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Teacher’s Pet

(a look inside)

Young, fertile, unprotected—Rupali is desperate to explore her limits, and she’s found three fine men to help.

She up-nodded at Sledge. “Show me the money, then.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“You heard me. Show me the money. You said you want to see my tits.” She pushed them together with her arms. “Or were you hustling me?”

“I, ah… I only meant that—”

“It’s your lucky day, gentlemen,” Rupali said, turning to the others. “Your brother chickened out. Who else wants some?”

“Wait,” Sledge said, putting a hand on her shoulder. He could barely keep his eyes off her chest. “How much?” he asked. “And I don’t just mean for a look.”

“How much do you have?”

Sledge set his very impressive jaw. “What are you offering?”

“Tell you what,” Rupali said, sidling up close and running her fingers down the buttons on his shirt. “You give me your wallet, and I’ll give you…me. If you think I’m taking too much, you tell me to stop.”

Sledge towered over her, the thick muscles in his chest twitching. His eyes were as big as saucers. “And if I’m taking too much…?”

Rupali shook her head, smiling indulgently. “I’ve got enough to spare.” She held out her hand, rubbing her fingers in a gimme-gimme gesture.

Sledge pulled out his wallet, and they both looked inside.

Rupali saw a five, a ten, and a couple of twenties. “This won’t take long.”

“I usually pay by card.”

Gabe thrust a fifty into Sledge’s hand. “I’ll spot you. I want to see this.”

Rupali took the wallet and the fifty, and she tucked it in behind the twenties. “I can work with this.”
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Chapter One

Rupali took a step back from the lecture theatre door to let Mr Gallows past.

“Afternoon, girls.”

“Hi Sir.” Rupali moved in front of Angela, not-quite-but-almost unconsciously placing herself between them. “Are we doing more Linear Algebra today?”

“Last lesson,” he said, walking backwards into the empty room. “We start Orbital Mechanics tomorrow.”

“Cool.”

Angela’s voice whispered softly behind her, “He’s so hot for you. You should say something.”

“Shh.” Rupali stepped inside with Angela on her heels. “You're so full of shit.”

Mr Gallows’ eyes met hers from the front of the lecture theatre. Had he heard that? She bit her lips shut, wondering whether the blush showed on her coffee-toned cheeks.  “He's just being nice,” she said, lowering her voice. “I guess he’s attractive, maybe, in an older-guy kind of way.” This was a calculated dig. Angela and Mr Gallows had shared a secret tryst earlier in the year, but Angela had ended it when she hooked up with a boy their own age from school. Mr Gallows might be the headmaster, but he was fair game now.

“Attractive, maybe, in a hot-for-you kind of way,” Angela snorted quietly, a teasing smile curling at the corners of her lips.

She didn’t sound at all competitive. Maybe she really was over him. More than that, Rupali sensed her friend was in a matchmaking mood, which was not necessarily a bad thing. If anyone knew how to get into the headmaster’s exceptionally well-tailored pants, it was Angela. She must have sensed Rupali’s simmering attraction; why else would she want to sit in on one of the headmaster’s accelerated learning STEM tutorials?

“Okay,” Rupali said, stopping halfway up the steps. “I’ll bite. How do you know he’s hot for me?”

“Did you stop to consider why he took over the STEM tutes? Your STEM tutes?”

“He’s probably the only one qualified. He’s got a Masters, you know.”

Angela waved that away. “And why do you suppose he shifted it to LT1 when Mrs Douglas used to run it in a regular old classroom?”

LT1 was the school’s only lecture theatre. It was mostly for visiting speakers and larger groups than the fifteen or so Year 12s in the pre-tertiary STEM program.

“To make it more like university,” Rupali said, parroting back Mr Gallows’ own explanation from a few weeks earlier when he began taking the class. “So we’re better prepared for next year.”

“Sure. That’s the reason.”

It was well-known among the girls that LT1 had no modesty panels, and with the hinged worktables raised, it was a case of Panties on Parade for anyone lucky enough to be standing at the front.

“It’s close to his office, too,” Rupali remonstrated. “And the acoustics are good. It means he doesn’t need to yell. And he's the headmaster—doesn't he deserve the right to the best classroom?”

Angela pushed past and headed towards the back row, presumably wanting to whisper throughout the tutorial.

“Let's go in the middle,” Rupali said.

Angela frowned. “He’ll hear us down there. Not to mention…” She looked down at Rupali’s newly hemmed summer school dress, one eyebrow cocked.

Rupali hadn’t just raised the hem, she’d taken it in at the waist as well, and while it was still a sack, it was a fitted, shapely sack, and she loved the way it gripped her tummy and swished as she walked. She’d deliberately made two passes of the mirrored windows outside the Admin building at lunchtime—right outside Mr Gallows’ office—taking long strides like a catwalk model so she could watch in the glass and see it play around her thighs, picking up the rhythm of her stride.

Angela gestured at the missing modesty panels. “You think you can keep your knees together for a whole hour, do you?”

Rupali chose not to respond. She just turned back down the steps and took a seat in the sixth row, directly in front of the lectern.

“Hey, no skin off my nose,” Angela said, taking the seat beside her. “I wasn’t silly enough to wear a dress.” This was true. She was wearing the alternate uniform—navy blue culottes with a white blouse under the school blazer.

Rupali smiled at her, folding her long, bare legs carefully beneath the seat. “I’ll be fine.”

“Hope you wore your nice panties.”

“It’s just a seat like any other,” she said, sighing. “Not too close, not too far away. We can see him”—she hoped Angela didn’t catch the smile that played at the corner of her lips—“and from time to time,” she muttered, “maybe he might see little bits of me.”

“You do fancy him,” she cooed. “Ooooh, Rupali and Mister Gal-lows, sittin’ in a tree…” She sang it like an eight-year-old, trying to get Rupali to rise to the bait.

“Okay, so what if I do like him?” Rupali said. “He's smart, he's articulate, he's engaging…” she paused, wondering how much she should share.

“Don’t forget handsome,” Angela said, adding to the list.

Rupali put her hand over her mouth, willing the smile away. “He's got a giant dick.”

Angela laughed. “Oh, you slut.” Her musical voice rang through the slowly filling lecture theatre. A few people looked around. She’d only been teasing before, but now she took this new information alongside everything else, and Rupali could almost hear the cogs turning in her head. “You want some of that Gallows Pole.”

Rupali watched her carefully out of the corner of her eye. “Don’t you mean, some more?”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

Rupali’s heart kicked up to double-time. A month ago, Angela had engineered Rupali’s secret fantasy—bent over, blindfolded, and fucked hard by a stranger. It had awoken a beast inside her, a ravenous one, and she hungered for a fresh, risky adventure. Not knowing who had fucked her was killing her, but at the same time, it kept the fantasy fresh and was probably the only thing keeping her from doing something really slutty.

“No,” she said finally, blowing out a breath. “Don’t tell me.”

“So let’s get this straight, you take the headmaster’s pet extra-curricular classes, you wear a smoking hot school dress…” Angela checked these off as points number one and two on her fingers. “You sit in”—she counted the rows—“row six, exactly at eye level.”

Rupali grinned. Had she been found out? Not that she was hiding anything from her best friend.

“You planned to flash him, you dirty girl.” A gigantic grin lit up her face.

“I neither confirm nor deny that accusation,” Rupali replied primly. Angela was silent for a few moments, and Rupali just stared straight at the front and waited for the lecture to begin.

“Will you answer me one question?”

“So long as it’s not about him,” she whispered, still not looking.

“Oh,” Angela said, a smile in her voice. “It's not about him at all. It's about you, sweetie. It’s all about you.”

“Shoot, then” Rupali said, smiling despite herself.

“Are you wearing panties?”
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Chapter Two

“You’re seriously going to flash him,” Angela whispered. “With everyone here.”

“Well,” Rupali said, smiling, “not just flash him. I'm hoping it’ll go a bit further than that.”

“You know some people just ask for a date,” she giggled.

“Is that how you did it?”

Angela had been sent to his office for a uniform violation. One thing had led to another, and…

“You make a valid point,” she conceded, sliding one hand onto Rupali’s bare thigh and giving her a squeeze.

Sitting pantiless in such a short dress and having Angela’s hand so close to her naked sex sent tingles up her thigh and through her stomach. “Shhh,” she hissed. “He’s starting. And get your hand away from my pussy. You’re blocking the view.

Mr Gallows stepped up to the lectern and quickly scanned the sparsely filled theatre. Just for a second, Rupali felt his eyes stop on her, sending a warm flush through her core. She saw what she thought might be a satisfied smile trying to surface on his face and indulged a little daydream that it had something to do with her—or more precisely, her school dress.

She loved to watch him move. He walked with a confident grace for a man so tall, six-foot-six at least, and he filled out a business suit handsomely. More than a few times she’d noticed the way his trousers sat, when he turned or bent over especially, and she’d get welcome glimpses of an inviting bulge—not around the crotch, but an inch or two down his trouser leg.

It was nine inches long, reportedly. At least that’s what Angela claimed. The girls had a dildo that size back in the dorm, and frankly, Rupali found it difficult to visualise a real one in the same proportions.

When Mr Gallows crouched to retrieve his lecture notes from his bag, she leaned forward to get a better look and was rewarded again to see that thick bulge down the inside of his right leg. Her nipples hardened, and a fresh shiver of wanting swept again through her body, tingling ever inwards toward her pussy. Maybe she should have left Angela's hand on her knee after all.

He gave the latecomers a few more moments to find their places and then started the lecture. Linear Algebra—yawn! Actually, that was unfair. It was interesting, but Rupali was impatient to get to the good stuff, statistics and data analytics, which was what she planned to do at uni if she didn’t pursue sport full-time. There were probably easier ways to get ahead in statistics, but she was determined to stick with this STEM elective now that Mr Gallows was taking it—especially since it was in LT1.

He worked the room professionally as usual, clicking regularly through well-prepared slides, varying his pitch and tone and moving his gaze back and forth over the student body. With Rupali sitting closer to the left-hand side, his eyes would slip past on their way to the far left and then quickly back again—like he was doing a double-take.

She’d taken the opportunity on a couple of passes to uncross her legs right at his best chance to notice and leave them open while his eyes were averted, but then re-cross them when he glanced back. After a couple of attempts, she became sure he’d noticed, because he broke the sweep across the audience to appreciate the view and immediately lost his place.

She smiled and recrossed, hardly surprised to feel her smooth, shaved pussy lips sliding wetly against each other. The liquid heat was building down there, and he hadn’t even seen her yet—not properly, anyway.

When he found his place again, he looked straight up at her, past her crossed legs and into her eyes.

This time she gave him a little smile before looking away with a blush. She’d had time to notice he wasn't blushing. She may have surprised him, but she sure hadn’t embarrassed him. Perhaps he knew something she didn’t.

It was more fuel to her theory about Angela’s Fantasy Night. She’d engineered it as a sexy guessing game—What’s Up Doc?—with some other girls from the dorm. All the players were blindfolded except one, bent over, panties down, and they’d guess what the leader was putting in their pussies. When it was Angela’s turn to lead, she’d used a strap-on to fuck Trish and Mandy. Rupali, going last, was ready to guess Rawhide, the dorm’s only such toy, but much to her surprise, the mystery object had turned out to be a real flesh and blood cock. A big one, too. She hadn’t known what was happening at the time, not for sure. She’d known it wasn’t Angela wearing the strap-on; she’d come around front to whisper ‘Fantasy Night, babe’ in Rupali’s ear. But a guy? Really? Angela and Trish were notorious practical jokers, and it could easily have been Trish back there wearing Rawhide.

It hadn’t been, though. Rupali hadn’t been completely sure until afterwards when she’d lifted the blindfold and found cum leaking from her pussy.

Oh, God. She shivered again in the lecture theatre, bringing that image back to mind for maybe the thousandth time.

She’d longed for the excitement of being taken by an unseen stranger, and Angela had brought that dream to life. It had been everything she’d imagined and more—the most exciting sex she’d experienced. The not knowing was intoxicating, walking around school, making eye contact with guys, any one of which might be looking back knowing they’d fucked her.

She was wary of bursting that bubble. Knowing who it was would break the spell, but her working theory was that it was Mr Gallows, mostly because of his size; the guy who’d fucked her had nearly split her open, he’d been so huge. Where would Angela have found someone else packing that much meat in his pants?

If only she could get a look at it, confirm her suspicions.

Shit, how long have I been daydreaming?

Rupali had unknowingly been giving the headmaster a break, holding her legs closed, but the recollection of Fantasy Night had been building the heat and moisture between her legs to volcanic levels.

She pulled her hem up a fraction, showing more thigh, waiting until she was sure he’d noticed and then doing it again until she was bare almost to the hip.

With five minutes to go, she uncrossed her legs again and left them that way. Glancing down, her dress was pooled in her lap and barely covering her steaming, naked entrance. If anyone in the rows in front turned, they’d get the eyeful intended for the headmaster.

The next time he looked, she opened a couple of inches—not enough for him to see her glistening pussy, but enough that he had to check to make sure he couldn't. And he saw, alright. He stopped scanning and looked directly at her, but this time didn't break from the lecture. He just looked straight into her eyes as if challenging her to show more.

She opened a fraction wider. A bead of lubricating juice trickled from her hole down to her anus, making her wriggle as it traced its ticklish path.

Still the headmaster didn't look down. He wasn't completely Mr Cool, though; a distinct bulge was forming in the leg of his trousers. Was Rupali the only one who could see it? Her nipples tingled, coming to full parade salute, perhaps anticipating the touch of his tongue. The sight of his thick member hardening, hardening for her, sent floods of adrenaline through her, setting her pussy on fire.

His eyes finally moved on, this time without dropping to bask in the glow of her smooth, steaming sex. The bulge in his suit pants, however, was on the move, migrating from his trouser leg up to his crotch. Clearly there was nothing wrong with his peripheral vision. He moved back behind the lectern and stayed there for the remainder of the lecture, depriving Rupali of the reward her handiwork had wrought, so in punishment she closed and crossed her legs again and pulled her hem back down to a more modest length.

When he closed the lecture, she fiddled with her books a minute to allow most of the students to get out ahead of her and Angela. “I'm going down to talk to him,” she breathed.

“Want my help?”

She was such a sweetie; always had her back. It was also possible she was missing him and wanted part of the action, but Rupali sensed she was happy with her own boyfriend and wanted nothing more than to help her seal the deal. “No. I’ve got this,” she said, getting up and catching Mr Gallows’ eye, using body language to suggest she was coming over to speak to him.

As they approached the lectern, she got her first real appreciation for how tall he was. She was new to the school and had never had the opportunity to stand next to him. At six-one, she was used to being taller than most boys. She’d never felt the nervous pleasure of having a big, attractive man tower over her, and she discovered she liked it.

She smiled up at him, books hugged to her chest. “Hello Sir.” Her heart was doing somersaults now she was so close to the man who had maybe fucked her, and a flush began warming her cheeks. “Goodness me, you're big.” She batted her lashes, eyes quickly visiting his crotch before returning to his face. “I couldn’t really tell how big until I got up close.”

“Hello…”

“Rupali, Sir.” She blushed for real this time, magically expecting him to know the names of every student in school. “And I think you know Angela.”

Angela smiled and said hello.

“I’ve never met a Rupali.” He rolled the ‘r’ as she’d done. “It’s a pretty name. Is it Hindi?”

“Sanskrit.”

“Ooh, exotic. It must have a classical meaning then.

Rupali blushed deeper into her hand. “It does.”

His eyes crinkled and his lips curled into an amused grin. “I see you’re determined to embarrass me by making me ask.”

“It means,” she said, lifting her chin, determined to do it bravely. “Most beautiful.”

He laughed. “Of course it does. That would have been my first guess.”

It came out with genuine warmth. She could tell he was trying to disarm her, not embarrass her. He was more charming than she’d anticipated, and now her nipples were positively singing. Was this the man who’d knelt behind her in her dorm room and reamed her out? Did he know he’d made her come, that she’d kept the panties she’d pulled up when he was done—the ones dotted with his scent? She stared into his eyes and tried to fathom his thoughts—she’d just shown him her pussy, perhaps for the first time, but perhaps the two of them were already acquainted.

“How can I help you charming ladies?” he asked, although Angela had backed away a couple of steps, giving them space.

“I was wondering whether you’d be in your office tomorrow lunchtime,” Rupali said. “I’m trying to get my head around limits, but I think I need help. Maybe if someone showed me how to explore them.”

“Limits?”

“Mm-hmm.”

He paused a moment, considering. “Like in calculus?”

“Actually, I’m thinking of doing statistics and analytics,” Rupali said, pausing and giving him the full force of her long-lashed gaze. “Unless I can do without them?”

“Without limits?”

“Mmm.”

“A girl your age—”

“I’m eighteen.”

“It wouldn’t be easy.” He swallowed hard. “But it sounds like you know what you want.”

“I really do.”

“You have my interest piqued. So, do you want to pop by and talk or something?”

Rupali felt the blush coming again. “Or something. Will you be there?”

He shrugged. “Of course. Anything to help.”

She stepped forward under the pretence of shaking hands and pretended to catch her toe on the carpet, spilling her long frame into his ever so fit-for-purpose arms. Letting out the requisite squeal at her clumsiness, she grabbed for his torso and then pulled in close as he caught her, sensing the hard pulse of his erection against her tummy.

Oh my God, it really is enormous!

It felt wonderful to be almost touching it.

He pumped it again. He must have known she could feel it but showed no shame at all, and a flood of emotions washed over her as she worked way too slowly back to her feet.

“Oops.” She smiled shyly up at him, grinding his hardness into the hollow of her hip as she stood, simultaneously wishing she was both lower, so she could touch him there with her breasts, as well as higher, so she could press her aching pussy against him.

“Take care, Rupali,” he said, releasing her. “Nice to meet you. Good to see you again, Angela.”

“Always a pleasure.”

Rupali licked her lips. “Thank you, Sir.” A fresh set of goose bumps tracked across her breasts calling him Sir. She waved, smiled, and then turned and walked out with Angela.

Hoping he was watching her ass, she reached down to scratch the back of her thigh and hiked the hem up to show the bottom of one butt cheek. Maybe he could see her pussy through the gap, maybe he couldn’t. She swung her hips as she walked, gave it a moment with the hem held high, and then let it drop. His loss if he missed it.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

The following day, Rupali and Angela both had a free period before lunch, so they settled into the student cafeteria where they drank coffee, gossiped, and checked emails until shortly before midday, which was when Mr Gallows had promised he’d be in his office.

“Ready for lunch?” she asked Angela.

“Sure. But don't you want to go tease the bossman some more?”

“Let's eat outside in the sun,” Rupali said, which of course wasn't an answer at all. They bought sandwiches from the cafeteria and headed outside.

“Quad?” Angela suggested.

“How about the lawn out behind Admin?” she said. “It's kind of quiet and there're fewer idiots with footballs.”

“But the idiots might have their shirts off?” she pouted playfully.

Rupali smiled. To be honest, she usually didn't mind the football players with their shirts off either (notwithstanding the fact she’d started the year quite sure she was a lesbian) but this time she had other plans. “I'll make it up to you.”

They walked through the chapel gate and onto the lawn, and Rupali led them to a spot at the far end about ten metres from the mirrored windows on the sunny north side of the building. Angela sat daintily with her legs folded beside her, but Rupali sat cross-legged, the hem of her dress offering no cover whatsoever to her once again pantiless pussy.

Angela smiled. “Um, you’re just going to sit like that, are you?”

“Are you complaining?”

“Moi?” She touched her chest. “Not me. If you're putting on a show then I’m first in line to buy tickets,” she laughed. “And the rest of the campus will probably be right behind me.”

“Who else can even see?” Rupali said, gesturing at the small corner of vacant lawn that shared Angela’s superior view.

“Um, anyone in Admin, for a start,” she said, pointing to the reflective, tinted windows. “You can't even tell if there's anyone inside.”

“Pffft!” Rupali said dismissively. “There's only the end one with a view. Whose office is that, anyway?”

“Jesus, Rupali,” she giggled. “You’re about as subtle as a sledgehammer. You know Mrs Bingham shares that suite with him, don’t you?”

Rupali giggled. “Really?” Angela obviously wasn’t aware the headmistress was away supervising band camp or that Mr Gallows had the office to himself. “I like her though. And I think she might be in the closet. She deserves a show as much as anyone.”

She changed the subject and was pleased to see Angela sneaking furtive glances up her dress. It was a pretty irresistible view, and she hoped her friend wasn't her only admirer.

“Come over under the awning with me, sweetie,” she said when they’d finished their sandwiches. “I want to get out of the sun for a minute.”

Angela gave her a confused look. “You don’t even burn.”

“I know, but you do. Come on, we’ll pretend to be sneaking a smoke. I need a plausible reason to huddle together for a few minutes.”

“We could always chew gum. Or, here’s an idea, you could tell me what we’re doing.”

“I'm horny,” Rupali said. “I need you to sort me out.”

She laughed. “In front of the window? Some people look after their needs in the privacy of the bathroom, you know.”

Rupali was pleased to note she hadn’t said no. “Why would I go to a dark, nasty bathroom on my own when I have you and the great outdoors?” She gestured expansively at the lush gardens and blue skies. “And besides,” she went on, waggling her fingernails, “if I do it myself then I might cut something out that you'd prefer stayed in there.”

“They’re acrylic. And I know you have to take them off for netball tomorrow.”

“I’ll make it up to you. Tonight?” Cocking her head, she gave Angela a searching, hopeful look.

Angela sustained the gaze for a few moments but caved when Rupali suggestively touched her upper lip with the point of her tongue. “Okay,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But you’d better be quick.”

“Instantaneous,” Rupali said earnestly. “I’m so hot thinking about what he did in last night’s lecture, I just need you to finish me off.”

Angela broke into laughter. “He didn't do anything. You got yourself hot and blamed it on him.”

Angela didn't know about the hard-on he’d held pulsing against her stomach. “Please?” She knew Angela couldn’t resist her when she begged, but she usually saved it for special occasions and didn’t exploit it.

“Okay.” She blew out a sigh. “Where do you want it?”

Rupali smiled. “In my pussy. Right between my legs.”

“Smart ass! Where do you want to stand pretending to smoke while I queue up yet more sexual favours with you?”

Oooh, sassy. Maybe Rupali had pushed her too far… “Over here,” she said, stepping beneath the awning. “In the shade.”

“What about Mrs Bingham?”

“She’s off on band camp.”

“So, we’re just hoping he doesn’t have any parents or anyone else in there.”

“Pretty much.”

Rupali cupped her hands against the glass trying to see through, but the reflective film protecting the office from the relentless Sydney sun was impenetrable, at least from the outside. “I can't see anyone.” She tried to imagine what it might be like from the inside, looking out onto the sunny lawn with a tall, horny Indian girl trying to peer in.

Angela slipped between her and the window and leaned back against the glass. “What's my motivation?”

“Tiptoe up here and I'll show you.”

When Angela craned up and got her head closer, Rupali slid a hand behind her neck and they kissed, slowly pulling at each other's lips, tentatively touching tongues at first before opening wider, seeking each other out with slowly building passion. Rupali was about to pull away and tell her there could be more where that came from, when a hand stole beneath her dress and a slim, manicured finger traced a path from mid-thigh up towards her sex. She took a breath when it arrived at her leaky entrance and held it, penetration all but assured, but then Angela diverted and stroked her labia, slowly up one side, low over the top, and down the other.

“Ohhh.” Rupali released the breath in a rush. She lifted her hem at the front and opened her legs, getting the real show started and making sure that any secret watchers inside didn't miss a moment.

Angela got a second finger into the mix and gently stroked her soft, smooth pussy lips, pressing and circling and spreading them until they were wet with Rupali’s juices, whereupon she went to work on her clitoris.

Rupali bit her lower lip. She was so hot, so hyped to be masturbating in public. The headmaster was going to watch her come. She shut her eyes and reimagined the previous day, deliberately tripping into his arms to feel how hard she’d made him. This time, instead of shyly pushing away from his touch, she reached between their bodies and slipped her hand into his open fly, closing her fist around the thick base of his cock.

(You want me to fuck you, Rupali? Is that it?)

Yes. Please. Yes.

(Don’t be shy. You just have to ask for it.)

Heat built in her core. Angela perhaps sensed the change and quickened her pace. Rupali stole a glance at their reflection—her parted legs, the smooth, pink perfection of her dripping pussy standing open and proud, Angela's slim finger working her button like a machine. Juices dribbled from her hole like a hot spring and trickled down her leg.

Time was running out. Was he watching? What if he wasn’t—how would she know? She wanted him to watch her come, to know that she was doing it for him. She wanted to play the ball firmly into his court. “Give me your phone.”

“Insta-worthy moment?”

“Quickly,” she breathed. “You're going to make me come.”

Curiously, Angela forewent further questioning and handed over her phone, unlocked. Rupali pulled up the last call—one made to her, of course—and held it to the window with her number displayed.

The orgasm welled up inside. Almost there, almost there. It wouldn’t be the strongest one she’d ever had, but still it made her knees weak. On the brink, she collapsed jelly-legged against the window with her cheek pressed to the glass and Angela's magic fingers riding her clit. She conjured that mental image of Mr Gallows’ cock in her hand. In her mind's eye, she touched the tip to her entrance and whispered, Yes, I want it. Yours and anyone else’s who’ll fit. Make me your slut.

Dream-Gallows didn't need to be told twice. He pierced her and pushed his long, thick meat into her pussy. Other dream lovers took her mouth, her ass. There were cocks in both her hands, spraying her with jizz, and another fucking her breasts. In real life, Rupali threw back her head, moaned the headmaster’s name—“Yes. Sir!”—and came. Back arched, mouth open in a silent scream, cords standing out on her neck, the climax ripped through her long, lean body, making her convulse against the window, heaving with the erotic release until it finally melted away.

Spent and sweaty, she slid down the glass to the concrete, breaking contact with Angela and allowing her hem to fall. “Oh God,” she panted. “That was… That was too much.”

“Can we have that stick of gum now?” Angela joked, sliding her back down the glass to sit beside her.

Rupali’s phone chirped in the pocket of her school dress. A message, not a call. She was disappointed; she’d hoped he might call and listen to her while she came.

Rupali, I’ve given some thought to your problem of understanding limits. I have an exercise for you that may help. Come to tonight’s tute. @HeadM

───Ξ───


꘏

───Ξ───




Chapter Four

Rupali spent the rest of the day in a horny daze. She had English after lunch—a class Angela didn't share—and then Study Hall to finish off the regular school day. STEM was an after-school elective.

Her phone vibrated in Study Hall and, helpless victim of the connected age that she was, she thumbed it awake discreetly beneath her desk to check the message.

It was from Mr Gallows. He’d found her on Snapchat. It was a picture.

Hmm, not as interesting as she’d hoped, just a photo of LT1 from the outside. She’d see him there in less than an hour. And again afterwards, if she was lucky… Was that what this was about? Was he telling her where they’d have sex? She looked for more detail, zooming in and checking for clues before the image disappeared, but couldn't see anything. Was this a puzzle she had to figure out?

(Bzzzt)

Another snap. Not a puzzle, a game! Goody, I love games. It was the interior of LT1, just the presenter's stage. She didn't know what the game was but felt pretty sure there were more snaps coming.

(Bzzzt)

This one was a close-up of the lectern. An antique by age, if not by quality, it was a solid timber structure with little cupboard doors in the front. Still no clues. Damn it!

(Bzzzt)

The lectern with the doors opened. It was roomier than it looked from the outside. There were some shelves and a pile of dusty old documents from a long-forgotten presentation.

(Bzzzt)

Same lectern with the shelves and documents removed. And…the doors? WTF? Had she become part of some DIY furniture restoration project?

(Bzzzt)

The lectern again, now with a black curtain hung across the front. Shit! I'm just not getting this.

(Bzzzt)

A text, not a snap. A link, no less, to a YouTube video called “Lassard's Speech”. With the sound off, Rupali opened the video. It was a clip from an old comedy movie called Police Academy.

Oh. My. Goodness. Had she said the ball was in his court? Well now it was back in hers…with top spin. When the video finally faded to black, Rupali was left staring at her own shocked reflection in the screen.

It was decision time. Mr Gallows was testing her limits.

───Ξ───


꘏

───Ξ───




Chapter Five

Rupali arrived early and let herself into LT1 via the unlocked front door. The lectern was exactly as she’d seen in Snapchat, empty with a split curtain across the front. There didn't look to be much room in there, especially for somebody her height. Backing in butt first, she managed to fold her legs and brace somewhat comfortably against the sides without being too hunched over. But if this went the way she thought it would, she’d have to spend an hour in there.

Oh, the things we do for lust.

She pulled the curtain shut and saw she was perfectly concealed. Very little light was getting through, and she could reach a hand through the centre split without having to even pull it open. It was perfect.

She wondered whether Mr Gallows had ever done anything like this. She knew he and Angela had done some crazy, risky stuff, usually after hours and in relative privacy, culminating not least of all in sneaking him (probably him) into the girls’ dorm to surprise-creampie her best friend. But still, there’d be fifteen or more students in LT1 this afternoon; this was the mother of all escalations.

With her hidey-hole prepared, she settled in and surfed her phone until everybody arrived. It was weird hearing the first people coming in, talking candidly to each other about the tute and about Mr Gallows, thinking they were in an empty theatre. Among all the footsteps and quiet conversations, she heard someone come through the doors whistling. It sounded familiar and took her a moment to place it—the theme music from Police Academy.

Gee, I wonder who that is.

The whistling approached the lectern, and she heard him place his bag down beside it and rustle some papers. Would he peek? She wondered whether curiosity would get the better of him. She hoped not; it’d spoil the fun of the secret sex. After a minute or two he still hadn't looked in. He just paced back and forth on the stage waiting for everyone to file in and settle down before he began.

“Good afternoon, everyone,” she heard him begin. “Today I have a special treat. Well…a special treat for me, maybe not for you.”

Polite laughter. Rupali’s heart quickened. Could he be referring to her?

“I told you we were starting Orbital Mechanics today, and that’s still true, but in order to understand the state of the art in the 21st century, I want you to appreciate how it began, created as if out of thin air when a group of natural philosophers calling themselves the Royal Society, created what we now call the scientific method. Folks, this is a history lesson, and the subject is the 17th century scientific renaissance.”

Groans from the audience.

“I know, I know,” he chided, “you all learned calculus from first principles last year, but today we're going deep. Isaac Newton, Robert Hooke, John Flamsteed, Edmund Halley—these men, for women weren’t permitted in the Royal Society, literally changed the world through their mathematics and astronomy. This is easily my favourite lecture. I feel it so vividly, I could deliver it blindfolded and without notes. In fact, I don’t think I’m going too far if I say I probably enjoy this lecture more than teenagers enjoy… But you’re all teenagers—I’ll let you finish that thought for yourselves.”

More polite laughter and a few guffaws.

Better than sex. So, no pressure, Rupali!

For the first half, he used the whole stage as he normally did, animating the content with movements of his body and modulation of his voice. Rupali thought that maybe he’d chickened out and wasn’t coming to the lectern, but at about the thirty-five-minute mark he picked up some notes that he probably didn’t need and perhaps used them as an excuse to take his place right in front of her.

Is he ready now? More importantly, am I?

Anticipation was at least as much of this fantasy as the public / exhibitionist element; that was why he hadn’t checked for her when he’d arrived. In that spirit, she returned the favour and made him wait a little longer.

After about ten more minutes (which probably tortured her more than it tortured him), she peeked out of a tiny slit in the curtain and saw the beginnings of a bulge in the leg of his trousers. Anticipation: check. He hadn’t moved away, so he was definitely not chickening out. Obviously, he was still hoping she was inside.

Here goes!

She slipped her right hand out and touched his leg and was pleased to hear a little jump in his voice, even though it didn’t break his narrative. Stroking up and down and around his groin with her acrylic fingernails, she mapped out the area by feel and detected some definite stirrings down his right pants leg.

She found his zipper and silently pulled it all the way down, taking the opportunity at the bottom to tease his cock once again through his trousers. She was rewarded at once with a very definite pulse of life. With agonizing slowness, she slipped her fingers through his zipper and, delighted to find him not wearing underwear, closed her hand around his cock, which instantly began thickening in her grasp.

Rupali’s experience with men wasn’t extensive, and she was accustomed to finding them fully hard by the time she got into their pants. That she’d caught Mr Gallows sporting only a semi, and that she would be the one to bring him to full attention, gave her a new and exciting thrill of desire.

Taking a firmer hold, she pulled him close and smiled as once again he broke mid-sentence, shuffling his feet up to the edge of the lectern before having to start his current point back at the beginning. Getting him right up to the curtain, she peeked out and got her first look at his cock, still thick and heavy and not yet at its full length. Good Lord, but it was big, though. And it wasn’t even fully erect. Nine inches, Angela claimed, which is huge, but numbers didn’t tell the true story. The reality was, she held in her hand very probably the biggest, thickest cock she’d ever encounter.

Is this ‘it’? It must be. I’ve had this thing inside me. It hardly seemed real. It was just…

So. Much. Cock.

She rested the tip on her tongue and let her hot breath warm its length, making sure he realised her wet, warm mouth was right there, ready and waiting to engulf him. Closing her lips over the crown, she laved him with her tongue, wetting him, tasting, sucking softly and taking more of his thick shaft into her mouth. Was this the scent she’d smelt strung between her fingers that night—the moment she’d first understood her midnight caller really had been a man, and that he’d finished inside her?

The headmaster grew quickly, longer and thicker, filling her mouth. Slurping silently, she managed to stuff it all the way in before he became too big to fit. With her lips closed tight around the root, she began sucking, long and deep, building up the pressure while she worked the bar of flesh with her tongue, drawing blood into it and having it slowly overflow her mouth.

The tip now nestled at the back of her throat. Mr Gallows flexed, making it heave and grow, almost pushing into her throat, yet still she managed to hold it back, forcing it to bend upwards into the roof of her mouth.

She increased the pressure with another long suck. It grew again, hardening even more, and finally she succumbed, swallowing the first inch or two down her throat.

Mr Gallows took a shuddering breath. Had he imagined she’d swallow him? Very likely not. She was so glad to have practiced this in the dorm with a dildo.

She slipped a couple of fingers into his fly to free his balls and tickled them with her fingernails. A few more quick slurps, a few more spasmodic pumps of his cock, and the tip burrowed deeper, pushing down Rupali’s throat and forcing her yawning jaws wide as it finally came to peak—nine inches, rock hard, and sporting bulging veins and a monstrous cum vessel that ran the length of her tongue.

Pulling him slowly up and out of her throat, she held him at about halfway, sucking and swirling with her tongue while she massaged his balls, feeling them swell and warm in her fingers as the twitches became more insistent and spasmodic with his growing excitement.

The lecture went on, and nobody in the room ever suspected the girl beneath the podium sucking off the headmaster.

Rhythmically bobbing on his shaft, she swallowed him down again, and again—a dozen times, pressing her face into his groin and licking his balls before drawing all the way back up. Wetly slurping on his cock and getting caught up in the moment, she was losing the will to maintain silence.

For five minutes at least, he bravely bore the most lavish cock sucking Rupali knew how to give, and then just as she feared she might be doing it wrong, she finally felt that tell-tale tightening in his balls and thighs. Drawing a deep breath, she swallowed him down for what she hoped was the last time and sucked like her life depended on it, wrapping her tongue around his throbbing member and working it along the bulging veins.

With a croak in his voice, Mr Gallows bravely finished his sentence, paused for a moment, and then his cock bulged massively and erupted inside her, pumping gout after gout of thick, hot, beautiful cum straight down her throat.

Holding him there, she allowed his seed to spill into her body until the spasms ceased, then pulled him out and gently sucked his wilting cock through the afterglow. When he was soft and finally spent, she disgorged him and tucked that beautiful cock, still thick and heavy with blood, back into his pants, zipping him up before closing the curtain with a satisfied smile.

(Chirp!)

Shit! She’d forgotten to turn her phone to vibrate. It was a snap, from Angela this time, a zoom shot of Mr Gallows standing at the lectern, his mouth half open and his eyes rolled back in his head. It made her smile.

Oops.

He wound up the lecture and finally the students began to file out.

Rupali wondered whether he’d wait for everyone to leave. Would that be awkward? She sort of hoped he wouldn’t stay; it would make the perfect ending to a secret sex episode. He’d believe it was her, but he couldn’t know, not for sure.

As she heard the last footsteps leaving, she also heard Mr Gallows pack his bag and move away from the lectern.

“A,” he said.

What could that mean?

After a short pause, “Plus.”

Then she heard his musical whistling again as he walked out the door.

───Ξ───


꘏

───Ξ───




Chapter Six

Rupali must have checked her phone every five minutes since the Police Academy episode in LT1, but apart from his A+ assessment as he’d walked out, she hadn’t heard from him at all. Initially, she’d figured that since he got the cock-sucking, he owed her the next liaison. But lying sleepless that night with one eye on her phone, she came to realise that—from his point of view, at least—he had organised the last fantasy with the Snapchat messages, so it was up to her to organise the next one.

She wanted to do something sexy and surprising, something that pushed back the boundaries, but she also wanted to be alone with him just for once. She should have asked Angela for ideas—she was the Queen of Hot, after all—but it didn’t seem right involving her when those two had used to fuck. She wanted to do something really slutty, but racking her brains for half the night, she just couldn’t come up with a hot idea that would rival the lectern blow job. Finally, at about 2am, she resolved to just arrive at his office unannounced and step out of her school dress. Nothing fancy, but who doesn’t get off on the idea of an unexpected visitor sweeping their shit off the desk and breathing, Take me?

──────

At the beginning of semester, Mr Gallows had told the STEM group that if they wanted to drop in on him at his office then they could do it between 7:45am and 8:15am, otherwise get an appointment because his movements were unpredictable after that. Figuring that was her best opportunity for an unannounced booty call, Rupali left the dorm right on 7:30am and navigated the deserted corridors to his office.

Would he be in yet? She stood outside his door for a few moments, listening, and heard some soft movements within that sounded like creaking and heavy breathing.

Crap! He’s fucking someone else.

At least it wasn’t Angela—she’d still been in the dorm when Rupali left. She felt twin chills of jealousy and excitement that made her nipples hard. Hell with it—what’s the worst that could happen? He’d either send her away or invite her in to join them. If his fuck buddy was hot, then all was well, and if not, she could always walk away.

Feeling more confident, she did a quick self-inspection: sexy school dress, top button popped, lacy bra and panties underneath, ponytail tight and straight. The regulation white socks and sandals weren’t exactly a fashion sensation, but they’d have to do.

All good, let’s go.

She knocked on the door.

Silence for a few moments followed by a tentative “Who is it?” His voice; that was a positive sign.

“I can go around by the window again if you like.” Why she had to be such a smartass, she didn’t know. Maybe it was the nerves. She just wanted the first thing she said to be laced with innuendo, so it was clear what she was doing there.

“Crap.” He muttered it under his breath, but he was so close to the door, she could still hear.

Maybe she had interrupted him fucking. What was he doing now, stuffing his lover in the closet?

“Ah, screw it,” he whispered, and then, “Okay…ahhh, open the door slowly, just far enough to slip through the gap. Then shut it behind you.”

She heard the lock turn. Why wouldn’t he open it himself? And what was that about slipping through the gap? What the hell was she walking into?

One way to find out. She turned the knob and opened the door a crack, half expecting his face to appear, although it didn’t.

“You can open it wider,” he said from the other side. “But carefully.”

Following his instructions, she slowly opened it until she felt some resistance. It wasn’t blocked. Whatever it had hit (presumably Mr Gallows himself) was just leaning against the door, not holding it closed.

“Quickly,” he said. “Push through and close it behind you.”

She did, scraping her breasts as she slipped sideways through the narrow gap.

The door swung shut.

Oh my.

He was hanging upside down from a bar cantilevered out from the doorway. He wore a pair of enormous blue boots with hooks on the heels, and the hooks were attached to the bar, holding him a couple of feet off the floor. Apart from the boots, he was dressed in…well, nothing but a smile.

She stepped back hurriedly and bumped into the corner of his desk, which was probably a mercy because it stopped her from falling over. Propping her bottom on the edge, she peered back at him for a closer look. Upside down, facing her, cock soft (reasonable evidence that he hadn’t been fucking anyone, but it just deepened the mystery of why he was naked), abs and pecs bulging and shining with exertion.

Be cool, Rupali!

“Nice boots, Sir.” What the hell was that? It wasn’t her best come-on line, but his hard muscles and exposed cock were wreaking havoc with her concentration.

“Thank you,” he said, smiling. “They’re gravity boots. I use them to meditate and then exercise—you know, stomach crunches.”

“They’re, um…” What the heck were they? “Sexy.” Jesus, Rupali, why don’t you just walk up and suck his dick? Tell the naked guy his boots are sexy! What a novice. Angela would be ashamed of her. “So…” She reset and tried again. “So you…ah, you exercise…?” She gestured randomly towards his body, but it turned out to be directed straight at his cock.

“Naked?” His smile looked cute upside down.

“Yeah,” she agreed happily. “I noticed. You really are quite, um… Yep, what you said.”

“I’m sorry,” he smiled. “Am I making you uncomfortable? I’m very comfortable naked, but sometimes it’s hard to predict how people will react.”

“Uncomfortable?” she said expansively. “Me? Nope. Nakedness doesn’t bother me. Not a bit. Why don’t you…uh, why don’t you go on with your crunches and I can…watch. No, wait. I can wait, not watch. Why would I watch? Hell. No, I’ll wait. You just…” She exchanged a shuddering breath. “You just…keep, um, pumping… I mean, crunching. Yeah, crunching. And I’ll wait. And watch.”

He was trying not to laugh at her discomfort. “You know,” he suggested, “you could get naked too while you wait…or watch. Or whatever. Then maybe it won’t seem so strange.”

That had definite possibilities. She stood again and moved closer, noticing that his slowly thickening cock was exactly at the level of her face. This had definite possibilities. Upside-down sex was a fantasy she’d never had the chance to indulge. She’d often imagined herself strapped into a universal harness where a lover could fuck her mouth and then just flip her over and fuck her pussy. She’d never really considered the idea of having the man upside-down, but it definitely appealed.

“You know, I would,” she said, taking a couple of tentative steps closer, eyes flicking hungrily between his two heads. “But this dress has so many buttons, and I just can’t get myself out of it without help. And you’re…you’re so…upside down, and so…naked. I mean, who would help me?” She took the last couple of steps to move within reach and noticed, to her delight, that his eyes were just below her hem, giving him a perfect view of her lacy white panties. Instead of unbuttoning her dress and getting her naked like he’d suggested, he reached beneath and hooked his fingertips over the scalloped waistband, pulling them down so slowly she could almost feel the weight of his gaze as he revealed first her smooth, hairless mound, then her cleft, and finally the coffee-cream flesh of her waxed pussy lips. He got them past her thighs and simply let them go so that they fell in a lacy puddle around her white socks and sandals.

Taking his now familiar cock in hand, Rupali squeezed and stroked from the base, pulling it close and flicking her tongue out to lick wetly across the head.

Mr Gallows tried to reach up to unbutton her, but the idea of being modestly clothed with a naked man’s head up her dress was another fantasy come true, and so she stayed his hands and breathed, “Next time,” before enveloping his swelling cock in her mouth.

She opened her legs for him and watched hungrily as his powerful abdominals contracted, and he crunched up to kiss her. Delicious, wet heat, concealed beneath her dress, laved her nude pussy. Moaning, she sucked him deeper, eating his enormous cock and undulating her cunt into his face.

Softly he ran his tongue over her shaved outer lips, sucking each one in turn into his mouth to savour their texture. The lavish pussy pampering brought her quickly to a simmer and sent droplets of nectar trickling down her inner thigh only to be lapped up by his searching tongue. Much as she was trying to concentrate on providing a blow job worthy of the previous day’s effort, she just couldn’t concentrate on anything in her mouth while he was driving her pussy crazy.

When it couldn’t possibly get any better, it suddenly did. He entered her with his tongue, big and fat and twice the size of Angela’s, making her wobble at the knees. Her world contracted down to that one point between her legs, the fat intrusion slipping in and out of her slippery hole. It was the most glorious tongue-fucking she could imagine. Cock-gobbling was the furthest thing from her mind, and so she gave up all pretence of an A-grade blow job and just settled into a pattern of bobbing breathlessly on his shaft, wetly slurping it like a lollipop while he consumed her from the inside out.

Abs bulging, he crunched higher and drove even deeper down her love canal, opening her up like a tropical fruit and sucking her juices directly from the core.

Rupali whimpered as that familiar, welcome tingle flirted around the muscles of her thighs and tummy. “Oh God, yes,” she gasped, coming up for breath. “I… I’m going to…”

Oh boy, was she glad she filled him in on that little bit of news, because he pulled out from her throbbing, weeping cunt and latched on to her clit like a baby calf on the teat.

Oh, dear Lord, the suction!

He drew her love button deep between his lips, flicked it with his tongue, and then just ground it against his lip. Suction, compression, friction—it was like rocket fuel mixing, and Rupali blasted off, red hot explosions of pleasure firing outwards from her clit to every point of her body. Her knees unlocked and Mr Gallows caught her in his strong arms, hands cupping her naked bottom.

She sat on his face, swinging, suspended. He held her to his mouth and kept all her weight centred on her clit. One orgasm melted into another. Bright sky bursts exploded behind her closed eyes. She thought it would go on forever, but like all good things, that rocket-sled thrill ride finally slowed, and with the last of her convulsions he released her aching clit and helped her back to her feet.

Feeling somewhat guilty for neglecting him, Rupali set her feet wide, got herself centred, and buckled down to the task of providing a proper blow job. Slurping greedily, sucking, she ate cock with a grunting fervour she’d never felt before, pulling him wetly into her throat and swallowing him down with thankful satisfaction. He throbbed, arched, and with a jerk, he filled her with rich gooey cream. She pulled him back into her mouth to catch his spend, long throbbing gouts firing thickly over her tongue. She swirled it hotly around his cock and then swallowed the entire load with his softening head sitting at the back of her throat so he could feel his potent seed going down.

She stepped back, gasping. A runner of cum dripped from her chin and landed in her panties, still pooled around her ankles. She bent down and slid them back up her legs. Mr Gallows saw the blob of cum there, and he saw that she did too. Their eyes met, and they watched each other as Rupali pulled her panties up over her hips. She was still open down there, and the dollop of spunk seeded her sensitive, pink flesh.

Mr Gallows reached out, touched her there, stroking her pussy through the white lace. It made her clench, and her sex winked closed, trapping his essence inside her.

Could she go the whole day at school like this, sitting in class with the taste of the headmaster’s cum in her mouth, the smell of him in her fresh white panties?

“That was…nice,” she said. Post-coital conversation wasn’t her strong suit. The truth was, when Mr Gallows ate you out, you stayed eaten. She was still tingling.

He crunched up to the bar and unhooked his legs, lowering himself easily to the floor. Stepping close, he touched her chin, kissed her. “That was a nice surprise. Thanks for stopping by.”

“Um…sure.”

“Listen,” he said. “Do you want to do something tomorrow night?” Tomorrow was Friday—late curfew in the dorm. “Nothing…crazy. Not again. I want to get to know the real you.”

That sounded nice, provided there was also fucking. Rupali still wanted to feel his cock inside her. She remembered the thrust of her mystery man, his size and shape, the way he’d filled her. If she could watch Mr Gallows while he took her, see his face as he spent inside her, she’d know for sure (for better or worse) whether it had been him.

“I’d like that,” she said finally. Oh shit! I’ve got— “The netball final. It’s tomorrow night. I can’t miss—”

“I’ll come,” he said. “I need to support girls’ sport more anyway.”

“You will?” That was a surprise. Not many guys came to netball, not even dads or boyfriends. And he was going to be there. Oh boy, playing hard, body sweating, and that big clock in the corner counting down the minutes until she got her coals hauled by her very own nine-inch headmaster-cock. She grinned happily. “I can’t wait.”

“Me neither.” He kissed her again. “I’m glad you came.”

Rupali sensed a lot of coming in her immediate future. She flashed a big smile, and with that, she slipped quickly out the door.

───Ξ───


꘏

───Ξ───




Chapter Seven

The netball final was a cakewalk. Rupali’s opponent, the other team’s goalkeeper, was a fierce defender one-on-one, but she was slow and gullible. Rupali lost count of the times she lured the hapless girl out to the transverse line, manoeuvred herself into her blind side, and then fell quickly back under the net to receive an unopposed long pass.

She saw Mr Gallows cheering from the front row of the gymnasium’s wheel-in stands, vaguely jealous of having him watch all the girls in their tiny netball dresses. Did she detect a different expression when his eyes settled on her—a little smile whenever she bounced on her toes, keeping her muscles warm when the ball was up the other end? It was hard to tell. It felt nice, though.

The buzzer put an end to it, 54 – 40, and the girls all went crazy, hugging and jumping. Mr Gallows came over to congratulate everyone just as they were finishing the three cheers for the other team and for the umpires. “Well done, girls,” he said, leaning into the circle and shaking hands all round. “You’ve done the school proud.”

The players all beamed. “Thanks, Sir.”

Mrs Lansing, their coach, took her turn and shook his hand too. “Thanks for coming, Jon. We appreciate the support.”

“Least I could do.” He finished congratulating the last player, which happened to be Rupali, holding her hand a fraction longer than the others. “Listen up, Mrs Lansing told me you have a table booked at Pizza Roma tonight.”

“Are you coming, Sir?”

He laughed and shook his head. “It’s your win, your celebration, but I just called them, and there are four pizzas already paid for and a fifty-dollar tab on the bar.”

Squeals drowned out the general courtside hubbub and echoed throughout the gym.

“No alcohol! Mrs Lansing”—he fixed her with a look—“you’ll pass that message to the staff?”

Mrs Lansing smiled and shook her head wearily. “I’ve chaperoned a post-match before, Jon.”

Which wasn’t exactly an answer. All the girls were over eighteen, and if Rupali knew Mrs Lansing, that fifty might turn itself into a jug of margaritas and a death-glare for anyone who looked like they might tell on her.

The gym was emptying quickly. The girls did one more huddle and finished with a cheer for the coach, took some photos together with their trophy, then one by one they drifted off, most of them going home with family who’d come to see the game. Trish was the only other boarder on the team. Her family lived in country New South Wales and Rupali’s lived up the north coast. Neither could make the trip to see the final.

“Heading back to the dorm?” Trish asked while they were walking to the stands to grab their bags. “I need to scrub the sweat out of my arse crack before we go out.”

“Ew, Trish! TMI.”

“Hey, at least I didn’t ask you to do it for me.”

Their post-match pizza date wasn’t for another two hours. It would give everyone a chance to go home and get dressed up.

Rupali wrinkled her nose in apology. “I think I’ll shower here,” she said, trying to make it sound natural. “The water in the dorm is always lukewarm in the afternoon.”

“Suit yourself.” Trish slapped her playfully on the ass. “Good game today…for a goal princess.”

Rupali smiled, taking the ribbing in the spirit intended. “You too.”

The last few people drifted out. Mrs Lansing was bagging up balls and bibs, while Mr Gallows had souvenired a netball and was shooting goals down at the far end.

He’s waiting for me.

She walked back to the coach. “I’m going to shower here, Mrs Lansing. Is that okay?”

“Take your time, dear. I have to write the match report for the school magazine. I might as well start it here while it’s all still fresh.”

“Cool. Thanks.” Now what? She and Mr Gallows couldn’t stay with Mrs Lansing playing chaperone, and they couldn’t leave together with her watching. Rupali lifted her backpack and headed to the showers, sharing a look with the headmaster across the court.

He took a shot from a metre out and bounced it off the ring. At six feet six he’d make a great goalkeeper, but he couldn’t shoot for shit. “I can lock up, Meg,” he called out, missing another shot.

Yes! Rupali slowed her step, shouldering the gym door wide so it would hiss closed slowly, allowing her to hear what was going on.

“I’ve got a family thing later, so I’m just killing time till they come pick me up.”

“Really?”

“It’s not a problem. They won’t get here for another…”

The door closed and Rupali missed the rest. How fast would Mrs Lansing leave? Immediately, would be a good guess. Then what—Mr Gallows locks the doors, meets her in the showers? She’d never had sex before in the shower. All that steam, hot water pouring over their naked bodies—it sounded deliciously decadent.

She skipped off with a spring in her step and a decidedly pronounced tingle in her loins. The corridor echoed. The bathroom door banged loudly when she pushed through. The place was totally empty. Except for us. They’d be all alone, just her and a cock-wielding maniac, the whole gym to themselves while they consummated their first time.

Was it, though? Their first time? Only Angela knew the truth. And maybe Mr Gallows. It had to have been him, but the joy she got from not being certain kept it turning over and over in her head.

She cranked the hot water and began stripping.

What if she was wrong about it being Mr Gallows. What if it had been one of the boys from the boys’ wing? What if there’d been a group of them, lined up in the shadows, all waiting their turn to fuck one of the blindfolded girls. Rupali had always supposed it was Angela fucking Trish and Mandy with the strap-on, and that she’d saved Mr Gallows’ big cock as a treat for Rupali, but it needn’t have happened that way.

Rupali pulled on her shower cap and stepped under the water, instantly breaking out in goose bumps as it streamed over her breasts and between her legs, reminding her how aroused she’d become.

The idea of strangers in her room, boys she didn’t know, boys she’d never spoken to, playing rock-paper-scissors to see who’d get to fuck the Indian girl, was indescribably hot. And the corollary, that Angela had offered her to them, made a slut of her, let one of them fuck her long and hard and then let him finish, watched him finish, with his unsheathed dick still buried inside her—that had provided fodder for powerful fantasies ever since. She’d sat in the dorm dining room the following morning, still leaking cum in her panties, and she’d scanned the tables of boys wondering whether she’d spy a knowing look. What if one had brazenly sat opposite her and winked? What if a bunch of them had done it? Which one had fucked her? Whose jizz could she smell every time she squeezed her legs together?

The shower filled with steam. She soaped her breasts and tummy, making herself squeaky clean before Mr Gallows arrived to give her the reaming she so craved.

Maybe it had been him.

That wasn’t such a bad thought, not now she’d seen his wonderful cock in the flesh, sucked it even, and had him come in her mouth.

I’m fucking the headmaster.

Oh, good God. It had a delicious, taboo allure to rival that of Angela secretly pimping her out to the senior boys’ dorm.

He’s coming to fuck me. Any minute now.

Rupali swallowed the lump in her throat. How would he want her? Bent over? Up against the wall? Maybe he’d sit on a chair and let her ride him.

Where the hell was he, anyway? Her skin was glowing from the hot water. If she waited any longer, she’d turn into a prune.

Maybe he didn’t want to do her in the girls’ locker room. Maybe he wanted to pull out some tumbling mats and fuck her in the middle of the gym. Or bend her over the vaulting horse.

She shuddered and turned off the water. He wasn’t coming into the showers, that much was clear. She couldn’t wait to see what he had in store.

She dried off, patting between her legs so her towel wouldn’t smell of pussy. She couldn’t stop leaking. At least it was clean pussy now. Maybe he’d eat her again. She’d have to go out there and find out.

Now, what did she have to wear? Nothing sexy, unfortunately. Her netball dress needed a wash. She had her rep. team uniform; it was short, tight and red—she’d also need it the following afternoon for a rep. game.

It had to be her school uniform, unfortunately—no other option. She wouldn’t dress in it for anyone else. But the headmaster? Knowing it was his school, reminding him he was balling one of his own students—it was perfect.

She pulled it on, not bothering with bra or panties. They’d only get in the way. She unpinned her bun and shook out her hair. Ugh, what a mess. She brushed it out, and when that didn’t help, she quickly tied it up into a ponytail.

Better.

No makeup, but her need to get some cock inside her overrode her need to look pretty. She cupped her breasts, swinging free under the bodice of the school dress, and pinched her swollen, aching nipples.

Sit down, you two.

They didn’t. Mr Gallows probably wouldn’t mind.

Now or never, Rupali. Go get yourself some headmaster cock.

“I will,” she said to herself in the mirror. She stared into her own eyes for a long time and then spoke again. “He’s going to come in my pussy.”

An electric shiver passed through her, pushing the breath from her chest and setting her alight.

She slung her backpack over her shoulder and turned for the bathroom door.

The headmaster’s going to come in my pussy.

And in about fifteen minutes, maybe sooner, she’d lock her ankles around him and watch his face while he did it. It hardly seemed real.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Eight

There were voices coming from inside the gym. Fuck it. He was still talking to Mrs Lansing. Now she was going to have to leave alone. Unfucked. Maybe they could hook up after she’d come back from dinner. Angela had often snuck out to visit him after lights-out.

She peeked through the glass. It was Mr Gallows and two other guys—big guys, bigger than him, even—standing under the netball ring and talking. Mrs Lansing was gone.

She should let him know he was leaving.

“Mr Gallows?” she called, poking her head through the door. “Sir?” She didn’t want the men to see her braless.

They all looked toward the sound of her voice.

“I’m leaving now. The girls’ is empty. I think you’re the last ones here.”

Mr Gallows gave her a wave. “Thanks, Rupali. Great game today. What’d you shoot? Forty-four?”

“Forty-five, Sir. That’s what Mrs Lansing wrote down.” Her partner in Goal Attack had shot the other nine.

Mr Gallows directed his friends’ attention up to the scoreboard, 54 – 40 in favour of the home team.

The other men nodded, impressed. One of them tipped his cap and whistled. “On fire, young lady. If you ever want to switch codes to basketball…”

Rupali blinked. That voice… The really tall one (he had a good four inches over Mr Gallows), he was familiar. All of a sudden— “Gabe Gallows? Ohmygod!” He played basketball for the Sydney Kings. Rupali stepped through the door, feeling weightless, starstruck. “You guys are brothers?” How stupid was she? She’d never connected the surname.

The third guy was also taller than Mr Gallows, but a little shorter than Gabe, maybe six-seven or six-eight. He was huge though—broad-shouldered, square-jawed, with his chest and biceps almost busting out of his button-down short-sleeved shirt. He looked at Gabe and shook his head wearily. “This is so not fair. Nobody’s ever this impressed when I tell them I’m related to the great Jon Gallows, famous headmaster of—”

Rupali wasn’t listening. “You had a 48% three-point average last season,” she said, drifting into the gym on feet she couldn’t feel. “Can I have your autograph?” She patted her dress pocket, touched her sport bag, knowing her pens were all in her school bag back at the dorm. “Darn it, I don’t have a pen.”

Gabe laughed. “It’s okay. I carry one for emergencies.” He produced a Sharpie from his pocket.

“Or paper.”

The third guy, the one built like a brick shithouse, laughed again. “You are such a showboat, Gabe. You carry selfies too? Cause this is gonna happen all night, isn’t it?”

Gabe ignored him. “What do you want me to sign? Your dress?”

Mr Gallows held up a hand. “Not the school uniform.” He caught Rupali’s eye as she stepped up to the three of them. “Not the sport uniform, either, Rupali. Drop a Kings cap at my office and I’ll get it autographed for you.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Gabe said, peeling off his own cap. “You can have this one.” He scrawled his autograph on the peak, capped his Sharpie, and stepped close to place it on Rupali’s head.

God, he was huge. A bigger version of Mr Gallows, but with enormous hands and an even more athletic build. She took the cap off to look at the autograph. She was shaking. “Thank you so much.”

“It’s nothing. I’ve got a box of them.”

“Then why don’t I have one?” the third guy asked, presumably another brother.

“Because you never asked for my autograph.”

“Rupali,” Mr Gallows said, “this is my brother Simon—”

“Call me Sledge,” the huge guy said, flicking a salute off his eyebrow. It was just about the only hair on his head. Apart from some designer stubble to match Mr Gallows’, his head was clean shaven and tanned nearly as brown as Rupali’s skin.

“And it sounds like you already know Gabe.”

“Nice to meet you, Rupali. You’re a Kings fan?”

Rupali threaded her ponytail through the back of the cap and tightened the band. “Swifts,” she said, referring to the netball team. “But Kings when they’re not playing.”

All three guys laughed.

Sledge elbowed Gabe in the ribs. “You fell into that one, showboat.”

“The three of us are going out,” Mr Gallows said, fixing her with an apologetic look. “The guys got here earlier than I expected. I’ll see you in STEM on Monday?”

“STEM?” Sledge groaned. “Geez, Jon, don’t turn her into another one of you.”

Mr Gallows frowned. “What’s wrong with STEM? It opens up careers in engineering, economics, astronomy, meteorology—”

“Teaching—”

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with—”

“Bioinformatics,” Rupali said. Interrupting seemed the only way to get a word in with these guys. “Quantitative analysis, data science.”

“Okay, okay.” Sledge held up both hands. “I’m just saying, I don’t meet many quantitative analysts or, what was it, bioinfo-whatdoyacallits.”

“Bioinformatics.”

“My advice—keep an open mind to learning a trade. Landscaping, decorating—they can’t outsource that shit to India, so you’re always—”

“Language, Sledge. And Rupali’s parents are Indian.”

“China, then. All your big brain careers, Jon, they can be done over the internet by someone who’ll work for a dollar an hour. You’re teaching maths to kids who’ll never get to use it.”

Rupali wasn’t following the whole argument. It was hard to take her eyes off Gabe. Mr Gallows was still a hot older guy, and she did still want to finish what they’d started, but Gabe was…

An NBL All-Star.

She was more than a little starstruck. And she’d completely forgotten her nipples were showing.

Gabe was watching her, too. While the other two argued, they shared a smile over the ridiculousness of the white-vs-blue-collar debate. “What about sports?” he said, tipping Rupali a wink that said he was just doing it for the fun of winding up his brothers.

“Sports?” they both replied at once.

Sledge shook his head. “There’s like twenty places in the NBL for the whole of Sydney. That’s only if you count the Hawks, by the way, which I don’t.”

“And your career’s cooked by the time you’re thirty-three,” Mr Gallows said, holding up a finger to make his point.

“I’m not saying it should be her only option,” Gabe explained, “just an option. A lucrative one if she’s any good. Women’s sport is taking off.” He looked back at Rupali. “More importantly, what do you think about professional sport, Rupali? Are you playing State?”

Rupali shook her head. “They haven’t picked the team yet. I’m in the training squad, though.”

“See?” Gabe gave both his brothers an admonishing look. “We might be looking at the next Liz Ellis here.”

Rupali wrinkled her nose. “She was a defender.” Still, it was flattering to be compared to a superstar by a superstar. It made her skin tingle.

“What about the AIS?” Gabe asked. “They’ve got a great netball program.”

Rupali’s cheeks warmed with the sting of guilt. “I have the paperwork, but I haven’t filled it out.” She hadn’t told her parents, either.

“I know the Dean of Coaching. I can’t pull any strings, but I can get you in a room with her for a chat.”

Rupali’s breath quickened. “Really?” This was one of those moments, she realised, that might change the course of her life.

Gabe raised one eyebrow challengingly. “Thing is, are you as good as Jon reckons?”

She took a steadying breath, setting her jaw. “I could score off you.”

Sledge laughed out loud. “Boom! Gloves come off. Nobody challenges the showboat.”

“You think so?” Gabe said indulgently. He took the netball from Mr Gallows, and with one giant hand wrapped seemingly all the way around it, he stood at the regulation three feet from Rupali and held it about a mile out of her reach.

“I don’t need to get it off you,” she said. “I’m a goaler. You need to get it off me.” Her heart was pounding in her ears. “I’ll show you, if you like.”

“He doesn’t like losing, Rupali,” Mr Gallows said, his tone grave.

Sledge laughed again. “How would you know? You never beat him.”

“I did when he was eight. You were too young to remember.”

“Yeah,” remonstrated Gabe. “And you were fourteen. Don’t think I’ve forgotten.”

Sledge got out his phone. “Gabe Gallows plays one-on-one netball. This is going up on Insta, big brother.”

“You can’t play netball one-on-one,” Rupali said. “No dribbling, no stepping.”

Gabe looked at Mr Gallows, then at Sledge. “Two-on-two, then?”

“I choose him,” Rupali said quickly, pointing at Sledge.

Mr Gallows bridled. “Hey.”

“I’ve seen you shoot.”

“I can defend,” he said defensively.

Rupali hooked a thumb at Sledge. “Yeah, but he’s bigger.”

Mr Gallows took off his jacket and began rolling up his sleeves, quickly seeing the upside of being paired with the NBA All-Star. “Okay, I’m in.”

“Me too,” said Sledge. “Not because I think you can beat him, but I want to see the look on his face when we score.”

“How do we start?” Gabe asked, tossing Rupali the ball.

“Centre pass. We take it from the transverse though, for two-on-two, and use the one ring.” She walked to the painted line marking the one-third point of the court and surveyed the array of big, handsome men one by one. Was she really going to take on an NBA All-Star? She wasn’t even wearing panties, for Pete’s sake.

She adjusted her new cap, raising the peak. None of them had taken their eyes off her. Men, grown men, and she had their complete and undivided attention. “No stepping with the ball,” she said. “No passing to yourself, no contact with the player holding the ball, and you have to get rid of it within three seconds. Questions?”

“Yeah,” said Gabe. “Can you shoot from outside the circle?”

“No.”

Sledge raised his hand. “So you can’t touch the guy with the ball?”

“Or girl. No, that’s contact.”

“But you can lay him out if he doesn’t have it, right?”

Rupali sighed. “That’s also contact. But if it happens down court and the umpire doesn’t see…” She shrugged.

Sledge smiled and nodded. “That’s all I need to know.”

Rupali beckoned him closer and pulled him down to whisper tactics in his ear.

He grinned and walked back to the top of the circle. “You’re an evil young lady, Rupali. A lot of fun, but evil. Remember we warned you, though, he does not like losing.”

Gabe had put himself between Rupali and Sledge, but Rupali drew him back with a curled finger. “You’re on me, All-Star.”

He came nearer and held out those enormous arms in defence.

“No closer than three feet,” Rupali said, looking down at his shoes.

“That is three feet.” He took Rupali’s hand and held her arm out straight, brushing her fingertips against his chest.

So hard.

To tease her, he extended his own arm, flipped her ponytail playfully and pulled down the peak of her new Sydney Kings cap.

This wasn’t going to be as easy as she’d hoped.

Mr Gallows wasn’t even defending Sledge, who’d fallen back all the way to the baseline. Rupali faked left, took one long step right, and fired the ball straight at Sledge’s chest (an appreciably large target), before taking off around Gabe at a run. Sledge sent the ball back a metre in front of her when she got to the circle; she took it in the air, landed just short of the net, and put the shot up before Gabe could get to her to defend.

“One-nil.” She underarmed the ball to Gabe. “Sure you want to keep going?”

All the guys were standing there, staring. Gabe’s mouth was hanging open.

Rupali followed their gaze down to her chest. Uh oh, left the lights on. Playing braless—not her smartest move. “Hey,” she said, pointing to her face with two fingers. “Eyes up here, fellas.”

Mr Gallows blew out a breath. Gabe blinked a few times and shook his head, then turned and walked back to the transverse.

Rupali fell back with Sledge to double-team Mr Gallows.

“Hey,” Gabe called, “aren’t you supposed to be on me?”

“You believed that, did you?” She backed into Mr Gallows, rubbing her backside against his thigh. She was feeling sexy with these three big men all focussed on her.

“What happened to three feet?” Mr Gallows asked.

“You don’t have the ball, and I don’t have my arms up. Come on, are we playing, or not?”

Gabe popped up a lob too high for Rupali to intercept, and on the wrong side of Mr Gallows’ body for Sledge to deflect. He took it out of the air, and with Gabe unguarded, managed to fire it back to him just inside the circle.

“I can shoot from anywhere in here, right?” He raised the ball to his eyeline and lined up the shot.

Rupali stepped in front of him, so close her breasts brushed his chest. “If you think you can make it.”

Gabe looked straight down into her upturned eyes. “What happened to three feet?”

“My arms are down. I’m not defending.” She couldn’t defend him anyway—he’d just shoot over the top of her outstretched arms.

Gabe looked over at Mr Gallows. “Is this what she’s like in a real game?”

“Fiercer.”

Rupali pressed her body closer, touching him all over. “Take your shot, All-Star. Three seconds.”

He took it, but it never looked like going in, sailing long over the top of the ring.

“Still one-nil.” Rupali stole a glance at his pants, confirming what she’d already felt touching her tummy. He was hard.

Mr Gallows retrieved the ball and tossed it to her, but she sent it back to Sledge, pointing at the post. “From the baseline, but you can’t shoot.”

She dropped all the way back behind the circle, closely guarded by both Gabe and Mr Gallows.

“Watch her,” Gabe said. “She’s tricky.”

She couldn’t get away from Gabe one-on-one, but she didn’t have to—she faked Mr Gallows, rolled blind around his other side, using his body to block Gabe, and leapt again in a carbon copy of their last play to accept Sledge’s throw-in, landing in easy shooting distance.

Gabe was on her before she could take the shot, towering over her, touching her just as she’d done with him.

“Intimidation, Goalkeeper. Penalty shot, Shooter.”

“Intimidation?” This is exactly what you did!”

“Did you feel intimidated?”

Gabe rolled his eyes.

“Stand beside me, Gabe. You’re out of play.”

“Jon?” Gabe called to Mr Gallows. “On her. Three feet. Just hold your hands over the ball so she can’t shoot.”

Mr Gallows took up the position as instructed.

Smiling to herself, Rupali took a half-step back to give herself space, and when Mr Gallows followed, she called his foul, pointing down at her front foot. “Obstruction, Goal Defence. Three feet from my landed shoe.”

“What?”

Sledge doubled over laughing. “Oh man, I’d have paid to watch this. You guys are being played.”

“Stand beside me, Sir,” Rupali said. “You’re out of play.”

Mr Gallows stood on her other side, and all three men watched as she took a leaping step in, balanced on her free foot, and shot from under the net.

“Two-nil.” She tossed the ball to Sledge. “Our centre pass again. Unless they give up.”

Sledge took the ball back to the transverse, chuckling to himself. “Mum and Dad are not going to believe this shit.”

“Jon, stay out of my way,” Gabe called, pointing to the circle where he wanted Mr Gallows to stand. “And stay the hell away from her. She’s using you to lose me.”

Hmm, this is not getting any easier.

Gabe knew where Sledge was and didn’t need to watch him. He stayed facing Rupali, watching her eyes and not her feet.

She faked right, left, then drove right. Gabe was all over her, using his long arms and legs to set up an impenetrable wall. Rupali turned her back on him, blocking him and signalling Sledge for the lob.

It came, but not nearly high or long enough. Gabe leapt and picked it off ten feet in the air, passing it cleanly to Mr Gallows before he’d hit the floor. He went past Rupali like she was standing still, calling loudly for the pass, and took it about two metres from the post—further out than Rupali would have done, but in easy shooting distance for him.

She took up a defensive position against him, arms raised, knowing he’d call her for intimidation if she tried any sexy tricks.

Sledge dropped in behind her, right under the net.

“Two, one!” Rupali called, trying to rush his shot.

Gabe took it. It was good. High, looping, and dead on target…until Sledge leapt up, hand through the ring, and punched it out over the sideline.

“Tending!” Gabe cried, a bitter edge to his voice.

Rupali shook her head. “There’s no goal-tending rule in simple netball, only international.”

This time it was Mr Gallows who laughed. “Gabe, you’ve met your match, my friend.” He collected the ball and threw it to him. “You’d better stick to basketball.”

“Take it from the side,” Rupali said, “where it went out.”

Gabe threw it back to Mr Gallows. “You take it. Keep it out of his reach”—he hooked a thumb at Sledge—“and I’ll look after Little Miss No-Goal-Tending.”

Rupali pulled Sledge down to whisper more instructions. “Defend Mr Gallows. Stop him getting back on court and Gabe’ll time-out holding the ball.” She slapped his butt to send him along. It was every bit as firm as it looked.

Mr Gallows was tall enough to put the ball in over Sledge’s outstretched arms, but Rupali had no chance against Gabe. Playing from behind, he plucked it out of the air far above her outstretched arms, landed, pivoted, and leapt for the goal in a single bound, dunking the ball powerfully through the ring.

“Score!” Mr Gallows cried.

Both brothers clapped. Rupali joined in too, shaking her head. She’d never seen anything remotely like it in netball. Ever. “Once,” she lamented, “just once, I would love to be able to do that.”

Mr Gallows looked up at the gymnasium ceiling. It was festooned with ropes and apparatus, including a set of roman rings and a gymnast’s tumbling harness.

“I think we can arrange that.” He looked at his brothers. “Guys, are you in a hurry to leave?”

“You lost me,” Gabe said. “What do you have in mind?”

Sledge elbowed him in the ribs again. “The answer’s no, dickhead.” He looked straight into Rupali’s eyes, and maybe a little at her chest. “There is no place we’d rather be.”

Oh my. What am I getting myself into?

───Ξ───
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Chapter Nine

Mr Gallows fastened the Velcro tabs on the wide, padded belt, yanking on drawstrings in the back until Rupali could barely breathe. “Is it tight enough?”

“Like a corset,” she croaked.

He eased the tension a little. “Better?”

“Better.” She tried tugging out the folds in her dress, but they were caught tight. The waist had ridden up when the headmaster slipped the belt around her, and now, with her panties safely out of harm’s way in her sport bag, only a scarce few inches of striped cotton school dress prevented her complete exposure.

Considering what she was about to do, though, springing up to the ten-foot ring for her first slam dunk, exposure was, she realised, inevitable.

And then what? Would the guys pretend they hadn’t seen? They weren’t being circumspect about her bra-lessness. They’d been well-behaved since she first called them on it, but as soon as the thick, padded tumbling harness had gone around her middle, lifting and plumping her already generous bust, she’d noticed a lot more stolen glances and a general uptick in smiles and swollen trousers.

How did she feel about that? Teasing Mr Gallows outside his office had been thrilling. Teasing three men, though—three big men—was… She didn’t have words for it. Invigorating? She found herself short of breath. She found herself wanting to show them more, to show them everything. She wanted to tease them, watch their lying eyes while they pretended not to be turned on by a schoolgirl. How much could they take?

More importantly, what if she pushed them too far? What would they do to her when they’d had enough?

“Ready to fly?”

“Sorry, what?” Rupali blinked, bringing Mr Gallows back into focus. “No. Yes, I mean. I’m ready. I’ve never used this thing. What do I do?” She tugged again at her hem. God it was short—shorter than her netball dress, and that was saying something.

The belt was attached by bungee cords to a rail that ran along the ceiling. A tumbling gymnast could run along the mats performing handsprings and flips, using the cords for support and safety, and for beginners, the bungees could be tightened for extra lift.

Mr Gallows walked her downcourt, showing how the rail system above followed her, and he got Gabe and Sledge to crank the tension cables either side of the gym until she felt light as a feather.

She sprang off her toes, leaping six inches with the lightest push. “Wooh!” The extra stretch coming down gave her a better push off, and the next leap sent her soaring two feet in the air. “Wheee!” Her dress fluttered as she came back down, and the surge of adrenaline that came with almost exposing herself left her flushed and panting.

Had they seen?

Gabe came over, spinning the netball on one finger. “Your ball, Michael Jordan.” He tossed it to her.

“Have you got your phone?” Sledge asked. “I’ll record it if you like.”

“No,” Rupali gulped. “No video. I’m not…”

I’m not wearing panties.

She couldn’t tell them that. She was unnerved by how damned good it felt, wanting them to see her, wanting them to want her, only she didn’t want them to know that.

“Not even a photo?”

“Let me have a practice first,” she said. “The first one I’ll probably wrap myself around the post.”

Mr Gallows patted her back. “Go on, Rupali. You have the con. Sink it.”

Rupali tried walking closer to the post, but she was too light to get a purchase on the floor. “Bounce me a little.”

Gabe pulled on her hips, giving her the spring she needed to take flight.

“Wooh! Now push me.”

Sledge put one big, meaty hand on her backside and shoved her goalward.

“Ohmygod! I’m Neil-freakin-Armstrong.” She bounded down the court, school dress flying, sailing three feet in the air with each long, loping stride. She missed her timing though and hit the goal circle too far out to dunk and too close to take another loping step. Out of choices, she leapt hard, giving it everything she had. She flew, arms out, legs straight, sailing like Supergirl high into the air.

The ring was there…too far, too… She reached one-handed, legs pedalling, stretching… And she dunked—“Yes! Take that, bitches!”—pounding the ball through the goal and catching the edge with her fingertips. The momentum sent her spiralling backward. The bungees anchored her in the middle, leaving her free to rotate, and rotate she did. Once, twice, squealing, ass over teakettle with legs flailing and her dress flapping around her hips.

She was completely, utterly exposed, with not just her pussy on show, but her heightened arousal as well. She was wet down there, dripping even. The men would see her slick open sex in all its glory, and they’d know what a slut she was.

The shame, the excitement. She burned like a torch, with embarrassment, with ardour, but nowhere burned hotter than that place between her legs. She dangled upside down, pussy exposed, holding her dress and kicking the air, struggling to right herself. She didn’t need to see the men to know where they were looking. Or what they were thinking.

The kind of girl who’d take on three men at netball without her panties was very probably the kind of girl…well, not to put too fine a point on it, the kind of girl who’d take on three men at anything. One guy, three guys—it wouldn’t matter to that kind of girl.

It mattered to Rupali though. Thirty minutes ago, she’d only wanted Mr Gallows’ cock. Now she wanted them all.

Mr Gallows grabbed an ankle and righted her, getting her toes back on the floor. “Nice dunk,” he said. “I don’t think any of us will forget it.”

Sledge nodded along. “I sure won’t.”

“I’m sorry, I…” Rupali’s tongue wouldn’t work properly. Now they were going to fuck her. All of them at once; she could see it in their eyes. “I just…I was on my way back to the dorm and I—”

Sledge turned to Gabe. “She had pretty classic form, don’t you reckon? Reminded me of that clip of Jordan dunking from the free throw line.”

Gabe rocked his hand. “Mike didn’t finish with a somersault, but yeah, there was definitely form.”

“Definitely,” Mr Gallows said.

Rupali looked from Gabe, to Mr Gallows, to Sledge, and again back to Gabe. “Form?” Had they not seen her? Her dress had been up around her freaking middle. Unnerved, she touched her hip, confirming what she already knew, that she was completely nude beneath the dress.

“Don’t get me wrong,” Gabe said, holding up one palm to Sledge, “I mean, you can’t use this rig in a game, so it doesn’t count, but the timing, the stretch, the balance, they don’t come for free. You’d be surprised how many people can’t dunk one-handed even with a trampoline. It was impressive.”

“It was?” What the hell is happening?

“So what’s your verdict, Gabe?” Mr Gallows said. “You think she can strike it rich in professional sports?”

“Look, striking it rich is a relative thing. The pay packet in women’s team sports is still a long way off making all the training worthwhile.”

Rupali’s mouth was hanging open. She had to consciously shut it. She’d expected to be on her knees already, a dick in every hole. Why were they being such…gentlemen?

“You want pay packets?” Sledge said, pointing a finger at his athlete brother. “Landscaping, my friend. Alfresco spaces. Mark my words. Hang out your shingle in Point Piper. Every fortnight there’s one job or another going upwards of half a mill., and the blokes running them are pulling 25% of that just for design and management—they sub out the actual work to guys like me.”

Gabe had endured Sledge’s explanation with only a little sighing and eye rolling. “If landscaping’s what floats her boat, then fine. But mate, you’ve gotta follow the dream. You did, I did, Jon did—they’re just different dreams. If it was only about the money, she might as well go stripping. She’d clean up with her looks and retire at thirty a rich woman.”

“Gabe! Geez,” Mr Gallows said. “A little decorum.”

Rupali smiled, imagining herself stripping for Gabe in a club, maybe letting him get too close, letting him touch her…

“Right, fine, when she turns eighteen, she can clean up stripping.”

“Hey, I am eighteen.”

Gabe and Sledge both stopped arguing, and like mirror images of each other, turned their heads slowly to Rupali.

Sledge cleared his throat. “You’re…”

“Eighteen? Gabe finished.

Mr Gallows nodded. “She is.”

Sledge whistled softly through his teeth, his expression thoughtful. He looked at Mr Gallows, at Gabe, then back at Rupali. “Yeah, but you’re like, you know, a young eighteen.”

“I’m nineteen in February.”

“Yeah, nah, I mean, you’re a bit of an innocent, though. You’re not really cut out for stripping.”

“I’m not that innocent.” She cut her eyes quickly to Mr Gallows, who knew precisely how not innocent she really was. “You might be surprised. I could strip if I wanted.”

The guys looked at her dubiously.

“What? I could. It’s not that hard, you know. I know how to take my clothes off.”

Sledge shook his head and laughed. “Oh, girly, you’ve got a lot to learn.”

“What does that mean?”

He fixed her with a serious look. “Ten bucks if you show us your tits.”

“What? No!” She blurted it without thinking. Where had that come from? Only a minute ago, she’d been wanting to fuck him.

“That’s what I mean,” Sledge said. “Strippers don’t get rich stripping, they get rich…” He waved one hand searching for the right word.

Gabe chimed in. “Hustling?”

“Exactly. A hustler would come back at me offering a feel-up for twenty. And Rupali, don’t get me wrong, because you’re gorgeous and you’d have a line of blokes out the door, but you don’t have the hustle to strip.”

Rupali scowled. What did he know? She’d had sex with strangers. She’d been in threesomes. She had more hustle in her little finger than most of the girls she knew. How dare he?

She up-nodded at Sledge. “Show me the money, then.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“You heard me. Show me the money. You said you want to see my tits.” She pushed them together with her arms. “Or were you hustling me?”

“I, ah… I only meant that—”

“It’s your lucky day, gentlemen,” Rupali said, turning to the others. “Your brother chickened out. Who else wants some?”

“Wait,” Sledge said, putting a hand on her shoulder. He could barely keep his eyes off her chest. “How much?” he asked. “And I don’t just mean for a look.”

“How much do you have?”

Sledge set his very impressive jaw. “What are you offering?”

“Tell you what,” Rupali said, sidling up close and running her fingers down the buttons on his shirt. “You give me your wallet, and I’ll give you…me. If you think I’m taking too much, you tell me to stop.”

Sledge towered over her, the thick muscles in his chest twitching. His eyes were as big as saucers. “And if I’m taking too much…?”

Rupali shook her head, smiling indulgently. “I’ve got enough to spare.” She held out her hand, rubbing her fingers in a gimme-gimme gesture.

Sledge pulled out his wallet, and they both looked inside.

Rupali saw a five, a ten, and a couple of twenties. “This won’t take long.”

“I usually pay by card.”

Gabe thrust a fifty into Sledge’s hand. “I’ll spot you. I want to see this.”

Rupali took the wallet and the fifty, and she tucked it in behind the twenties. “I can work with this.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Ten

Sledge stood there biting his lip, empty hands clenching nervously. “Now what? What do I do?”

“What do you do?” Rupali asked, giggling deliberately. “Me, silly. Do you want me out of this rig”—she bounced easily on her toes up to the level of his face—“or is there some fun you want to have while I’m still strapped in?”

Sledge swallowed audibly, fingering the top button of her dress. “Stay strapped in.”

“Good choice,” Gabe whispered from behind.

Sledge popped the first two buttons. “I’ve been wanting to see these since you walked in.”

Rupali wriggled her shoulders, eagerly anticipating his touch. “Mmm, boobies. I like a guy who starts slow.” She plucked the five-dollar note from Sledge’s wallet and tucked it into the hair band around her wrist. She was now officially a sex-worker.

Three buttons. Four. The fifth was buried beneath the padded tumbling harness. Sledge stroked a finger down the middle, squeezing through the junction where her breasts touched and making her shiver. Without opening the lapels, he weighed her bust through the cotton, not squeezing, just lifting with his fingertips.

“I think I can get it off my shoulders,” she said. “Do you want me to—?”

“No,” he said, stroking up the undersides, using his thumbs now to squeeze. “I want to do it.”

He touched the hollow of her throat and traced his fingers outwards along the collarbones, pulling her lapels wide enough to angle across her breasts and reveal the dark edges of her areolae.

Rupali held her breath. Do it. Do it.

He pulled the bodice wider, exposing her, feasting his eyes on her ripe young shape. “Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about,” he said, peeling the sides down over her shoulders. It was tight with only the first four buttons opened, and Rupali had to wriggle to help him get it down and pull her arms free. “Am I still on the first five bucks?” he asked.

“That depends,” she said, following his gaze down to her boobs. She shimmied to make them wobble. “Are you just going to look?”

Sledge cupped them both in his big hands.

“I didn’t think so.” She tucked another ten into her impromptu stripper’s garter.

Mr Gallows took a few halting steps back. “I’m gonna check the door’s locked.”

“I’m gonna…” Gabe side-stepped to get a better angle on Sledge and Rupali, watching carefully as his brother worked her soft, pliant flesh.  “I’m gonna stay right here.”

Sledge ran his work-roughened thumbs over her areolae, making them pucker. “Too much?”

Rupali swallowed. “Not enough.”

He pinched her nipples.

“Harder.”

He did, making her moan. She’d never been…pawed like this, her breasts lost in those huge, callused mitts. She’d always thought of herself as tall and full-busted (because she was!), but Sledge made her feel tiny, helpless, like some flat-chested teen.

“Let Gabe play, too,” she breathed, hoping Sledge would find somewhere more interesting to invade with those fingers. Somewhere warmer. She stroked his cock through his jeans to sell the idea.

Gabe moved behind her, and his big, basketball hands replaced Sledge’s on her breasts.

“Two at once,” she said, struggling to keep her breathing even. “That’s gonna cost you.” She slid one of the twenties out of Sledge’s wallet and into the hairband on her wrist.

Sledge groped beneath her dress and cupped her bare ass, kneading and spreading her cheeks. “Damn, this is tight,” he said. “I’m gonna run out of money before I run out of holes to fill.”

Rupali unzipped him and groped inside his pants. “You don’t have to fill them all yourself.”

“How much?” Gabe asked. “For all of us?”

Rupali froze, her hand had found what might have been a Lebanese cucumber, although Sledge didn’t seem the type to keep vegetables in his underwear. “What?” It came out in a rush of breath. She knew what he was asking, but for a moment she’d lost her words. Never had she imagined she’d handle a cock bigger than Mr Gallows’. Whether Sledge was longer was a matter she could settle once she’d gotten his pants off. But thicker? Those results were already in.

“You heard him,” Sledge said, parodying her own smack-talk from earlier. He hoisted her up to eye-level, letting the bungee cords do most of the work. Her ass was lost in those giant hands. “Three guys. Three holes. You’re the mathematician. How much for all of us?”

“At once,” Gabe said, so close Rupali could feel his breath. “All of us at once.”

Rupali’s mouth moved, but words wouldn’t come out. She leaned close to Sledge’s ear and whispered. “Not in my ass. You’re too big.”

“What’d she say?” Gabe asked. “I didn’t hear.”

“She says she wants you to fuck her ass, Pencil-dick.” He hadn’t taken his eyes off Rupali. “How much?”

Rupali’s mouth was watering. “All of it.” She pulled off her cap and released her ponytail, tying the hairband around her other wrist. “Give me everything you’ve got, and you can take anything you want.”

Mr Gallows returned, eyeing Rupali’s bare breasts. “What’s going on?”

“We’re negotiating,” Sledge said.

Gabe looked in his wallet, quickly counting the sheaf of mostly fifties in there. He looked at Sledge. “Six hundred and twenty.”

“Give it to her.”

“Rupali?” Mr Gallows looked at her, concerned. “Are you sure?”

Three cocks at once? She nodded eagerly. She’d never been surer.

“I get to go first,” Gabe said.

There was a moment of silence when everyone just looked at each other, none of them prepared to make the first move.

Rupali reached slowly for the money—“I think this is mine”—and plucked the wad from Gabe’s grasp, splitting it in two and tucking both into the hairbands around her wrists.

It broke the stalemate. Sledge flipped her upside-down on the gimble harness, earning himself a surprised squeal. Her dress flopped up over her hips, finally revealing, close-up and completely uncovered, what she’d been longing to show them.

Disoriented, she squealed again when the first tongue entered her, splitting her labia and pushing straight into her wet, wet hole. Beard stubble chafed her inner thighs. Sledge? Or Mr Gallows? She was being eaten, ravenously so, and there was no way of knowing by whom. Hands grabbed her breasts and spread her legs. There were men all over her, pawing, squeezing, peeling her like a banana.

A new tongue replaced the first one, licking along her slit and arrowing towards her clit. He felt clean-shaven. Gabe? He sucked her button like a lollipop, making her squirm and kick the air. Someone’s finger pushed into her cunt. Was that Gabe too, or were two of them doing her at once?

A belt-buckle clanked. Pants were coming down. A forest of legs surrounded her. She grabbed at the thickest ones, Sledge’s, and found his zipper already down. She unbuckled his belt and released the button, and as a third tongue laved her slippery cunt lips, she yanked down his jeans and shorts together and freed his dick.

That’s not a Lebanese cucumber.

It was pornstar dick—not longer than Mr Gallows’, thank goodness, but thicker than any sane woman would try putting in her pussy. She stroked it, base to tip. It was a two-handed job. Milking a big bead of precum from the tip, she went to lick it off as another new tongue pierced her cunt (how many of them were there?) and she ended up eating it instead.

Sledge groaned and wound his fingers into her hair, pushing his fat cock into her mouth. Dear God, it was like trying to swallow her own fist. He only had the head in there because that was all would fit.

Hanging upside down, she had a close-up of his heavy, hairy balls, lifting and falling with each flex, throbbing in time with the bar of flesh stretching her mouth. She grabbed for them, weighing them, imagining how they’d feel when they went to work dumping cum into her willing body.

The tongue buried inside her came slithering out. “Suck it.” Sledge’s voice. He was the one eating her. He went back down, drinking her juices, peeling her cunt lips back and plunging deep into her hole.

Rough hands grabbed her ankles, spreading her wide, immobilising her. She couldn’t have closed them if she’d tried. Others pawed her tits, squeezing, twisting her nipples. It could have been any of them. It could have been all of them. Still more hands prised hers away from Sledge’s cock and held her wrists together (not my money—don’t take my money), pinning them behind her back.

Had she ever had control of this situation? If so, she’d lost it. So, so many hands, all of them taking her, using her. Fresh lips suckled her clit, triggering the unmistakeable tingle of an impending climax. New fingers, a touch she didn’t recognise, plunged her pussy, stretching her channel. Two? Three? It was impossible to tell. She only knew it wasn’t Sledge because both his hands were cradling her skull while he force-fed his dick into her mouth.

Her tummy tightened and her thighs quivered. They were going to make her come. Hanging upside down, her legs pinned open with three different tongues and who knew how many fingers in her twat, she was about to explode in a weeping, squirting climax. Then they’d really know—it wasn’t about the money; it was the cock. She was a fuck-slut. A cum dump. What was she thinking, taking on three dicks at once?

Whoever was holding her wrists released them, but immediately she felt cocks pressed into her hands—a matching pair, both prodigiously long. She tried jerking them off. She tried to suck the one in her mouth, she honestly did, but upside down and on the verge of coming, fingers stretching her cunt, lips slurping her clit—it was impossible to concentrate on the job at hand.

Her clit burned. She ignited. She squealed around her massive mouthful of cock. Sledge fucked her mouth deeper. His lips, or someone’s at least, slurped her clit, tickling it with the tip of his tongue, and when she went off, she went nuclear, bucking her body, kicking uselessly with restrained legs and squeezing the cocks in her hands.

It was all she could do to keep her tongue swirling around the knob, but it did the job, because suddenly Sledge’s fat cock was throbbing, stretching her jaws, and with a jerk it began filling her mouth with fresh, hot jizz.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, cradling her skull and gently fucking her face. “Suck it all out.”

Rupali did. The first few spurts filled her so fast it overflowed, and some ran down into her hair. As the spasms weakened, he shrank and became easier to handle, and she got a better grip on him with her mouth. Slurping greedily in time with each fading pump, she gobbled down the last of his seed, loudly swallowing the creamy goodness, and didn’t release him until she’d sucked him dry.
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Chapter Eleven

Rupali was spinning again, completing the forward roll that had left her upside-down to be eaten. Her head came up, making her woozy, and before she could focus on any of the men, she was rolled forward again and parked face-down, parallel to the floor, with a fresh dick in front of her lips.

Mr Gallows? Gabe? They’d felt about the same in her hands and it really could have been either. It didn’t matter. She opened, and it pushed into her mouth, filling her immediately. Whoever he was, he wasn’t anything like as thick as Sledge, and immediately she set about wrapping him up in her tongue and trying to suck him inside out.

Someone else kicked her legs apart and lifted her dress, and a hard something cruised down the slick crevice between her cunt lips. Common sense told her it was a cock, and flawless logic dictated it was whoever’s cock she hadn’t sucked yet. Not that it mattered whose it was, its conclusion was foregone—it was hard and ready, and she was about to get drilled.

The owner got it good and wet first, sliding its upper surface longways through her crease, then lifting her ass high to smoosh it around, liberally coating the bottom. He had Rupali moaning on her mouthful and leaking like a lawn sprinkler, so hot and juicy and hungry to be filled.

Just fuck me, already!

But no (agony!), she almost screamed when the slippery surfer self-ejected from her foaming Banzai Pipeline, and then (horror!) began probing at her rear entrance.

Wait! No! I’ve never—

She never completed that thought, either, because simultaneously the mouth-fucker standing before her pushed deeper, forcing her to swallow him whole, and the knob that had been teasing her poor under-loved pussy burrowed into her virgin asshole.

Oh God! Oh God. He’s fucking my ass! Don’t hurt m—

“Mmmm!” She moaned with equal parts pleasure and pain as the giant, virginity-stealing invader sank slowly, stretchingly into her back passage. There was little else she could do, suspended as she was by bungee cords with legs a-dangle and wrists again held behind her back. It was way too late to reconsider; her course was set. They were going to take everything from her. They were going to use her in every way they knew how, suck her dry and leave nothing behind except cum dribbling from every hole.

Her choices were two—to moan or to scream—and notwithstanding the meaty cock-gag stretching her jaws, she felt too damned good to scream. Her first spit-roast. Her first ass-fuck. She’d never felt anything like this—never even imagined it. She’d made love, and she’d been ridden till she squealed, but she’d never been used like this. She was a warm, moaning cock-sleeve—a cum-hungry whore, and she had the money strapped to her body that proved it. She was theirs, bought and paid for, and they had a lot more cum to squirt into her ripe body before they let her go.

Somebody played with her clit, making her dance on air and dribble fresh juices down her legs. Hands teased her tits, rubbing her nipples, pinching, twisting. Whether it was the man in front or the one behind, she didn’t know and didn’t much care. She had one dick filling her mouth—nine inches of she-didn’t-know-who, buried so deep down her throat she could lick his balls. Another filled her ass, slowly pumping her, stretching her tiny, untrained tushie until she could almost breathe again, then squeezing deeper still and making her senses whirl. Dear God, she could feel it somewhere in her tummy, rearranging her insides and making room for more.

The cock in her mouth went off. She’d been so preoccupied getting her ass fucked, she didn’t even notice until sweet cum erupted in her mouth. He pulled free and came over her face, three, then four long squirts that plastered her eyes shut and matted her hair to her cheeks. Still more dribbled out her mouth and down her chin.

She got her feet under her and stood, splay-legged and teetering on tiptoes, cum dripping off her chin onto her bare breasts. She was suspended partly by the stretched bungee cords and partly by the jackhammering cock in her ass. “Yes, yes! Give it to me!” She couldn’t see. She had no idea who’s cum was on her face and who’s was about to inseminate her asshole.

The upright position gave her anal partner a fresh angle of assault, and he leant into his work, arching back, pulling down on her hips, using the lift of the bungees to hold her steady while he drove straight up from underneath. He pulled out almost all the way—enough for Rupali to feel the seam of his cockhead tickle her sphincter—and then ploughed back in, nine inches of hard, angry meat taking her from empty to overflowing and back again in less than a heartbeat.

She could tell by the way his fingers clutched at her hips, he was getting ready to fill her—her first ever load of cum in the ass. “Yes! Harder!”

As if that were even possible, but somehow, he managed. And if not harder, it was at least more frantic.

Rupali lost contact with the floor again. She was like a ping-pong ball bouncing on a cushion of air, and every bounce brought her weight plunging down on the cock buried in her ass, slapping into her assailant’s groin. She cried for more, for him to fill her with cum. She cried for another release of her own.

Fresh contact assaulted her pussy. Fingers—two, three; it was hard to tell. A slurping mouth closed around her apex, sucking her swollen button into a hot, wet heaven. The idea of one guy with his face so close to another guy’s dick excited her more than she cared to admit—another fantasy previously undiscovered—and it was the push she’d needed to get over the line.

Announcing her arrival with screams that filled the gymnasium, Rupali came so hard that tears washed the cum from her eyes. Bucking, kicking the air, she grabbed blindly at the head buried in her cunt (bald—it was Sledge) and used it to steer her climax to its peak.

Her back-door visitor was coming too, jerking, gushing hot gouts of spunk up her ass. He was so far in she could feel his balls squashed between her cheeks, his knob so deep that the liquid heat bloomed not in her back passage but somewhere up in her tummy.

She was filling with cum, building up an internal pressure that felt like it might spray out her cunt. It drove her own climax higher, higher, then finally over the drop-off, and with grateful cries of thanks, she sailed along an endless peak, bouncing off the clouds, held aloft by the still-hard member buried in her once-virgin ass.
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Chapter Twelve

“Hold her up.” Sledge was hard again. He spread Rupali’s legs and stood between them, stroking his dick and smearing precum into her opening.

Mr Gallows stood watching, his cock bloated but soft. Rupali inferred it must be his cum plastered over her face and Gabe’s warming the innermost depths of her ass. She caught Mr Gallows’ eye, smiled, and tasted some of his spend on her lips.

Gabe was still inside her ass, still hard, holding her in his arms and cupping her breasts. Between him and the bungee cords, she was raised and mounted, legs spread and ready for her first pussy-load of cock.

Sledge got her to lift her legs higher, and he danced his giant knob in her opening, getting it nice and wet before he pushed inside.

“Slowly,” she said, wriggling her hips to get the monster seated properly, anticipating the imminent stretch.

“Do you have protection?”

Rupali shivered, her nipples peaking again. He was going to fuck her raw. She wasn’t on the pill, but it was a safe time of month. She gave the barest nod.

“Good,” he said, pressing forward and squeezing his massive cockhead into her unprotected opening.

Oh, holy shit, that’s big. It was only the tip inside her, but it felt like a baseball bat. She could probably have closed her legs if she’d wanted, but with Gabe filling her ass, her holes felt so full they might shatter if she did.

And the thickest bit was yet to come. Ye gods!

Sledge didn’t drive in hard as she’d feared he might, he reversed and pressed, easing it in, reversed and pressed again, allowing her hole to relax and stretch, building up a pool of pussy juice that combined with his own secretions to make her slick as liquid soap.

When he did push deeper, she was ready for it. There was pain, but it was the exquisite burn of eager pussy flesh getting its just desserts.

I’m doing it! I’m taking it.

Slowly, slowly, he entered her, stretching her raw, fertile cunt until the fattest part of his dick was inside.

Rupali puffed out her cheeks, panting, eating the pain. She’d never even tried a dildo this size, and despite the proof before her eyes, she’d probably still baulk and say it wouldn’t fit. Seeing herself so stretched was surreal; it didn’t look like her own pussy anymore. There were no inner folds, no outer lips, just a yawning ring of tortured flesh with a third leg growing out of it. Sledge pulled back out, easing the tension and allowing her to take a proper breath. She used it to deliver a wanton moan, one that said ‘fuck me’ in a universal language that even men understood.

Sledge certainly understood. Yes, he’d been moving inside her, but only for the purpose of preparing her body for the main event. He didn’t start the real fucking until he got her signal that she was ready to begin.

He started slow, pumping her at half depth, using the fattest part of his dick to stretch her tight teenage hole over and over, allowing her almost to close over the tip on the out-stroke before peeling her open anew as he pushed back in.

Gabe was back to peak, stretching her ass. He’d only ever shrunk down to three-quarters, but Rupali certainly felt the extra length and girth as he filled out again. How her girlish pelvis ever found room for both these monsters was a mystery. While Sledge fucked her pussy, Gabe used the loft of the bungees to gently bounce her up and down, keeping all but one- or two of his nine-inches deep inside, stirring the hot cauldron of cum he’d left simmering in there.

Sledge fucked deeper, giving her an extra inch, and another, and then another, until finally she had all of him. Seven inches of baseball bat in her pussy, nine of police baton in her ass—Rupali had never imagined she could feel so full. They were like a load of lead shot in her belly—thick, heavy, dangerous.

The men closed in, standing her up straight and pressing her between their broad chests. The bungees still carried some of her weight, but the rest balanced on the dicks buried between her legs. She was sitting on them, helpless, doubly impaled. She couldn’t reach the floor, couldn’t climb off—she was stuck there until they were done fucking her.

Getting themselves synchronised, they pinned her in a fuck-sandwich, banging her fore and aft and crushing her pelvis in the combined force of their thrusts.

“Unh! Unh!” The powerful blows drove up into her pussy and ass, forcing unladylike grunts from her chest. Her breasts rippled with aftershocks. Another orgasm was coming, this one from her innermost core where Sledge’s cockhead nosed the tender entrance to her womb.

She was nearly there. She lifted her legs high, trying to get him deeper, wishing he could reach the dizzy depths of her mystery lover in the dorm. That had to have been Mr Gallows; notwithstanding the nine-inch monster lodged in her ass, there just weren’t that many super-cocks going around.

Certain now that she’d already fucked him and remembering the surprise creampie he’d given her, it should have made her happier to settle and just have his brothers on this occasion. It made her hungrier though. Even with a fresh orgasm ready to swallow her up, she wanted more.

She wrapped her legs around Sledge and locked them behind, pulling in tight and crushing her cum-streaked breasts against his thick chest. She looked around for Mr Gallows. “Sir?” she gasped, her eyes misting.

He came closer. “Rupali?”

She opened her mouth, but only hot breath and a muted squeak came out. Sledge had found her sweet spot and she was coming again, her cunt convulsing, squeezing down on the un-squeezable, stretched beyond all reasonable limits. “Sir?” She moaned it, this time, her pussy exploding in ecstasy. Lights flashed behind her closed eyes.

“What is it?”

She grabbed him by the open flaps of his shirt and hissed in his ear. “Get ready. I want you.”

Gabe and Sledge both chose that moment to come, and with hard, manly grunts, they exploded together and coated her insides with fresh ropes of hot jizz. Gabe’s second big load flushed deeper up her ass, but Sledge had her pussy so jammed full of cock, it had nowhere to go and flooded back out her hole, bathing his balls in his own seed.

She untangled her long limbs and regained her wobbly legs as wilting cocks slid from both her holes. Cum ran down her legs in rivers, soaking into her clean white socks and dripping on her sandals. “Room for one more,” she said, smiling at Mr Gallows.

He was hard. How could he not be? He came close and held her, one hand up her dress, holding her bare ass, the other smoothing cum-streaked hair away from her brow. “You’re a mess.” He kissed her lips, heedless of his own jizz still decorating her face.

“Is that a problem?”

“Not if you’re happy.”

Smiling and kissing him back, she said, “I’m happy. At least, I will be…” She lifted the front of her dress and rubbed herself against his hard cock.

Mr Gallows caught his brothers’ eyes. “Guys?” he nodded to the door. That look spoke volumes. Fun’s over. She’s mine now.

“We’ll go get cleaned up.” Gabe and Sledge grabbed their clothes and headed for the locker room.

Mr Gallows took himself in hand and guided the tip into her.

“Wait.”

He was barely inside. Just the tip. “What is it?”

“Was it you?”

He grinned. “Was what me?”

He knew exactly what she was talking about, and Rupali gave him a look that said no more games.

“I was given to understand you didn’t want to know.”

“I don’t… I mean, I didn’t, but—”

“But now you do.”

She tiptoed up to whisper in his ear. “You know, I had to go to the pharmacy the next morning because of you.” She’d picked up a Plan B birth control pill.

His eyes widened, showing the whites. “You what?”

“You surprised me. I wasn’t expecting you to do…that. You know, inside me.” She didn’t mean it as an admonishment, which he could hopefully tell from the look on her face.

“At least you’re better prepared this time,” he said, sliding his unsheathed dick slowly into her warmth.

Rupali bit her lip and turned her head to the side, watching his eyes for recognition that he was putting his cock inside an unprotected teenager.

“Rupali! You are protected, aren’t you?” Then, when she didn’t answer, “You can’t do that,” he said, and quickly pulled out.

“You’re too late. I already have.” She grabbed his ass and pulled him back in. “Can’t you feel it?” She held him deep inside and squeezed with her secret muscles. Some of Sledge’s goop oozed out around his shaft.

“That’s not what I meant.” His stern tone carried little weight while he moved inside her, holding her ass in both hands, undulating his cock and grinding the tip against her rear wall.

She let the bungees take her weight and lifted her legs onto his hips. “Pump it out of me,” she said, moving with him, slowly rolling her hips and stirring him around inside her. She wanted him to own her, to expel the other men’s seed and leave his own in its place. She wanted him to send a message, that they might be able to take her, but they couldn’t have her. How could she say all that without sounding crazy?

Maybe he understood, anyway. He was so hard, and such a perfect fit for her. He started stroking into her, gentle thrusts from half depth that massaged her tender nether regions, softening the opening to her womb. Rupali closed her eyes and concentrated on that delicious, stroking pressure deep in her tummy. She knew what it was and why it felt so good—he was preparing her for insemination. Did he know that, or was he acting only on instinct?

It didn’t matter. Just the thought of him seeding her, preparing her fertile core, gave her a thrill of excitement that brought her out in goose bumps. Her breasts tingled; her nipples tightened. Sledge hadn’t known about her birth control, but Mr Gallows did. He knew exactly what he was doing with his big, potent dick. She was young, fertile, and completely unprotected, and he was going to come inside her so deep, her babies would have babies.

She’d regained control of her sphincter and trapped Gabe’s goo in there, but Sledge’s was being ejected. With every thrust she felt more trickle out, and by the time Mr Gallows was stroking her at full length, she knew she was empty and ready to take another load.

She clung tight around his neck, making him change pace and thrust up into her. “You have to do it deep,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“Make sure you get all his stuff out.”

“I know.”

The first tingles of an impending climax (how many would that be?) tickled deep in Rupali’s tummy, right where a baby would grow…if she let it. “Does this make it exciting?”

“Does what make it exciting?” he panted. He was working hard and didn’t seem in an especially talkative mood.

“Don’t tease me,” she said. “You know.”

“Yes.” He thrust deep and held there, his cock throbbing.

Rupali thought he might be coming, and she held her breath, waiting for the explosion of warmth that never arrived. “You have to tell me,” she moaned, grinding her clit against his root. She was almost there but hearing him say it would push her higher. “Tell me what you’re going to do.”

Mr Gallows’ muscles tensed. He started fucking her again, faster than before. “I’m going to come.”

“Inside me?”

“Yes.”

“Are you wearing a condom?”

“No.” He groaned, swallowing hard. “What type of birth control are you on?”

She bucked into him, meeting his every thrust. “I’m not.” They both groaned in unison. He was close, she could feel it. She was, too; she just needed something extra to tip her over. “Sir?” she said, her teeth on his earlobe.

“What?”

“I think I’m ovulating.”

It wasn’t true, but it fit the roleplay, and it seemed to work for Mr Gallows. He took a sharp intake of breath, whispered, “Oh God,” and thrust his big, headmaster dick all the way home.

Rupali wrapped her legs around him, ready to receive his gift. “You mustn’t come inside me,” she whispered urgently, knowing he was straining against the first pump to elevate his climax. “I’m not safe.”

His dick swelled, not as thick as Sledge’s, but so much deeper, pushing back the opening to her womb. He was so deep she could feel his balls between her labia, so when they lifted and throbbed, she knew a heartbeat before the heat exploded inside her that he was coming.

It was the push she’d needed. She gripped him with her cunt and let the orgasm claim her. A hot flush stole through her body, washing outwards from her pussy, warming her thighs, her tummy, making her breasts lift as the muscles contracted.

Mr Gallows was coming inside her, flooding her with beautiful, thick, headmaster sperm.

“Yes! Oh, yes!” She leaned back to keep it all in, and maybe it was her imagination, but she could swear she felt it trickle into her womb—not impossible considering the pummelling she’d taken. She’d definitely need that Plan B, safe time of month or not.

She ground her clit and bucked against his pelvis, maintaining the peak as long as she could, refusing to release her grip around his waist until she was sure she’d milked the very last drop with her clever muscles. When the pumping stopped, she unwrapped her legs and pulled him out, lowering herself once again to the floor.

She lifted her dress and looked underneath, wanting to see the creampie he’d left this time. Her thighs were a mess of at least two men’s cum, but there were no fresh deposits leaking out.

Wow, he’d really gotten it up there.

Mr Gallows started ripping open the Velcro tabs securing her into the tumbling harness. “We should get you out of this.”

Rupali let her dress fall and wrestled her arms back into the sleeves. She buttoned up over the mess on her breasts—the dress would have to be washed anyway.

“Did you have fun?” Mr Gallows asked.

Rupali grinned madly and pulled all the money out of the hairbands around her wrists. “Yes.” She stuffed it in her pockets. “Did you mind?” she asked. “You know, making them pay for it?”

He shook his head. “You were…”

“Hot as fuck?”

“Hotter.”

That made her laugh. “Does that mean you want to do it again?”

“Which bit?” His eyes shone with excitement.

“All of it. Selling me, watching them get their money’s worth…”

Mr Gallows licked his lips. “But I get to go last.”

The headmaster likes sloppy seconds. Who knew?

Rupali pulled him down for a kiss. “How else will I stay safe unless I have you pump it all out?”

He stepped back into his jeans. “You’re a very naughty girl, Rupali.” He regarded her fondly while he buttoned up. “Have we at least solved your problem with limits?”

Rupali didn’t get the reference straight away, but then remembered her little mathematical word game from that day in LT1. “For now.” She picked up her Kings cap and put it back on her head. They held hands as they walked to the door. “I’d like to meet some black men, though. Do you think Gabe would introduce me to the team?”

Mr Gallows squeezed her hand. “I think that could be arranged.”

───Ξ───
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Naughtier (a sexy snippet)

(A Petite Daughter Breeding Novel)

Being naughty with Dad feels so good,
but it always leaves you wanting more.
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Dad lowered the camera and looked at Steffi in the flesh rather than on the digital display.

Your color is up, Daddy. Do you see something you like? He wasn’t the only one; Steffi’s own breath was heavy in her chest and she felt flushed from all of his compliments.

“Depending on how, um, sexy you want it to be—” he began.

“Very sexy,” Steffi confirmed, interrupting him.

“You could, ah, you know …” He swallowed heavily and gestured towards her knees. “You could open your legs a bit and, ah, show me … I mean, show the camera your, ah, I mean …”

“My hoo-hah?” Steffi asked, trying not to giggle. Oh my god. Daddy wants to see my pussy.

“No! Oh. Ah, God no.” he said, blushing furiously. “I mean your, um, your panties. Not your, what you said.” Dad looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock.

“How’s this?” Steffi asked with a teasing lilt, parting her thighs a few inches. “Can you see enough?”

Dad looked back down at the digital display.

Click.

“Maybe a little wider.”

Steffi heard him gulp as she slowly opened wider.

“Oh yes, honey. That’s …”

Click.

“That’s … oh wow, they’re really skimpy.”

──────
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