Olivia’s thrusts grew faster, her enormous balls slapping against Poppy’s thighs.

The alcove was a symphony of moans and wet sounds, the air thick with the musk of sex. A girl in a violet gown peeked through the curtains, her own stupendous udders bouncing as she watched. “God, my boyfriend’s cock is a bloody letdown compared to that,” she sighed, eyeing Sophie’s massive shaft before slipping away, her own skirt flipping up to reveal lacy knickers.

Poppy’s body was alight, every nerve singing as she was fucked and licked, her massive hooters bouncing with every thrust. Tessa’s tongue flicked faster, her massive jugs bouncing as she neared her own climax, her cock pulsing against Poppy’s leg. “Fuck, I’m close,” Tessa gasped, her licks growing frantic. Olivia, pounding into Poppy from behind, groaned, her enormous balls tightening as her cock throbbed inside Poppy’s pussy. “Cum with us, love,” she urged, her fingers joining Tessa’s on Poppy’s clit, working it in time with her thrusts. Sophie’s cock pulsed in Poppy’s mouth, her massive jugs bouncing as she thrust deeper, her balls slapping against Poppy’s chin.

The pressure was overwhelming, and Poppy shattered, her orgasm crashing through her like a wildfire. She moaned around Sophie’s cock, her pussy clenching around Olivia’s shaft, and all three shemales groaned, their climaxes hitting hard. Sophie’s cock erupted, filling Poppy’s mouth with hot, salty cum, while Olivia’s massive balls tightened, her cock pulsing as she spilled deep inside Poppy’s pussy. Tessa’s cock erupted, spilling onto Poppy’s thigh, her moans muffled against Poppy’s folds.

They collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap, Poppy’s colossal bazooms heaving, her knickers around her ankles, her satin blouse crumpled on the floor. Tessa gave her arse one last playful swat, her massive jugs still bouncing. “Fuck, love, you’re the bloody queen of this ball,” she panted, wiping sweat from her brow. Olivia, her enormous cock still glistening, smirked as she adjusted her gown, her prodigious orbs barely contained by her knickers. “You’ve conquered St. Titania’s, darling,” she purred. Sophie, her emerald gown discarded, grinned as she pulled her knickers back on. “This is your world now, love.”

Poppy, still trembling, her massive melons bare and her body buzzing with aftershocks, could barely think. The masquerade ball had been the culmination of her descent into St. Titania’s filthy embrace, and as Tessa led her back to the dance floor, promising more “finales,” the hall was alive with lust. Girls and shemales twirled in their gowns, skirts flipping up to reveal massive balls and tight knickers. A shemale named Clara, her stupendous udders straining a gold gown, bent over a table, her tight skirt riding up to show off her enormous orbs, and a passing lad gave her arse a cheeky pat, making her giggle.

“God, my husband’s cock is such a disappointment after seeing Clara’s,” a nearby girl sighed, eyeing the bulge with longing. “I’d let her fuck me silly if she wasn’t married.” Poppy’s knickers, still damp, clung to her hips, and as the music swelled, she knew she’d surrendered completely to the rampant desire of St. Titania’s. The term was over, but her place in this lascivious world was sealed, her body and soul claimed by its unbridled lust.
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