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Chapter One

I’m in my final year at a posh boarding school in Sydney. It’s pretty cool in an old-world sort of way. As well as the normal business, science and humanities subjects, they include other electives that would be more at home in a Swiss finishing school, like deportment and etiquette.  It’s supposed to prepare us to be tomorrow’s leaders of society; you’ll never get the CEO’s job if you serve him from the right instead of the left at a dinner party, or worse, you stand talking to his wife for half an hour with your slip showing. Hey, maybe there’s something to it—I know I could stand to be a bit more lady-like. Most of the time it’s pretty fun, but the teachers can be strict. Where other schools punish students for drugs and alcohol, our big problems are inappropriate language and bad posture.

──────

The trouble started at the end of second period when my teacher discreetly passed me a note as I walked out. Yellow card: bad news.

Please report to the Headmistress at lunch bell.

I knew what this was about. For academic problems, you see the Headmaster, and disciplinary issues go to the school marshal, so I knew it wasn’t either of those. “Headmistress” is technically an Assistant Principal. It’s an honorary title that dates back to the last century when the school formed as a merger of an all-boys and an all-girls school. The headmaster is the boss of the combined school, so the Headmistress is reduced to perform one job that he can’t handle—girls’ uniform violations.

Let’s get this straight up-front, my summer school dress is a little bit short. I finished growing at age eleven and now, at eighteen, stand a petite four feet eleven and three-quarters. The Asian girls like to hang around me because it makes them look tall, but with my milky skin and blonde hair, I stand out starkly against their tan skin and dark hair.

At just forty kilograms (88lbs), my size XS summer school dress was new last year, and I expected it to be my last before I left school. I had no boobs to speak of, so in a desperate attempt to get boys to notice me, I took up the hem to a racy mid-thigh level.

It worked…kind of. I dated a boy named Brad for more than a month shortly after I turned eighteen. We’d progressed from holding hands and stolen kisses to heavy petting and one awkward episode of dry humping.  He left a note in my locker to sneak out of the senior girls’ dorm after lights-out. I could guess what that meant, and to tell the truth I was equal parts excited and apprehensive.

──────

Technically, I wasn’t a virgin any more. Girls’ boarding houses have the highest density of vibrators and dildos in the known universe. They get handed down through the years and just seem to accumulate. I lost my maidenhead to a short, slim, gold vibrator named Ernest. It’s at least thirty years old and has an on-off switch instead of a touch-sensitive button. Ernest takes tiny little watch-batteries which have long since died and never been replaced. The newer vibes take triple-As and are much cheaper to run, so nobody has ever bothered to buy him a new battery. Ernest is given to all of the new girls; he’s small and harmless (well, relatively harmless) but excellent for beginners because he makes you learn technique rather than relying on vibration or size.

I was excited to try sex with a real boy, so out I snuck at the designated hour. Brad and I pashed and petted in the garden behind the gym for a while until we were both well and truly stiff with anticipation. He didn’t seem prepared to make the next move, so I drew up my courage and took matters into my own hands—literally! I was underneath, so I raised my hips and with one hand pulled down my soaking cotton panties, and with the other I released his throbbing rod from the straining confines of his underpants.

I couldn’t see his dick but it felt wonderful in my inexperienced hand, a bit longer than Ernest of course, and a nice handful around the girth. I was relieved that he wasn’t too thick; I’m so tiny and the bigger dildos that the netballers like just hurt me. Still, I do enjoy a bit of length, and sadly I didn’t think my cup would runneth over. Beggars can’t be choosers though, so I shouldn’t complain.

He raised himself up over me to make space and I started stroking his iron tool against my flat belly and down to the wispy blonde curls of my mons. I rubbed his cock back and forth against my skin, and with each backward stroke, I moved it closer to my glistening opening. Finally, one downstroke brought the base of his dick into contact with my clit. Involuntarily, I arched my back and pushed down with my hand, ploughing his full length over my clitoris and along my burning wet labia, leaving his cock-head poised at my entrance.

It was too much for both of us. I gasped and tipped over the edge, shuddering as the orgasm washed over my body, while Brad’s dick bucked in my hand and sprayed cum over my thighs. I was soaked, sticky and spent, but deeply unsatisfied. I wanted cock.

He was mortified. I don’t think he knew I had come and he probably thought he had blown it (well, in one way, he had). He zipped up, apologised, and raced away, and that was the end of Brad. For my part, the experience had spoiled boys for me. I was determined that my “real” first time would be with a man who knew how to handle himself, and meanwhile I was going to practice controlling my own body to reward his skill.

──────
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Chapter Two

At the end of last year, I packed up all my books and clothes in the boarding house storeroom and went home to Melbourne for Christmas. To my eternal gratitude, Santa brought me the present I had dreamed of for the last six years: boobs! I don’t know whether it was something in the water or just a last gasp of puberty, but in November I went home a 32AA and returned to school—miraculously—a 34C. Now C-cup might not sound like a heck of a lot, but on my tiny body, they look like double-Ds. I love them, and judging by the looks in class this year, I’m not the only one.

The fairy-tale turned into comedy when I unpacked my summer dress from storage. There’s an expanding panel at the back of the dress, so I could still button it up. Just! But the buttons gaped at the front when I breathed in. The real problem though, was the length—my new rack just took more fabric to cover, and it caused the hem to ride two inches higher on my thighs. My racy, over-locked hemline (oh why didn’t I just fold it under!) had dialled up to sexy while I was standing up, but sitting down, it provided about two inches of panty-coverage and was bordering on obscene.

The other girls in the senior dorm enjoyed the joke and had fun teasing me in a good-natured way. (Mind you, none were good-natured enough to loan me a dress until I could get the money from Mum for a new one.) The previous night we played Truth or Dare, and my best friend Trish dared me to go the whole day at school ‘commando’. And that brings us to ‘No-Panties Tuesday’.

The uniform shop would be open Wednesday and Mum had finally come through with a money transfer on the weekend, so I just had to make it through one more day in the tiny dress with my pussy a few inches from exposure, and then the nightmare would be over.

Apart from all the giggling in the back of class, it wasn’t actually that difficult to get through school sans panties—I just kept my laptop bag on my lap (where else!) giving me a new artificial hemline all the way to my knees. Easy-peasey.

The yellow-card summons to see the Headmistress was a bump in the road, but it was just going to be about the hem and maybe the bust, not the panties (that would be a red card). Everything would be fixed tomorrow so I wasn’t really worried. I couldn’t get back into the dorm for panties until after school though, so when the lunch bell rang I walked off to the heads’ combined office suite, casually holding my hem flat in case of a wind gust.

I handed the yellow card to the receptionist, and she looked back up at me—and my dress—with a little smirk. She guessed what this was about too, and she was getting some small amusement from it.

“Sorry Angela, Mrs Bingham has gone home with the flu.” She smiled, knowing this would come as welcome news. “Can you come back tomorrow?”

Even better! I could come the following day back in a nice, modest school dress and Mrs Bingham would send me away without a word.

A deep voice from the next office, “Send her in, Miss Strachan. I can deal with this.”

Oh shit, the headmaster. I made silent, goggle-eyes at the receptionist and waved my hands in a warding-off gesture.

“But Mr Gallows, I don’t think—” she began.

“Nonsense! I’m not busy and Mrs Bingham could be home all week. Send her in.”

She gave me a pitying smile. “Yes sir. In you go, Angela.”

I could get through this. Deep breath … Crap, button nearly popped! In I went.

──────
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Chapter Three

Mr Gallows is really tall, about six feet four, reed slender and kind of cute for an old guy (he’s at least thirty-five!). He has a rugged outdoorsy look, short and wavy dark-brown hair, deep tan and beard stubble, but with straight white teeth and dimples that look a bit sexy when he smiles. He might have escaped notice from the girls except for one curious habit—whenever he thought no one was watching he would reach down and adjust himself from the right to the left or back again. This is an endless source of amusement for teenage girls. We watch with mirrors when he stands at the back of assembly and take bets on how many times he does it before the bell. Geez dude, go buy some comfy shorts.

There’s no shortage of giggling and after-hours dreaming in the dorm about what he might be packing, and without fail it always ends in a wild rendition of Led Zepplin’s “Hangman”. Try to imagine a dozen teenage girls in nighties with air-guitars and hairbrush microphones, screaming like Robert Plant “Swingin’ on the Gallows Pole, Swingin’ on the Gallows Pole” and collapsing in gales of laughter. Sometimes I go back to my bed with Silver (after Long John, not the colour)—an eighteen inch double-ended dildo—still singing “Hangman” to myself and thinking about him.

“Shut the door, Angela, shut the door.” The two heads shared an office, and he was bent over Mrs Bingham’s desk, searching for the counterpart of my yellow note that would tell him what he had so rashly volunteered to deal with.

He found it, held it up, and started reading to himself. He still hadn’t looked up to see me yet, otherwise he probably could have saved some time. “Aaaah … right … uh-huh … I see,” he mumbled as he read and then looked up, paused, and blinked a couple of times as his eyes wandered over the contours of my dress.

He cleared his throat after a pause that was a moment too long. “Won’t you sit down, Angela?”

“Actually, I’m comfortable standing, thank you Sir.”

“Yes, I see…ah…I mean, very well.” He steeled himself visibly, drawing up his enormous height and putting on the stern Headmaster-face. “Now it seems that one of our teaching staff has noticed that your dress is perhaps not in full accord with the school regulations,” he announced formally in an ominous tone.

“Yes Sir, but I—”

“Now I normally step out while Mrs Bingham deals with these cases,” he interrupted. “But I know the drill, and I think we can probably sort this out without her help, don’t you agree?”

“But tomorrow, Sir—” I was starting to worry and tugging at my front hem to make it look longer in the grim hope that this wasn’t going where I feared it might.

He pressed on without listening. “Regulations are very clear, Angela. Your hem line must be no more than four inches above the knee, measured from the floor at a kneel.”

My dress was higher than that even before the booby-fairy visited me. Now it was a subject way beyond doubt, but as he was saying it, he reached back to his desk for a ruler. This was not looking good. Both my hands were now frantically tugging at my hem and pulling my dress even tighter over my breasts. I couldn’t utter a sound.

He came closer, towering over me with my head at the level of his elbow. “Please kneel on the carpet, Angela, and we’ll take a measurement.”

How was this going to work? If I knelt down one leg at a time, the dress would ride up and flash my panties-less pussy. I paused for a moment, thinking. Carefully, I bent both knees at once, lowering myself slowly and keeping my hips straight to stop the cursed dress riding up. I got about half way down before the strain of the awkward position broke and I plopped forward onto my knees, hips in and back straight like a gymnast finishing a vault. Unfortunately, that’s where the comparison ended, and I toppled forward with the momentum of the fall.

The only thing in front of me was Mr Gallows’ leg and I instinctively put out my hand to stop the fall. I got him open-handed on the upper thigh, and as I pushed back to right myself, I felt the flesh beneath his suit pulse and heave beneath my fingers.

Oh. My. God.

I just grabbed the Headmaster’s cock. And it was halfway down his pants leg. The guy must be hung like a fucking horse!

He leaped back as if he’d been stung, looked down at himself, then hurriedly turned around and retreated behind his desk with the chair pulled in tight.

In a moment, he recovered serenely. “Perhaps over here would be better,” he said, beckoning to the space beside him. But then, realising he wouldn’t be able to reach me without pulling out from the desk and exposing what I now imagined must be a boner the size of a riding crop, he changed tack and cleared the leather-topped desk in front of him.

With colour rising in his face, he gestured to the desk. “Up here, please Angela.”

This was not going well. I still had tingles from the fleeting feel of his manhood in my hand. I was starting to get moist, and I could feel the lips of my vagina sliding deliciously against each other, making me wetter still.

Mr Gallows respectfully looked away to study a painting on the wall, and I nimbly hopped up onto the desk on my knees. It was antique and unfashionably low, so even with him seated I was now only a head taller. My breathing had quickened, straining open the buttons over my bust, and my rock hard nipples now pressed through my bra against the taut fabric. Right in his eye line!

He turned his head back around—copping an eyeful—and I saw him visibly reel back and flush. He should have called an end to this farce long ago, but now it was a matter of pride and authority, so he gamely pressed on, taking up his ruler.

He stood the twelve-inch ruler on the desk in front of me and I swear the top barely made it up to my hemline. I quickly moved my knees apart to bring the hem closer to the desk, but I was still a far cry from the regulation four inches. And now, (how did this happen?) I was kneeling splay-legged with barely a thin sheath of cotton separating my dripping, bare vagina from the face of a guy whose enormous cock I had just groped through his suit pants. This could not be happening.

Disbelief became denial. I knew the rear hem was a bit lower because my new, improved C-cups—now standing proud like big scoops of ice cream with cherries on top—had only really caused the front to ride up.

“But Sir,” I blurted. “Mrs Bingham measures the rear hem.” I have no idea where I was going with this; I could hardly duck-walk around on my knees, and anyway, there is no way the rear hem was anything like four inches from the desk. Not that I even cared! I was getting a new dress the next day!

Before I could work out how to back-pedal this desperate ploy, he reached around and stood the ruler behind my butt, then realising he couldn’t see it from his higher angle, he scootched down and, incredibly, reached between my open thighs to switch the ruler to the other hand.

His face was now just inches from my aching crotch. Surely he could smell me, but maybe he had a touch of Mrs Bingham’s flu. He twisted his wrist a little to get a better look at the ruler, which amazingly he was still watching, bringing his cuff link into contact with my throbbing twat. The cuff link was cold, and my engorged lips felt like they could melt it to scrap in a few seconds. I let out a tiny moan of pleasure and he quickly startled from his study of the ruler, dropping it and withdrawing his hand, sliding that wonderful cuff link through my open slit and making me shiver with pleasure.

He looked up at me, my eyes almost closed and biting my lower lip. Then he looked down at his hand, the cuff now dark and moist from my juices. He paused in a silence that seemed to stretch out forever, and then he sniffed it, confirming perhaps his darkest fears.

Very quietly, “Angela, do you see any way that either of us can escape this moment and retain any dignity?”

“No sir,” I whispered, my heart pounding. “I don’t think so. Except …”

“Except?” He looked up from the shameful pussy-stain, an ray of hope in his eyes that there might be a way out of this where he gets to keep his job.

“Except, sir,” I gulped. “I feel that… I feel very strongly that you should finish…you know, what you started.”

He stared at me for a good ten seconds, but I held his gaze, trying to tell him telepathically what I wanted.

Gaining composure, he slowly reached between my thighs again. Was that a smile teasing the corners of his mouth? “Like I was saying, I’m fairly sure, Angela, that this dress is in violation of our school regulations.” He picked up the ruler and tapped it lightly against my bottom, setting off more shivers of pleasure. “But I’m not absolutely certain. Shall I measure again?”

“Yes please, Sir” I whispered.

“Very well.” And then, with infinite gentleness, he raised his hand higher. This time the knuckle of his thumb nestled in the pleasure centre between my thighs. He added some light pressure, opening me up even further. “Yes, I can see the problem now. My thumb was in the way of the ruler and blocked my view. Shall I move it out of the way?”

“Yes, yes.”

He straightened his thumb and positioned the tip at my dripping entrance. Then slowly, gently, and in one continuous movement he pushed into me. The pleasure was excruciating. Stroking in and out, he picked up an increasing rhythm, making it hard for me not to give voice to my excitement.

“Angela, you realise that Miss Strachan is still in the outer office.”

“Yes, Sir” I was starting to build up to a climax, and he was telling me that we had to be silent.

“I want you to do something for me.”

“Anything,” I whispered.

“There are a great many things to learn about becoming a woman that even this school does not teach in the syllabus. Even so, I am well versed and would be pleased to tutor you. Would you like that?”

My eyes were now squeezed tightly shut as he increased the pace and pressure of my very first thumb-fuck. “Oh, God yes,” I whispered. I was seconds away.

“Excellent. Please come see me here after school for your first—no, your second lesson,” he said. “Please don’t feel you must return to the dorm to get changed; you can come just the way you are.” As he said this last sentence, he thrust his thumb deeply in to the last joint and pushed back against my G-spot, using his giant open hand to grasp my inner thigh for leverage. My orgasm exploded outwards from my G-spot and I was coming like an out-of-control freight train. I bucked my hips against him, but he held me with the one hand on my thigh and the other pressed against my belly. Biting my lip harder to avoid crying out, explosions racked my tiny body as I writhed in his powerful grasp.

I sagged forward, spent, and went to kiss him softly on the lips. He allowed the briefest kiss and then slid his hand out and pushed me gently backwards. I could see his pants and they now looked like a circus tent.

“But what about you?” I asked.

“I can wait,” he whispered. “But I think I might be stuck behind this desk for a while. Come see me when Miss Strachan leaves.”

I climbed down from the desk, straightened myself up as best I could manage, and then escaped quickly through the outer office. I cleaned up and cooled down some more in the toilets before meeting the other girls in the cafeteria, and I must have done a reasonable job because nobody commented.

“How’s No-Panties-Tuesday, Ange?” Trish giggled. “Any sightings, yet?”

“No,” I mused. “No sightings.” I smiled cryptically and they looked at each other, confused.

──────


ꗂ

───Ξ───




Chapter Four

The afternoon passed in a blur. I don’t remember much about it and had almost forgotten that I was flashing my pussy every time I sat down. I don’t think anyone saw; I’m pretty sure there would have been a commotion—not that I would have noticed.

My mind was swimming with three competing thoughts. One would follow the other and then they would cycle back to the beginning again, over and over.

One: did he mean what I think he meant? Was I really just a few short hours away from my first fuck with a man? Or did he mean that my behaviour was slutty and unladylike, and that I needed extra tuition?

Two: If we were going to fuck (and I was pretty sure we would), then I was almost bursting to make it happen. I wanted to know what a real cock felt like inside me. I knew from Brad and from my one grope of Mr Gallows that a cock is not like a dildo; it pulses and throbs with a mind of its own. I was used to having complete control of whatever was in my pussy but on this, I would have none at all. He would have control of one end, and God alone would control what happened at the other end. I was trying to imagine what it would be like and I just couldn’t.

Three: And this one would come along hot on the heels of thought number two—how big is he? He must be long, otherwise, I wouldn’t have felt it down his thigh. Long is good. Over the holidays, I took Silver the double-ended dildo home to practice, and now I can take a little over seven inches without any pain. Mr Gallows was surely bigger than seven inches but I thought he would be gentle with me. My greatest worry was that I had no idea how thick it would be. Like I said before, I don’t do thick. I’m so small and so tight, it takes me half the night just to get a big dildo in, and I’m kind of over it by then. What if he can’t even get it in? What happens then? I think I would just die.

The end of the day finally came and I made some excuse to separate from the girls returning to the boarding house. I waited behind a tree in the car park outside the office, and I could see inside from my vantage point, so I knew Miss Strachan was still there. After what felt like an eternity, she came out swinging her key, got into her car and drove away. A few seconds later, the door opened and I saw Mr Gallows. He looked left and right but didn’t see me, then he turned and closed the door again. What now?

I saw the venetian blinds flip closed, first in the outer office and then in the Heads’ office. Surely this was my cue. I looked around to make sure the coast was clear, and then sprinted across the car park and through the door, locking it behind me.

“Come in, Angela. I’m glad you’re here,” I heard through his doorway. His voice sounded calm and confident. I’m pretty sure mine wouldn’t be, so I said nothing and just walked tentatively over to the open doorway.

He was behind his desk like before, but pulled very close, so all I could see was his slim upper body down to his stomach.

“Now Angela, I believe we were discussing your clothing.”

All of a sudden, I had the dreadful fear that my first recurring thought would come true; he would blame me for what happened at lunchtime, and this would be correction for my sluttiness. I put a hand down to block the view between my thighs and sat opposite, pulling my chair in to hide my embarrassing hemline.

“I’d like to discuss your school dress first.”

Shit. Here we go. “Sir, I can explain,” I started quickly. “I just came back from holidays and I’d grown … um … I mean … my shape is a bit different and I didn’t have money for the uniform shop, and then my Mum finally sent me some but now the shop is closed until Wednesday and ….” I was babbling and I felt my face burning with shame, for my dress and for what happened at lunchtime, which must have been my fault.

I looked up at him and stopped with my mouth still open. He was leaning back with one hand up, covering a big grin. I’ve been had.

Then I noticed something strange: pants hanging on the back of Mrs Bingham’s chair. He followed my gaze but kept covering the smile.

“Sir,” I looked back at him. “Do you mind if I check something?”

“Please, be my guest.”

I pushed my chair back and ducked under the table. For a moment, I was frozen; I couldn’t breathe and I couldn’t move. Under the desk he was completely naked and holding his semi-erect penis in one open hand. I just gaped, my jaw hanging open. It was the most beautiful thing I think I have ever seen, laying fully over his open palm with at least the same length again hanging over the front. It had to be at least nine inches.

Recurring thought number one flew from my mind. I was in all kinds of trouble, but none of it was the disciplinary kind. Likewise, recurring thought number three; his love handle wasn’t as long as Silver, but it looked exactly as thick—a nice tight fit.

That left recurring thought number two ricocheting around my brain, faster and faster, making me dizzy. I want to touch it I want to hold it I want to press it between my tits I want to kiss it I want it in my mouth I want it in my cunt I want to feel it plough into me I want to feel it explode deep inside me I want it to fill me up, fill me up until I spill over …

I don’t know how long I stayed down there staring, but when I came back up he hadn’t moved.

“Sir?” I croaked, trying to regain some control.

“Yes?”

“About my dress. I will have a new one tomorrow. This one is going in the bin.”

“That would be a shame, Angela.” He had taken the hand from his face and was smiling openly now.

“And my panties …” I began.

“You do own some, don’t you?”

I flushed again to the roots of my blonde hair. “Yes, Sir.” I looked down at my bare legs, all too aware of my naked pussy barely covered by the thin cotton.

“Best you wear them at school then, don’t you think?” He was trying not to laugh.

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, relieved.

“But please feel free to come to me wearing whatever makes you comfortable.”

I blushed again, but said nothing. What happens next?

“There’s just one more clothing-related issue,” he said getting serious again. “Your brassiere.”

Sweet lord Jesus, is he really going to keep talking about clothing or can we cut the crap and skip to the fucking? He knows I’ve seen his cock in his hand. He knows that I know what we’re both here for, so how about we bypass the whole headmaster/schoolgirl bullshit and start feeding me that monster cock.

Well, that’s what I thought. What I said was “Yes, Sir? What about it?” I quickly checked myself; my bra wasn’t even visible. I hope he’s not doing a Brad on me, I thought. If he chickens out, I don’t think I could take control. I was too nervous about that pet python in his lap.

“Come closer and I’ll show you,” he beckoned to the desktop.

Oh, okay! This was progress. I didn’t know what he was doing but he was playing some kind of game with me. It wasn’t about my bra, it was about foreplay. Two can play at that game!

I pushed back my chair, but unlike earlier today, I climbed onto the desk slowly, one leg at a time. As low as it was, it was still mid-thigh for me, so I hooked one knee out to the side and held it there for a moment, half way up, holding his gaze with my own eyes.

I was giving him a front row seat to the show of his life. My earlier anxiety had melted, and my juices had started flowing again while staring at his cock. As I held my knee on the desktop with my thighs spread apart, I felt my labia open like a flower. Oh, he was good. His eyes stayed locked on mine, but I thought I saw a little twitch in the corner of one.

Not good enough! Still not moving my body, I contracted my powerful pelvic floor muscles, winking at him with my pussy. I could feel my lips pull in tight and close with the pressure I was applying, and I held it for a silent two-count before relaxing and opening up again.

It was enough. His eyes twitched down for the barest moment and then returned quickly back to mine. His adam’s-apple bobbed as he swallowed and his ears reddened just a little. Satisfied, I finished climbing onto the desk, kneeling in front of him but sitting back on my heels as I smoothed my tiny school dress over my thighs. The show’s over, Bud. Your move.

“Show me your bra, please Angela.”

Well, since you said ‘please’, I thought naughtily. I popped the first four buttons of my dress and slipped one shoulder out displaying the strap and one cup of my simple, white underwear.

“Lord in heaven, where on Earth did you get that?” he asked, his eyebrows narrowing.

“K-Mart,” I responded, a bit indignant. Until last Christmas, I had barely needed a bra. I bought the cheapest ones I could and saved the clothing budget my Mum provided to buy shoes. When my bust magically filled out, it never occurred to me to do any different, so I just traded up from AA to C cups.

He reached forward with his left hand and slid it gently beneath the cotton covering my right breast, brushing his palm deliciously across the nipple as he lifted it out. He squeezed gently, feeling its fullness press back against his grasp, and leaning forward he kissed the nipple and took it between his lips. Applying a firm suction, he flicked his tongue over the tip, sending little electric shocks through my breast as the areola hardened under his expert treatment.

I gasped with pleasure and leaned into his touch. “Harder. Bite it,” I whispered, but without warning, he stopped sucking and that wonderful building pleasure deflated like a balloon. What the hell?

He popped my aching breast back into my K-Mart bra and buttoned me back up. I was confused and excited at the same time. I opened my mouth to complain, but nothing would come out.

“There. See what I mean?” he said.

“Huh?” I looked down at my breasts. The left one was smooth and rounded, but the right clearly showed the outline of my nipple, which was standing erect and pointing straight at the villain who had made it that way.

“You nearly took my eyes out with those at lunchtime,” he explained. “The same thing happens on a cold day. The classrooms in the old wing aren’t heated, and I can tell you from experience it’s pretty damned hard to teach when all the girls are looking up you with their high-beams on. Get a properly padded bra, okay.”

“Point taken. Thank you.” Looks like I was going to be dipping into the shoe-fund. “Any more sartorial advice, Sir? My sandals, perhaps?” I asked playfully.

Quick as a shot: “No. I think we can move on to grooming. Your hair …” he paused.

I reached up and felt my honey-blonde locks. I had it cut in a sensible but stylish pixie-cut, swept to the side at the front. I thought it was pretty cool and a little bit sexy in a boyish way.

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked, a little bit hurt.

“Oh! Uh, nothing,” he waved a hand dismissively. “It’s quite beautiful. I’m not being clear; how to put this …?” he paused, not sure how to proceed. “How’s this: it is un-gentlemanly to be seen picking hairs from between one’s teeth,” he said reaching into the drawer beside his desk. “So a proper lady is careful to ensure that he is never exposed to the risk.”

With that last sentence, he brought out a pump-pack of clear shaving gel and a disposable razor. Oh my! My former excitement returned in full force and a smile spread across my face.

“Is that for me?” I asked shyly. “Will you do it?”

He smiled and nodded. “Of course. It would be uncivil of me not to, since I brought it up.”

Throwing the last scraps of timidity to the winds, I swung my legs out from beneath me, and scooting forward until my bottom was on the edge of the desk, I popped my ankles up onto his shoulders and leaned back on my elbows to watch his reaction.

He brought both hands up between my thighs and gently pushed them wider apart. My dress fell back to reveal the soft, blonde wisps covering my pussy, and he pushed the hem further back to expose my flat belly, which fluttered nervously beneath his touch.

He pumped a small amount of gel onto his fingers and massaged it gently through the short curls, taking care not to touch my open lips or the pink clitoris poking shyly out beneath its hood.

“Now what was that I thought I saw when you climbed onto the desk?” he inquired.

“This?” I asked, flexing my pelvic floor again and winking at him.

“Extraordinary!” he whispered, his eyes boggling.

I knew it was a pretty unique trick. None of the other girls in the senior dorm could do it. We play a game called “Stalactites”; you stand with feet apart and a vibrator (switched off) in your pussy, and the other girls hang weights from the end. The girl who can carry the most weight before the vibrator slips out, wins.

I’ve never lost and now nobody will play against me. Most girls can’t even hold the weight of the vibrator; they try thicker dildos and bent G-spot vibes, but nothing helps. My tiny frame makes my pussy incredibly tight, so even soaking wet I can hold the weight of the vibrator without flexing.

My secret is pelvic floor exercises. My little brother is eight years younger than I am and my Mum suffered incontinence after he was born. She got me to help remind her to do pelvic floor exercises, and it was fun to do them together. It’s not kinky or anything; you just flex, hold, relax and repeat. You can do them watching TV, brushing your hair, whenever. I still do them now without even thinking. Six hours of class every day provides ample opportunity. My pelvic floor is so strong I can pick up a coin standing on its end with my pussy lips.

Mr Gallows placed a finger at my wet entrance, sending another shiver through me.

“Again,” he said.

I did it again, closing over his fingertip and squeezing it. He pulled it out with a slick plop of suction and I released again, smiling up at him. He reached under the table to adjust himself and took a hitching breath, looking up at the ceiling. “Lord, have mercy.”

When he was back in control, he set to work with the razor, gently but thoroughly, until my mound and vulva were completely smooth.

Putting the razor in the bin and reaching forward, he cupped my tiny bottom in his hands and lifted me to his mouth, softly tonguing my slit. He tilted his head to the side and licked more roughly and insistently across my open lips, kindling a ball of fire in the pit of my belly. He kept up this assault, occasionally dipping his tongue into me, varying the speed, depth and pressure until my breathing was coming in ragged gasps. I tilted my head back, and even with my eyes tightly closed, tears leaked out the corners and ran down my face.

Suddenly he shifted attention up to my clitoris, sucking and flicking it with his tongue. I felt the orgasm rise and fill my body with a buzzing heat. It built up slowly and then washed powerfully over me like a tidal wave, carrying me away and tumbling my body over and over until I didn’t know which way was up.

Mr Gallows leaned back in his chair and delicately licked my juices from his lips. I recovered quickly, and still desperate to feel his cock inside me, I sat up and slid forward off the desk, straddling his lap.

“Whoa! Slow down,” he admonished. “Who’s in charge of this lesson?”

“You are, Sir,” I replied primly as I began removing his tie and unbuttoning his business shirt. Did I say he was reed slender? Oh, but I was s-o-o-o wrong. He does have a wiry frame, but it’s covered with thick layers of ropy muscle. I ran my hands up from his six-pack stomach, across his bulging pecs and pushed the shirt back over his shoulders, exposing hard trapezoids. Most guys with a bod this hot would pack it into a tight, slim-fit shirt that showed off their shape. I was surprised he kept his hidden behind loose clothes, but I guess a man in charge of several hundred impressionable young minds needs to set a standard. And what a standard he was setting so far!

He folded his huge hands around my narrow waist and lifted me neatly off him as he stood up, pushing the chair backwards as he set me down on my feet. The strength! He handled me as if I weighed nothing. At six-four he towered over me, his hips at about the level of my rib-cage. His cock was now fully erect, pointing north and resting against the taut uniform stretched across my breasts. It was my first close-up inspection, and if anything, it looked even more beautiful than before. About nine inches, I guessed, with a slight downward curve, it came up past his belly button and the circumcised knob floated an inch or so above my breasts, close enough to lean down and kiss.

I tried to do just that, but he stopped me and began unbuttoning my dress, pushing it back over my shoulders and letting it slip to the floor around my ankles. I reached back and released my bra, letting it drop as well.

Now we were both naked, standing close but not touching, except where his hard tool rested between my swelling breasts. He slid his hands up my sides and pressed them together. About the size of oranges since my miraculous growth spurt, they bulged around his shaft, the nipples pressing lightly into his hard stomach.

Pivoting his hips, he tried to slide his cock through my cleavage, but there was too much friction and the skin just bunched up, covering his knob like a foreskin. I grabbed the shaving gel and pumped a few squirts into the gap he had just vacated, and when he pushed back up, it glided smoothly all the way through.

Tall as he was, still only the last three inches of that magnificent wand could reach my breasts, so I popped my bottom back down on the desk to give him better access. The next time he pushed forward, his entire length plunged through my cleavage, five inches of it clearing the top and touching me on the lips. I had the barest moment to catch a drop of pre-cum on my tongue before he slid away again. How to describe the taste? Salty? Sweet? Utterly exquisite!

Kneading my breasts as he fucked them, he took a dozen more teasingly slow strokes, but never gave me a chance to get my mouth around his knob. This would have to change. Hold on tight, I’m going in!

I stood back up and turned us around, giving me access to the office chair. Sitting brought my eye line down to his navel with his cock-head dancing in front of my waiting lips.

Unbelievably, given what had happened so far, I still hadn’t wrapped my hands around it. I did so now, very softly, just behind the knob.

“You won’t break it, you know,” he said. “No fingernails and no teeth. Anything else goes.”

I squeezed a little and the angry tip swelled. I jumped back, thinking he was about to blow all over my face, but he encouraged me to go on. Gaining confidence, I gave it a harder test-squeeze and his knob throbbed even bigger. I couldn’t believe my eyes, I had no idea they did that. Wanting to know where the boundaries were, I increased the pressure until my knuckles turned white, watching his face for signs of pain, but there was only pleasure.

I tried stroking downwards, but I had to release all of the pressure because of the friction. I reached for the gel again, but he stopped me and moved my hand all the way down to the base. “Start there and try again,” he advised.

This time when I stroked back towards the tip, the skin came with me, sliding over the hardness beneath like silk sheets over steel. It was amazing! All of the bumps and contours were beneath the skin and I could feel them running across my palm, yet my hand stayed in contact with the same handful of skin. This was so not like a dildo.

He reached down for my other hand and cupped it around his balls. “Remember how I said ‘anything goes’? Well, not there it doesn’t. Gently does it with those guys.” I didn’t think he meant ‘do nothing’, but I wasn’t exactly sure what I should do with them. Rub them? Juggle them? I gave them a gentle squeeze and he nodded encouragement. Right choice! Good one, Angela!

I leaned forward and licked around his knob as I stroked, relishing the taste of the salty pre-cum that I milked from the tip. I opened wide and took the head into my mouth, running my tongue around the ridge of his knob and wondering if I should be doing anything else. He was looking down at me, enjoying watching me explore, but I could tell that I wasn’t progressing him along.

I moved him deeper into my mouth, my jaws yawning around his thick shaft. I nearly had him in the back of my throat when he stopped me, holding my head still with his hands.

“No. Fellatio is not about swallowing,” he instructed.  “There’s nothing sexy about a girl gagging on a dick. Don’t try to take it all at once, just get a mouthful and alternate pressure, suction and movement.”

Oh, was he in for a surprise. Another game we girls play is Deep Throat. By now, you probably think all dorm girls are sluts, but most of us are technical virgins; we just love to explore our own sexuality. Deep Throat is not a complex game: you spray a blob of whipped cream onto the shaft of a dildo and then try to lick it off … but the tip mustn’t leave your mouth. The further away you put the cream, the further into your mouth the dildo goes.

I lost badly on my first few goes and nearly blew chunks all over the bed, but I practiced controlling my gag reflex and now it’s practically non-existent. My personal best using (you guessed it) Long John Silver the famous double-ended donger, is thirteen inches straight down my throat. I held it there for five seconds licking off the cream and then brought it all back out in one smooth action.

I did appreciate Mr Gallows’ fellatio lesson—I was very much a beginner—but boy was I going to teach him a lesson too.

I took the suggested mouthful and applied pressure with my tongue, then sucking hard, I pulled him all the way out except for the knob and sucked him back in again. That seemed to work. He was running his fingers through my hair and I could feel him shaking a little. I wrapped one hand around the base of his cock and gently massaged his balls with the other, all the while sucking and releasing, stroking him in and out of my mouth.

I could hear his breathing quicken and he tightened his hold on my head. The muscles of his legs were standing out and I could tell he was trying to prolong his orgasm. Here we go! I let go of his shaft and reached behind with one hand to grab his buttocks. Then, before he could stop me, I took a deep breath, moved his knob to the back of my throat and swallowed, pulling him towards me. All nine inches slid cleanly through my lips and down my throat, helped along by the natural downward curve of his cock.

With my mouth now pressed hard against his groin, I snaked out my tongue, and bringing his balls closer with the hand cupping them, I licked them mercilessly while I swallowed, closing my throat down hard over his bulging knob.

“Oh Holy Christ,” he yelled. His hands locked on my head, pressing even harder into me as I felt his balls contract beneath my fingers and tongue. Then with one gigantic throb, he unloaded down my throat. I could feel the cum streaming through the underside of his cock and down the length of my tongue as what felt like a gallon emptied straight into my stomach without even having to swallow.

I pushed away, inch after gorgeous inch sliding out between my lips. The tip cleared my throat and I inhaled deeply through my nose as the final length slid across my tongue leaving a trail of cream that tasted nothing like what we use in the dorm. I kept the end between my lips, sucking deeply and milking the final drops as the last spasms pulsed through his balls.

When he was empty, I lay back in the chair and smiled up at him standing between my open knees, gaping at me with a stunned expression. I rubbed my wanton slit and beckoned to him: “Now put it in here,” I demanded.

──────


ꗂ

───Ξ───




Chapter Five

His shock turned to confusion. “It doesn’t work like that,” he said. Then his face darkened in concern. “Have you never been with a man?”

I shook my head, “Nuh uh.”

“Oh my God! But you’re not a virgin, I know that from lunchtime,” he said with genuine concern. “Angela, you need to give it time. I can’t just make it pop back up again.”

I looked down at his cock, which was now softening and drooping. How could I not know this? I felt embarrassed and every bit as deflated as he looked. I wanted that magnificent cock in my pussy, and now I couldn’t even jam it in with a shoe-horn. Would I never get the fucking I so richly deserved?

My disappointment must have showed on my face. “It’s going to be all right” he soothed me. “Give me twenty minutes, thirty tops.” He lifted me effortlessly onto the low credenza beside his desk so that we were standing face to face again. “We just need something else to amuse us while we wait,” he said gently kissing my pouting lips.

Reassured, I open my mouth to kiss him back, tilting my head to the side. His rough five o’clock shadow scraped against my cheek. Ouch! Beard burn! Not on my watch, mister!

“You just nominated yourself for my twenty minutes of amusement, Sir,” I said with a smile, reaching for the shaving gel and a fresh razor.

“Whoa! No way!” he held me at bay. Tomorrow’s a school day and I can’t come to work looking like Freddy Krueger!” Seeing my frown at a nineteen-eighties pop-culture reference (I had to Google it—a rare miss for me—I love the classics), he explained, “Hideous scarring. Bad look.”

“Bullshit,” I retorted.  “Feel my legs and tell me I don’t know how to shave. Besides, fair’s fair. You shaved me!”

He face started to soften as he ran his hands over my taut thighs and smooth calves, then back up again, moving on to mould my tiny round bottom, narrow waist and heavy breasts.

“I don’t shave my tits and arse,” I said flatly. “You’re stalling.” I gave him a forceful stare that I never thought I could muster for any member of the faculty, let alone the Headmaster.

“You’re right,” he sighed, moving close to kiss me softly. “Trust is very important, especially for us. You trust me, don’t you?”

I looked down between us. “Given the damage you could do with that thing, and where you’re planning to put it once I get some wood back into it, I’d say I’m marginally ahead on trust points, wouldn’t you?”

“You make a strong argument. Do you do Debate?” I ignored this and pumped some more gel into my hands, which I then massaged into his stubble. Despite my confident insistence, I could see that his face had a lot more angles and contours than my legs, so I started slowly on what seemed like an easy bit: his sideburns and cheeks.

He had both hands on the rise of my hips where they narrow in to my slim waist, and he was closely watching my bobbing breasts as I worked on his beard. I was just moving on to his chin when I felt a light touch on my bottom, right in the middle where my thighs meet, and distractingly close to my vagina. It was his penis, semi-erect and bobbing up and down between my open legs. With each strong flex, it stood up straight, and almost at its full nine inches again, it was long enough for the tip to scrape the underside of my bottom while I stood on the credenza. Hmm, he was ahead of schedule, I’ll take that as a compliment. I paused for a moment and then continued shaving. The touch came again in the same place, twice this time, with a couple of seconds between. His mouth was still but he was smiling with his eyes. I looked threateningly back at him.

“That’s very distracting,” I admonished, brandishing the razor. “If you don’t find something else to do with it while I finish this, you could get cut.”

“He reached down and grabbed his stiffening manhood, and bending slightly for clearance, he pulled it forwards and nestled the tip just inside the moist lips of my vagina. As he straightened up again, his cockhead pressed insistently at my entrance without pushing inside.

My resolve started to melt away and I nearly surrendered the little role-reversal game we had been playing, wanting desperately to just unlock my knees and impale myself on his gigantic cock. He moved his hands back onto my hips and looked into my eyes questioningly. I recognised this as another gambit in the game, testing my resolve to delay gratification, which was swiftly running out.

I steeled myself and took up my assumed role again. “Really?” I cocked one blonde eyebrow. “I have a razor to your throat and you’re going to leave ‘It’ there?”

“Yep,” he grinned merrily, flexing his shaft and making the knob bulge, opening my pussy by an imperceptible margin.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I growled back at him, tightening my pelvic floor. My inner lips closed tightly over his cockhead and squeezed until it slid back from whence it came.

He gasped with the friction and pressure and then croaked, “Yes, Ma’am.”

My legs felt like jelly but I wasn’t going to let him see how close I was to giving it away. I moved in until my nose was directly in front of his, and my nipples brushed his chest. “Yes, Ma’am, what?” I hissed.

He straightened his shoulders and looked at me seriously. “Yes, Ma’am. I am going to leave my cock in your vagina. Just for the moment Ma’am, until you can find a better use for it.”

I giggled, breaking the mock tension. “Very well,” I smiled and went back to work with the razor. Each time I stopped to clean the blade and it was safely away from his face, he would flex his cock, to which I would respond by bearing down on my pelvic wall again, crushing it in retaliation. With each exchange, he gradually reattained his full length and hardness, and with veins bulging, he opened me up and pressed into me bit by tiny bit.

By the time I finished shaving his face, his entire knob was inside me and technically, I suppose, we were fucking. My heart was racing because the time had finally arrived, the moment I had dreamed of ever since the disaster with Brad: my first cock. I didn’t know what to do next, but since I had gone through so much to remove his stubble, I kissed him, gently at first and then more insistently as I moved into his embrace, wrapping my arms around his neck and crushing my breasts into his chiselled chest.

He broke our kiss and breathed into my ear, “Quid pro quo, Angela. Do you trust me not to hurt you?”

“Yes. Yes.” I gasped, struggling for breath. “Just please be gentle.” I was frightened now and a few tears were welling in my eyes. It was as though I could feel the gravitational pull of his cock, the inch inside me, and the eight below that. The base of his massive rod was so far away; I imagined it driving up into me, knowing it would reach nearly to my ribs, but also understanding that that was impossible.

Holding tight he stepped back, pulling my feet off the credenza. I locked my arms and legs around him in panic, his cockhead still inside me. “Christ, what are you doing?” I cried. “Don’t let me fall!” I was sobbing openly now and pressing my face into his neck.

“Shhhh.” He soothed. “Trust me. I promise I won’t hurt you.” I stopped sobbing but the tears were still coming as I clung to him. He arranged his massive hands around my ribs—thumbs just beneath my breasts—and lifted me a little. “I’ve got you,” he said gently. “Now let go slowly and I will hold you. I promise.”

I unlocked my ankles from behind his back, and allowing my legs to drop either side of his cock, I felt him take up the extra weight with his hands. Sniffing back the last of the tears, I lifted my head and looked up into his solemn eyes.

“Go ahead,” he nodded. “Let yourself go.”

I opened my arms, allowing him to take my full weight in his hands. I thought it would hurt, but it was actually really snug and comfortable, kind of like sitting in a rock-climbing harness.

I was now hanging in mid-air nearly a foot and a half off the floor, the tip of his long, hard cock pushing into my desperate vagina … and utterly helpless to do anything about it.

I wiped the tears from my cheeks and craned my neck forward to kiss him again, but he held me tantalizingly out of reach. I smiled; it’s going to be like that, is it? Okay, so you’re in charge again. What now?

Ever so slowly, he braced his elbows at his midriff and raised me up until the tip of his cock almost slipped out, but still held in my entrance, enveloped by my open lips. Without pause, he lowered me down again, giving just the tip again. Repeating these tiny movements, he started to build up the tempo, using my body to perform micro bicep curls. In spite of my desperation for more of him, I felt a baking heat building inside my sex.

On the next downward stroke, he dropped me three inches instead of just one. The feeling was like a micro-orgasm! His cock, cool on the surface from exposure to the air, hit the molten core of my womanhood like ice meeting fire. It sent contractions rippling down my vaginal walls, clamping onto his rigid member with involuntary spasms. He drew a gasping breath and quickly lifted me up, holding still with just his knob inside me, and strained with the effort to suppress his mounting orgasm.

“You okay,” I asked.

“I will be,” he answered through clenched teeth. “My God, I’ve never felt anything so hot … or so tight!” he marvelled. “I almost have to push you down onto me.”

“I can’t help it,” I shrugged. “I’m just a small package.” Reaching down to grip his shaft nestled between my thighs I leaned in to whisper in his ear, “And you know what they say good things do in small packages, right”

Getting his rhythm back, he lowered and lifted my body, fucking me slowly with just the tip again, but giving me a little extra with every few strokes. Once we were both used to the pressure and friction, he maintained that depth—about three inches—for a dozen slow, delectable strokes. Oh Christ! Every nerve ending in my body was tingling! I threw my head back and moaned with pleasure, my breasts thrust out before his downturned face.

I pleaded with him, “Please, Sir, I want some more.” I didn’t realise the literary reference at the time—it was completely accidental—but he laughed, breaking the tension.

“Dickens!” he cried happily. “And Oliver Twist not even on our reading list. Well done, Angela.” Then he looked at me with a sparkle in his eyes, “Do you have any other quotes pursuant to the situation? Something from Led Zeppelin, perhaps.”

Sprung! My initial reaction was panic; we were in trouble for singing about the Headmaster. Then reality kicked in and I remembered that the Headmaster had me suspended in mid-air, impaled on the first third of his nine-inch cock.

“But how…?” I began, blinking with confusion.

“The senior girls’ dorm is directly above the staff lounge,” he explained. “I was in there grabbing a few hours’ sleep after I stayed late to prepare for the final assembly last year.”

A little chagrined, I started singing in my light, musical soprano, watching for his reaction. “Hangman, hangman, upon your face a smile. Pray tell me that I'm free to ride, ride for many a mile.”

Then he joined in. “Your brother brought me silver. Your sister warmed my soul. But now I laugh and pull so hard and see you swinging on the Gallows Pole.”

We laughed together. “Literature classics, rock ‘n’ roll,” he said. “Any more surprises?”

We had both been teetering on the edge of orgasm and I recognised this for what it was: a way to prolong the pleasure that neither of us wanted to end. But I was also close to my breaking point with tears of frustration and need welling in my eyes. I sung again, softly and in tune at first. “I want it all, I want it all,” and then building up to a husky growl that I hoped was reminiscent of Freddie Mercury, “I want it all, and I want it now!”

He shot back, “You can’t handle it all,” in an eerie Jack Nicholson impersonation.

It was too much for me and the tears came again. I embraced him and buried my face in his neck. Whispering to mask the emotion in my voice, I told him, “I know I can’t, but I want you deep inside me, as deep as you can go, and I don’t want to stop again. Please.”

“Shhhh,” he soothed. “That’s what I want too. Loosen your arms.”  I let go and he continued to bear my weight effortlessly in his hands. “Tell me when I get there,” he said, lowering me oh-so-deliciously-slowly onto his cock, pausing as spasms of pure pleasure rippled through my sex.

“More,” I panted. “A little more …” Then as he touched against my cervix, “Right there! I can take a little more, but you’ll have to stretch me.” He had about six inches inside me now and started gently probing in and out at my depths, working against the resistance. There was a little pain, but mostly it was just an intense pleasure of fullness that I have never experienced with a dildo. I felt down at our nexus with my hand, and realised with disappointment that there was still almost two inches to go, but I was full and the pain was starting to override the pleasure.

“Stop” I breathed. “I can’t … just finish me. I can’t take any more, though.”

At my command, he raised me up almost to the point of exit and swept me breathtakingly back down, seven inches of iron plunging straight up into my core. Again and again, pleasure exploded in my vagina with the glorious friction, and never once did he pass the point of pain where I had stopped him earlier.

This time I felt the orgasm begin in my thighs, spilling from my loins down my legs, up into my tummy and the depths of my vagina, all spinning and burning together in a ball of naked flame. Then with the speed of a gasoline fire, that ball of energy ripped through my body, expelling a scream of lust and desire.

My body lost all control; my back arched and my legs clamped together like a vice over the base of his cock. The entire nine inches was now trapped in my flesh so completely that it felt as though it was all inside me.

Now thrumming like a teakettle as my climax convulsed out of control, I held his cock, helpless to move it in the grip of my vagina and crushing thighs, just as I was helpless in his powerful hands. His body rocked back, muscles bursting from his arms, chest and shoulders as his own orgasm followed mine. I felt his cock yield a little to my pressure as his climax commenced, and then a moment later it bucked and throbbed, jetting load after load of cum deep inside me, filling me with pressure until I thought I would burst, before it washed back over his shaft and poured down my thighs.

That release triggered a second orgasm. Screaming again with the unbearable pleasure, I hooked my heels behind his buttocks and pulled in with all my strength, forcing his manhood deeper inside to fill the space created by his explosive stream. With the exquisite pain of his pulsing knob driving into me, a third crescendo rocked my body, this time my own gushing ejaculation mixed with his and washed over his balls, now pressed achingly against my incandescent labia.

As the euphoria and adrenalin drained away, discomfort returned and I slid gladly away, his strong hands lowering me softly to the floor. I took his cock into my mouth, softening but still pumping weakly. Gently, I massaged his balls and stroked his length, sucking away the final drops of cum oozing from the throbbing tip and savouring them on my tongue.

Mr Gallows fell back into the office chair, exhausted, rippling muscles covered in a sheen of sweat. I straddled him and rose up to kiss his mouth, his neck, his earlobes, and whispered my thanks in hitching sobs of pleasure. Leaning back in the chair, he held me there in the silence, my breasts pressed against his chest, our tummies touching and exchanging heat as the rest of our bodies cooled.

“I stand corrected,” he whispered. “You could handle it all.”

I smiled against his shoulder. “Yes, but I’m going to pay for it. I may not be able to walk upright tomorrow.”

“I can give you a sick pass if you like,” he offered.

“And what would it say?” I laughed. “Angela is excused from class while she recovers from the cataclysmic fucking I administered to her in my office? Thanks, but I’ll make do.”

After a while, “This should never have happened,” he said uncertainly. “But I am so thankful it did. Do you think we’ll do it again?”

“Never like this, but that won’t stop me trying.”

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2013)


2. Twist It In

(Book 3 of Dorm Room Dares)

Angela gets owned
in a game of Strip Twister
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Opening Moves

New game :-D … cu2nite?

@Angela

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

11pm Teachers’ Lounge. Can’t wait.

@HeadM

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

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

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

──────

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

“Why’re you wearing that?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Who’s it about?” she asked.

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

“Is this Bob your lab partner in Physics?”

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

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

“What? Do not!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hmm. Ye-e-es?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s a Go-Go-Gadget?”

“I thought you said you Googled the eighties.”

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

“Clearly.”

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

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

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

“What constitutes a foul?”

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

“Uh-oh. I sense trouble.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He tried not to smile, failing miserably.

“Don’t forget those socks, Sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Problem?”

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

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

“Left hand…yellow,” said the phone.

──────
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Playing for Position

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sir,” I breathed. “I can’t reach.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just a couple.”

──────
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Red, Pink, Whatever

“Spin!”

“Left foot…red,” said the phone.

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

“Left foot red?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It went pretty much as planned, then?”

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

──────

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

I felt her lips on my ear.

“Was it good?” she whispered sleepily.

“Amazing.”

“Better than a strap-on?”

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

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

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

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

I smiled. Challenge accepted.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2014)


3. Dirty Talk

(Book 6 of Dorm Room Dares)

How do you seduce a shy guy?
First, distract him.


1

───Ξ───

I’m Game

It was the last weekend of March, the time of year when the Australian summer typically makes way for cooler weather, but this one was a scorcher. With all-day passes from our boarding school dorm, and after (what was supposed to be) a quick stop at the mall for a new bikini and some fresh fingernail bling, Rupali and I were finally ready for some sun and sand, so we hopped the train to Bondi Junction.

—with, it seemed, half of frickin’ Sydney.

“This is nuts,” Rupali said as we shoved our way onto the last carriage at Central.

There were old people, young people, families with prams, and I (at 4’11” and three-quarters) spent the entire trip with my face pressed between Rupali’s (6’1”) boobs.

I won’t lie. It could’ve been worse.

Eavesdropping on the conversations, we figured out David Hasselhoff was at Bondi Beach for some celebrity reality show. The Twitter-verse had blown up, and now half the population was going to screw up our day in the sun to bask in some reflected celebrity spotlight.

When the doors opened, the train vomited us forth onto the platform, and we joined the endless penguin-march to exit the station. By the time we got to the bus-stop, the line was snaking all the way down to the corner and back, and the next bus went by already full and didn’t stop.

I looked at Rupali. “Now what?”

“Manly Beach?”

“It’s thirty minutes back to the city.”

“And another forty-five on the ferry.” That was assuming we didn’t have to wait for one. It was already lunchtime, because we’d spent longer than planned bikini shopping (though not without reward—we’d found a sale and snapped up a costume in white lace for me, and a clinging blood-red number for Rupali). It’d be two o’clock before we got to Manly Beach.

A van pulled up alongside and honked. The tinted passenger-side window rolled down, and the driver pulled his sunglasses down and leaned across. “You ladies need a ride?”

“Scoot!” We’d met him at the mall. Well, I say ‘met’, but it was a little more personal than that. I’d gotten myself trapped in a trick bikini with a remote-control vibrator, and Scoot… Well, let’s just say, ‘shit happened’.

I exchanged a look with Rupali. I’m game. Scoot was a good guy, although maybe a little shy. He’d had ample opportunity to grope me or worse, and he’d managed to keep it in his pants. I admit to feeling…curious. What would it take to blow this guy’s cool?

Rupali opened the door. “Where are we going? Bondi?”

Scoot eyed the growing queue for the bus. “There’s some Baywatch thing going on. I was thinking Coogee, instead, and I figured you two might have gotten caught up here.”

“Coogee it is.”

There was no back seat in the van, so I climbed in first next to Scoot, and Rupali took the window seat beside me, cuddling up close so that our legs touched and placing a slim brown hand on my knee.

The body language was clear. Mine. Or so I thought.

I saw a momentary flick of Scoot’s head and knew he was watching in his peripheral vision, so when I felt a tug at my knee, I realised with a flush of excitement it wasn’t ‘Mine’ at all. It was ‘Showtime’.

I parted my legs a few inches and smiled as Rupali’s fingers predictably slithered into the gap. She had, it would seem, plans for me.

As Scoot turned a corner, she slid it further up, bringing my dress along for the ride, and began stroking my inner thigh in a circular motion with the tip of her middle finger. The sexy look of her long, curved, pink nails between my legs gave me a shiver.

Scoot wasn’t watching us directly, but he was shifting in his seat and adjusting his board shorts a fair bit, so I was pretty sure he knew exactly where Rupali’s hand was, and he had also probably figured out where it was headed. When we stopped at a traffic light and he was in no danger of crashing the van, I took a deep breath, puffing out my chest, and then released it again with just a touch of a moan, opening my legs a little wider at the same time.

Rupali’s hand worked to the top of my thigh, hiking up my dress even further until her little finger touched my crotch, then she flicked it back and forth over my bikini bottom, titillating my pussy lips.

It was all for show, of course, and not really getting me hot…well, not very hot…but I loved the effect it was having on Scoot as he missed the light turning green and got himself honked by the car behind.

I turned to Rupali as he got the van under way again and gave her a ‘cool it’ look, so she moved her hand back down to my knee but left the dress pulled up to my crotch. Scoot would have something to look at if he decided to sneak a peek. I don’t know whether he did or not, but I didn’t catch him.

We found a good park right near the beach and hopped out into the searing Sydney heat while Scoot spent a few extra seconds in the privacy outside the driver’s door adjusting his erection before grabbing his towel and a bag from the back.

“Are you surfing,” I asked.

“No, the surf’s rubbish today,” he said, gazing out over the lacklustre waves. “I might get a board out later, but if you girls want company…?”

“What do you think, Angela?” Rupali asked, winking at me. “I don’t know much about guys, but he seems pretty cute.”

“True. But won’t you get jealous?”

“Moi? I’ll get my fun watching you.” She leaned down and kissed me on the lips. “Who knows? Put on a good show for me, and you might convince me to go straight.”

Whoa! That was the fourth time she’d hinted at wanting to try a guy. Maybe Scoot was the one? She was right—he was cute—but he wouldn’t be my first choice for her. He was a little too well-behaved and didn’t strike me as especially…experienced. Inexperience was like catnip for me, unfortunately. I loved the idea of being a guy’s first, even though I knew the reality could never live up to the expectation. What Rupali needed was someone a little more alpha, someone who could drive her all the way to the edge and shove her off. If she got some tentative newb who came in her hand, she’d be put off cock for good.

“Fine,” I said finally, returning her kiss. “I’ll play. But if he turns out gay and I waste an afternoon flirting, I’m blaming you.”

Poor Scoot, he was following us back and forth like a tennis match, his eyes getting wider with each exchange.

Rupali turned to him. “Good news, Scoot. I’ve decided I’m going to let Angela flirt with you for the afternoon.”

We each took an arm and walked him down to the beach. I pulled on the one I was holding and pressed it to my breast. It felt big and young and hard. This was going to be a good day.

We found a patch of sand to ourselves and Rupali immediately dropped her beach bag, peeled off her sarong and ran for the water, calling back, “Last one in is rubbing Reef Oil into me when we get out.”

Scoot pulled his singlet over his head, revealing a lean waist that was tanned and muscled to match his chest and arms. He looked at me. “She wasn’t serious, was she?”

I shrugged out of my dress. “Probably not. But if you’re worried, you can stay here and screen me, otherwise I’ll be a lobster in ten minutes flat.” At times like these I envied Rupali’s brown skin. My milky complexion required SPF-50+ even in winter sunshine.

“Really?” His eyes, normally so well-behaved, roamed over all my unprotected skin.

“Start with my back,” I said, squirting some sunscreen into his hand. “Do a good job and I’ll let you do me all over.”

I turned my back, and while those big strong hands massaged cream into my neck and shoulders, I smeared some on my face, chest and tummy.

Scoot’s fingers ventured lower, down past my strap, circling closer and closer to my bikini bottom.

“Don’t be shy down there. I might burn.”

He got another squirt of sunscreen and dipped tentatively beneath the waistband. “I that okay?”

I wriggled my backside happily. “It’ll have to do. C’mon. Let’s get wet.”

We ran down the beach and found Rupali just out beyond the breaking waves, bobbing over the top of each swell as it passed. The tide was in and it got deep quickly. We were still metres away when I got out of my depth and had to swim, ducking under the waves as they broke over me.

When we got out to her, Scoot was fine standing there, but I couldn’t touch the bottom at all. At 6’1”, the water came only just past the top of Rupali’s red bikini and with each trough that preceded a wave, her full breasts bobbed tantalizingly on top of the water.

“Are we going to stay out this deep?” I asked. “I’ll last about two more minutes treading water and getting dunked by the swells.”

Scoot looked concerned. “If we go closer in, we’ll be under the break,” he said. “I can take it, but I don’t think Rupali’s bikini top can.” He smiled at me. “Not that I’d look.”

Not that he’d mind, either.

“That’s okay,” I said, putting out my hand and holding Rupali’s shoulder. “You’ll hold me up, won’t you babe? Scrunch down so I don’t have to reach, will you?”

“No way. I don’t want your drowning corpse taking me down. Hold onto Scoot. He’s expendable.”

I paddled over and put one hand on the slope of Scoot’s muscular shoulder. “Okay?”

“Better than okay,” he said, giving me a warm tingle even through the cold water.

As the next swell passed through, he had to jump to stay above it, but I pushed down on his shoulder at the same time to keep my head above water and ended up pushing him back under.

He came back up spluttering but laughing.

“Don’t worry,” I said, laughing. “I didn’t get dunked.”

“What a relief,” he said, spitting out water. “How about holding on a bit tighter so you come with me when I jump?”

That sounded like an invitation; I didn’t need a second one. I pulled in close and clung to him like a baby on her mother’s hip, my arms around his shoulders and my legs around his waist. I was slightly front-on with a breast either side of his pectoral muscle and my pussy nestled onto the point of his hip.

Happy, happy girl.

I smiled at him, our faces now just a few inches apart. I looked over at Rupali to see if she was jealous. She was still smiling—not jealous at all. All was going exactly to plan as far as she was concerned.

“Missing me?” I asked.

“On the contrary,” she said, wading over to us. “Now whenever I want you, I have you right here.” She leaned in and placed a hand on Scoot’s chest as she kissed me, passionately and open mouthed. “You don’t mind, do you Scoot?”

“Nope.” He shook his head. “All good.”

“Excellent.” Rupali planted a short, sweet kiss on his cheek.

He looked at me, confused and probably wondering what sort of jealous fight he might have got in the middle of.

I leaned in and gave him a little kiss on the cheek too. “Just roll with it, Scoot.” Another swell was right on top of us. “Wave!” I cried, giving him a squeeze.

He jumped late but kept our heads above water, his hip grinding uncomfortably into my pussy, and I had to wriggle against him and open myself up under my bikini so that my entrance settled on his hip.

Comfortable again, I looked back at his face, but he had his eyes closed and was taking a deep breath. Poor Scoot. I gave him a squeeze to make him feel better.

We stayed out for nearly two hours, playing, splashing and chatting. Rupali wanted to go and lie in the sun, and if I wasn’t there, she was going to oil that long gorgeous body on her own.

Or worse, get some random lesbian to help. I couldn’t have that.

I gave Scoot a little kiss and hopped off his hip. “You coming in?”

“Soon,” he said. “I’m going to body-surf a few waves.”

And maybe wait for that bludgeon in your shorts to go down. Poor guy. He really did exert monk-like self-control, though. It was frustrating, but hard not to be impressed.

I followed Rupali back up the beach, and she towelled her long hair while I drip-dried, watching Scoot expertly swim onto the crests of small waves and ride them into the shallows. “Did I overdo it?” I asked.

“No, you were perfect, sweetie. God, you were so hot and vulnerable, I wanted to fuck you.”

“You say the sweetest things.”

“Was he groping you under the water?”

I shook my head as I watched him swim back out to the break. “I don’t think he’s gay, though. He’s just…gentlemanly. Maybe I need to try harder.”

“Let me help,” she said, throwing me her SPF-0 Reef Oil. “When you see him coming in, start oiling me, and we’ll give him a little show.”

──────
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Rubbing it in

She twisted her long hair and tied it in a top-knot, then lay face down on her towel. A couple of waves later, Scoot came running out of the surf, so I poured some Reef Oil onto Rupali’s shoulders and started rubbing it in.

“How can you stand this stuff?” I asked. “You know there’s no UV protection, right? You could just baste yourself in butter and climb into an oven.”

“A billion Indians with no skin cancer say you’re wrong. I’ve got genetics on my side.”

I had the oil spread across her shoulders and down to her bikini strap when Scoot came up and began towelling his hard, tanned body. I looked up at him and put a finger to my lips, then beckoned him over beside me. I squirted more oil on Rupali’s lower back, then took Scoot’s hands and brought them down, inviting him to rub it in.

He looked at me questioningly. Really?

I nodded encouragement, so he leaned over and experimentally spread the oil with his fingertips.

With her face in the towel, Rupali said, “Rub me properly, Angie, otherwise I’ll sack you and appoint Scoot chief masseur when he comes in.”

She knew.

Emboldened, Scoot started spreading the oil slowly with both palms. I silently moved out of his way and began applying sunscreen—real sunscreen—to my own body. It wasn’t an onerous task; at 4’11’’ and three-quarters, there’s not much of me to cover.

Scoot scooted closer, applying pressure and earning a low moan from Rupali.

“Mmmm. That’s nice, sweetie.  Unhook my top and get under the strap, will you?”

He undid the clasp and laid the ends of the straps out to the side. Rupali’s breasts were pressed into the towel and now bulged out either side. Scoot massaged up and down her long back, working the oil into her skin, which was now glistening and smelling sweetly of coconut. He had his thumbs facing together over her spine with fingers splayed out wide; they curled around her narrow waist but on each upward stroke he pulled them in, not quite daring to touch the sides of her breasts.

“Oooh babe,” she moaned. “You have magic hands. Make sure you get everywhere.”

Scoot drizzled more oil into his hands and shaped them around Rupali’s waist. He stroked upwards over her ribs and the side-swells of her breasts, all the way to her armpits and then back down again, lingering and moving his fingers in circles, feeling the pliant firmness of her flesh.

Rupali moaned in fresh encouragement. “You dirty girl, Angela.” Scoot quickly moved his hand away, and Rupali complained. “Oh, you tease. Go back.”

He brought both hands back up to her breasts and slowly massaged the sides, his fingers slipping into the gap underneath to stroke the undersides. Rupali purred with delight and encouraged him on.  She rolled her back slightly towards him, raising one breast a little higher to improve his access, just enough to expose the edge of one brown nipple. Scoot rubbed oil over the exposed flesh, lingering and cupping the underside, brushing a finger over the edge of the nipple. Rupali moaned and arched her back under his touch, encouraging him to explore further. Scoot pressed more firmly, lifting the nipple off the towel and allowing him to run his fingertips over its full surface, circling, stroking, gently pinching and squeezing, making the point stiffen under his touch.

He moved his hands to Rupali’s lower back, rubbing and kneading, sliding his thumb tips beneath the top edge of her bikini bottom.

“Fold it down a little if you like, Ange,” she said.

Scoot hooked his fingers under the fabric and folded it back, revealing a few inches of bottom cleavage. Rupali’s narrow, high-cut briefs were now still narrow but very low cut. Scoot applied more oil and reversed the direction of his massage from bottom-up to top-down, thumbs pointing inwards and fingers forwards, he stroked firmly from the middle of Rupali’s back down to her bottom, fingers disappearing to the third knuckle into her very truncated bikini briefs. He held his hands there, cupping her buttocks and spreading oil over them, fingertips exploring the edges of the cleft in between.

Rupali’s breathing began to speed up. “That’s wonderful, sweetie. More of that.”

Scoot rubbed up her back, lingering around her breasts, again sliding the tips of his middle fingers into the hollows and teasing the sensitive undersides, then in one fluid movement he swept downwards, his hard hands ploughing through her flesh, over the tops of her buttocks and deep beneath her bikini bottom, thumbs drawing her cheeks apart and index fingers diving into the void, barely an inch or so from her moist centre. She arched her backside up into his hands, moaning “Oh, yes. Please…a little more.”

This was getting a bit heavy for a public beach, so I got Scoot’s attention and gestured to her long, shapely legs, suggesting he would be remiss not to explore their lean curves. Frankly, I was feeling a bit breathless watching them, and if he didn’t rub her down there then I would.

He moved around closer to her calves and adjusted what looked like a very uncomfortable erection. Applying more oil, he massaged each leg in turn starting at the ankle and working upwards, pressing his thumbs into her hard calves, passing gently over the sensitive backs of her knees, and closing his strong hands around her lower thighs. When both legs were glistening with oil from mid-thigh down, he wrapped his hands around the closest calf and slowly worked upwards, kneading the backs of her legs with his thumbs but keeping the fingertips wrapped all the way around to the towel. Her thighs were touching just above the knee but instead of stopping when he reached that junction, he gently pressed upwards, signalling his intention, and Rupali’s thighs parted like the petals of an exotic flower.

I could see the deep red fabric of her bikini tapering down her bottom to a sheer two-inch strip as it dived between her open legs, barely covering her sex. It moulded over the curves of her labia and dimpled in the middle where her entrance sat wantonly open, wishing for something to plunge into the hot, silky depths within.

Rupali was panting now, her breasts swelling and heaving beneath her. She tilted her bottom upwards, changing the angle of her vagina so that it was directly in the path of Scoot’s approaching hands. Slowly he kneaded the long muscle of her thigh, each contraction of his hands bringing his fingers an inch closer to that tiny strip of red, the only barrier between his searching digits and the warmth and wetness that awaited within. His final stroke brought his thumbs to the edge of her bikini on the back of her thigh, the index finger of the hand between her legs almost brushing the thin covering protecting her womanhood. And there they stopped.

Rupali moaned in frustration between gasps of passion as she pumped her hips, trying to encourage his fingers to complete their journey. “Please, sweetie. Please.”

Scoot looked over at me, his eyes burning with passion, asking my permission to go further. I motioned for him to wait, but not to stop. I moved opposite to him and leaned close so that I could talk to Rupali in a low voice that only she and Scoot could hear.

“Rupali, you don’t really want me to rub your pussy, do you?”

“Yes, I do. Please.”

“Well I’m sorry, it’s too late,” I said in a sexy, husky voice. “Scoot is coming up from the beach now. He’s going to interrupt us.”

“Oh no!” She sounded disappointed.

“You should see him, Rupali,” I went on in the sexy voice. “It’s a shame you’re a lesbian. The water is beading on his muscles and his shorts are soaking wet and clinging to his skin. I can see the contours of his cock, it looks hard.”

“Really?”

“I think it’s hard for you. He’s looking between your open legs and…oh my goodness, there’s a split in your bikini! He can see right through it. I can see too, you dirty girl. Your pussy’s open and wet, and I think Scoot wants it—I know I do.”

I could hear Rupali’s rapid breathing, and every few breaths she vocalised a moan as the heat and tension built up inside. Scoot was looking at me wide eyed, the proximity of Rupali’s wet entrance momentarily forgotten as he listened to me talking dirty.

“Oh my God, Rupali, he’s pulling down his shorts. His cock is…oh it’s…Jesus, it’s beautiful. It’s perfect. He’s still looking at you, so open and so ready, and now he’s kneeling between your legs. He’s stroking that perfect cock, pumping it, imagining how it will feel sliding inside you, pumping you until you come, ramming it all the way home until you beg him to stop.”

“But I don’t even like guys.” She didn’t sound very convincing.

“He doesn’t care, I don’t think. His cock is poised now,” I continued. “It’s just outside your hot, wet entrance. But wait, now he doesn’t look so sure. He doesn’t think you want it anymore.”

“I think I do. Maybe. Just this once.”

“He doesn’t understand, Rupali,” I said. “What do you want? What do you want him to do to you?”

“I want his cock inside me,” she purred. “I want him to slide it all the way in. I want him to fuck me. I want him to pump me full of cum.” Her voice broke, hitching with emotion. “Make him do it, Angela. Grab his cock and put it in me.”

“I think he’s going to. Hang on, I’ll see if he’s ready. Oh Christ, I’m wrapping my hand around it and I can’t touch my thumb. It’s the hardest thing I’ve ever felt. It’s like iron. It’s hot, too. It’s baking into my hand. Now I’m bringing the tip of it to your pussy.” I nodded at Scoot. “Can you feel me putting it in your pussy?” Scoot lifted his finger and touched it against the dimple outlining of Rupali’s open labia. He pressed in gently against the red fabric and moved his finger in circles, sliding the lining against her lubricating juices.

“Yes, it’s right there. I feel it.”

“I’m going to try sliding it all the way in now. Ready? One, two…” I let out a deep moan as I got carried away with my own fantasy. Scoot pressed down harder onto the gusset and rotated his fingers in wide circles, stretching her lips and opening her up wider. I reached down and closed my hand over his, guiding his fingers with a pressure and motion that I know she likes.

“Oh Christ, Rupali. His cock just went all the way in. He’s so deep. His balls are pressed up against you.” I rolled Scoot’s fingers around her labia. “Can you feel them grinding into you?”

She moaned that yes, she could feel it.

“He wants to go even deeper, but you’ve taken everything already. Now he’s fucking you, long slow strokes, all the way out and then in again, all the way to his balls. Uh…oh…yes…uh-huh.” I grunted in time with Scoot’s fingers palpating her steaming snatch. “Oh, man, I think he’s getting ready to come.” I started picking up the tempo with my voice as I moved his fingers up to her clitoris, feeling for it myself through the bikini and then placing his fingers, first right on top so he knew where it was, then circling and rubbing. “He’s pumping you now, Rupali. He’s slamming his dick all the way in, deeper and deeper, slapping against your ass as he tries to get every bit of himself inside your pussy.”

Rupali started to shake with the beginnings of an orgasm. Her bottom and thighs went rock hard, and all the muscles along her back bunched, glistening with oil.

I increased the pressure on Scoot’s fingers, pressing them hard into her clitoris, not circling any more but rubbing mercilessly back and forth over the top. I felt the change in her body as she came, quietly crying out for Scoot to come in her pussy.

“Oh my goodness! I’m holding his balls and they’re swelling in my hand,” I said, bringing Scoot to an imaginary orgasm to rival Rupali’s real one. “He’s about to come, hold on sweetie, here it comes, he’s going to pump his load into you. Oh fuck! Oh Jesus! I’m coming too. I’m coming everywhere, I just can’t watch. It’s pumping out of his balls, I’m squeezing them and it’s rushing through my fingers and down his long, long cock and into you. He’s bursting inside you, filling you up until you overflow. Now it’s running out your pussy and over his balls, over my hand. Hang on, I need to—”

I made a slurping noise, this was probably taking the fantasy too far, but I was immersed in the moment and saying what I wanted to do, maybe not what she wanted to hear. “Oh babe, it tastes divine. Sweet and salty. It’s running down my chin and I’m trying to lick up every drop.”

Rupali’s spasms tapered off, and now she was just lying flat and spent. I stopped Scoot’s fingers and returned them to a gentle massage of her labia.

“He’s finished now, sweetie. He’s pulling out…there, it’s out.”

“Thank you,” she panted. “Thank you.”

“You relax, sweetie. I’m taking him down to the water now and washing off.”

──────
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Tell Me a Story

I took Scoot’s hand and led him away. “That was incredible,” he said when we were out of earshot. “I shut my eyes for a minute and thought I really was going to come. It felt so real.”

“It was real,” I said. “Rupali really came.”

“God, I know,” he marvelled. “I want to do it again. Where did you learn how to talk dirty like that?”

We splashed into the water and waded out to the break. “I don’t know,” I said. “It’s a gift. I guess I’ve just got a dirty mind.”

We ducked under a wave and came up the other side out of my depth. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, opening my mouth and finding his tongue, the salt water mixing with our saliva. I felt his thick, hard cock pressing into me and broke away.

“Oh, you poor thing,” I said, reaching down and rubbing his erection through his shorts. “How long has it been like that?”

“Pretty much since I saw you in that blue bikini this morning,” he said shyly, gasping as I squeezed him.

I put my lips next to his ear. “Would you like me to fix it?” Without waiting for an answer (or needing one), I reached into his shorts and wrapped my fingers around his pole. It felt every bit as perfect as I’d described it to Rupali—about seven inches (perfect), a nice handful around the middle (perfect again), and a little thicker at the base. I shivered as my tiny, tight pussy clenched involuntarily, imagining this wonderful cock opening me up gently and then filling me up.

“Pull your shorts down,” I breathed into his ear. He did. I sat on his hip again like earlier and reached under my leg to grasp his shaft. I started stroking his cock, gripping tightly at the base and pulling, releasing the pressure as I got to the tip. I felt him throb in my hand, and with his hip pressed into my open pussy lips, I realised with surprise that I needed this relief every bit as much as he did.

With the next passing swell, I pretended to lose my grip on his shoulder and washed away with the wave. Under water, I quickly slid my bikini bottom off and tucked it into the rear strap of my top, taking care not to let Scoot see as I swam back over to him.

“You need to hold me tighter,” I said, taking his hands and closing them around my waist, his thumbs and fingers very nearly meeting in the middle. I reached down and took his dick in both hands, one closed around the tip and the other holding as much of the other end as I could manage. I wrapped my legs around his hips again, but this time I was front-on rather than sitting on his hip, holding his throbbing cock just before my entrance, invisible beneath the rippling water.

Still under the illusion that he was getting a hand-job, his body quivered nonetheless at this much more overt sexual position.

“Now I’ve got you where I want you,” I purred. “If you want me to keep going, I need to hear a dirty story about you and me.”

“Huh?” Surprise lit his face as he realised this wasn’t going to be a free ride. “But I’m no good at it. I’ll just turn you off.”

“All the more reason for you to try hard.” I grinned, squeezing his tool with both hands. “Go on,” I urged. “I’m getting bored and I might give up and swim back to the beach.”

“Right. Hang on. Okay, I’m on a surfboard… No, we’re both on it,” he began quickly. “And we’re fucking…”

“Stop!” I squeezed his dick and gave a small jab with my fingernail. “You can’t start fucking me right at the beginning. I’m a lady.” I smiled sweetly, batting my eyelashes. “I need to be wooed.”

“Okay, how’s this? I’m rescuing you on my board—”

“Why do I need rescuing? I’m a good swimmer.”

“You fell off your jet-ski and bumped your head,” he said. “You were way out behind the break and by the time I got there, you were unconscious and almost drowning.”

“Okay, that’s plausible,” I said, rewarding him with some slow strokes of his erection, still holding the tip near my pussy and drawing the other hand towards me. “Keep going.”

“Right. I check you’re still breathing, and you are, so I lift you onto the board and start swimming you back to shore.”

“This is going to get good soon, right?” I asked suspiciously, holding his cock loosely to let him know he needed to sharpen his act.

“Sure. So I try to swim in, pulling you on the board, but you keep sliding off because you’re covered in Reef Oil.”

I laughed. “Is this story about me or Rupali?”

“Shush. Just go with me here.”

“Right. Shushing. Go ahead, Shakespeare.”

His swollen knob brushed against my open slit, causing me to squeak with surprise and close both hands in a death grip. I don’t think he noticed, or if he did, he would have thought he had brushed against my bikini. Either way, his tool bulged under my fingers and it was all I could do not to just feed it straight into my hungry pussy.

“So anyway,” he said. “I’ve hauled you back up onto the board for about the tenth time and now I’m exhausted, so I rest, holding the board, but that drags it lower in the water and the swells are washing over your face.”

“Glub, glub, glub,” I chirped, miming drowning.

“Exactly! So thinking quickly, I pull off my shorts and—”

“Oh, this sounds chivalrous.”

“Shush! And I bunch them up under your head to keep it above the water.”

“Ohhh, how thoughtful. That was chivalrous! But now you’re naked, right?” My eyes flashed with excitement. “But I’m still in my bikini.”

“Ah yes,” he beamed. “But I just noticed a cut on your arm from the jet-ski. It’s bleeding and I’m worried it’ll attract sharks.”

“Uh-oh! I hate sharks!” I stroked his cock some more, encouraging him. With each upward stroke, I opened my top hand a little and touched the tip to my open pussy lips, sending little sparks of excitement outwards through my tummy and down my parted legs.

He continued, probably (hopefully!) thinking the feather touches were just my fingers or bikini. “So thinking quickly again, I pulled off your bikini bottom and tied it around the wound, stopping the flow of blood.”

“That was quick thinking,” I laughed, gliding the tip of his cock along my slit and rubbing it gently around my clitoris. “If you’d thought any slower you might have used my bikini top instead of the bottom!”

“Ah, but you’re wrong!” He smiled back. “Your bikini top was torn free in the accident and I couldn’t find it.”

I goggled at him in mock surprise. “So I’ve been topless this whole time?”

“Yep.”

“And you haven’t once stopped to cop a feel?”

“Not once…well maybe I accidently brushed a hand over one getting you back onto the board. But that’s because I was trying not to look.”

“Trying?” I giggled. “Such a gentleman. Well, since you’ve been so well behaved, I give fantasy-you permission to lick my nipples. Just to try to wake me up, you understand”

“Of course! That’s what I was going to do next anyway…just to try to wake you up.”

Gently squeezing the base of his cock with my left hand to distract him, I guided the tip into my vagina with my right, the lips closing over his knob to replace the pressure of my palm as I lifted it away. My thumb and fore-finger still circled the top of the shaft, stopping him from sliding deeper, and all the while I watched to see if he’d worked out what I was up to. Incredibly, he was too wrapped up in the story to notice he was now fucking me.

“Okay, so now with my eyes closed so I don’t gawk at your breasts, I lean in and kiss one softly, but you don’t respond.”

“How do you know you got my breast if you weren’t looking?”

“I had a quick peek to line it up, but then I shut them again.”

“Sensible,” I said. “But no response, right? You’d better try harder or I might slip into a coma.”

“Good idea. So I line up and kiss it again,” the real Scoot shut his eyes for effect. “I open my mouth and close my lips over your nipple, running my tongue over the tip and biting it gently until it hardens.”

“Oh, God, that feels wonderful,” I moaned, shutting my own eyes. I stroked my finger and thumb over his knob, working it in and out of my pussy, all the while pretending that it was still my palm closed over the end of his manhood.

“Well I wouldn’t know anything about that,” he laughed. “I was just trying to wake you up. But I’m encouraged by the reflex response, so I reach across and stroke the other breast, and that nipple hardens under my fingers.”

“But you’re still kissing the first one, right?” I sighed, eyes still shut and now sliding a little more cock—about two or three inches—into my pussy, setting off a contraction as my tiny opening stretched taut around his thickness. I squeezed with my circled thumb and finger to match the grip of my vagina and reached down with my other hand to cup his balls, lightly squeezing to distract attention from the other end.

“Sure, I’m still kissing the first one. I don’t want you to slip into a coma, do I?” He hitched a breath on the last two words as my fingers closed around his balls.

Meanwhile, at the other end of his cock, the muscle spasm was still rippling up and down the walls of my pussy and I thought for a moment I was about to come. I recited the names of the seven dwarves in my head until I had control again. Picking up confidence, I flexed my pelvic wall, squeezing him and relishing the hardness inside me, pressing back against me as I moaned and bit down on my lower lip.

I noticed that he’d been quiet for a few seconds and opened my eyes to see his nostrils flaring and eyes pinched shut, not in pleasure though—my grip on his balls had tightened while I suppressed my orgasm, so I hurriedly released him and moved that hand back to the base of his erection.

“Oops, sorry,” I apologised sheepishly. I squeezed his cock at both ends and leaned forward to place a small kiss on his lips. “Keep going, you’re good at this.”

He opened his eyes and kissed me back, lips open and panting with the pleasure of what he thought must have been the world’s best hand-job.

He continued. “But with all this effort to wake you, I hadn’t noticed the current. We’d drifted down past the beachfront and over the headland. If we tried to swim in from here, we’d be crushed against the rocks. I tried to swim against the current to get us back to the beach, but I just ended up swallowing water and exhausting myself.”

“Oh dear,” I said, worry lining my face. “I hope you’ve saved some energy for me.”

“Uh-uh,” he said, shaking his head. “With the last of my strength, I haul myself up onto the board, on top of you, and the last thing I remember as I pass out is your legs sliding apart as my body slips between them.”

“So now we’re both unconscious?”

“That’s right.”

“In missionary position?”

“Kind of, yeah.”

“And your cock is pressed up against my naked pussy?”

“Right again.”

“And by now we’re both covered in reef oil?”

“That sounds about right.”

“Oh dear.” I squeezed his dick with my secret muscles. “I can’t wait to hear how we get out of this one.”

──────
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Sure It’s My Hand

I used my secret muscles to massage the few inches of iron inside me as I bobbed weightlessly up and down on his tool. That floating sensation, the contrast between the cold water and the hard, hot flesh sliding into the warm, softness of my love canal, it all felt so surreal. I was holding my orgasm at bay, but I could feel it right there, waiting to lift me up like the waves around us and sweep me away the moment I allowed myself to be completely impaled.

“Keep going,” I whispered in his ear, my ragged breathing betraying the lie that I was still giving him a hand job.

“I don’t know how long I was out,” he resumed. “But I started coming to with you moaning in my ear.”

I leaned in and moaned for effect. It wasn’t difficult, whimpering a little with the desperation to have more of him—all of him, if I could.

“Your moaning has made me hard though. I’m still waking up, and as it grows bigger, it’s pressing into your pussy, opening your lips and finding you so wet and ready.”

“Are you saying you were accidentally fucking me?”

“Completely unintentional!” he exhorted. “I had no idea I was inside you until we woke together. Our eyes met in shocked surprise and you reflexively clenched, squeezing my dick.”

“Like this?” I asked, contracting my pelvic wall, pressing down against the delicious hardness inside me.

“Right,” he sighed. “Except not with your hand.”

I smiled. “No, of course not.”

“I was stunned. And mortified. I quickly propped up on my elbows because I was crushing you, and you arched your back causing me to slip even further inside.”

“Oh God,” I moaned in a tiny, strained voice, my eyes shut. “It’s like I can feel you inside me now.” I allowed a bit more of his thick, bulging manhood into my core, deeper than he’d been so far, but still only half of what he had to offer. Now I was all the way down to my left hand, which was still wrapped around the base, the thumb and middle finger just barely meeting around his girth. I now had so much cock inside me that there was no room on his shaft for my second hand, so I let go and used it rub my clitoris instead.

“Scoot,” I whimpered “I think I’m going to come. Please hurry, I want you to fuck me now.”

Ever the gentleman, he assumed I meant the story and not the few remaining inches of cock, so big I still wasn’t completely sure I could fit it all in.

“Right. So I’m just about to pull out—”

“Please, no.”

“—when a swell nearly pitches us over. I grab on tight to the board, forcing myself deeper inside you—”

“But there’s still more, right? I need more cock. I need all of it!” I was almost out of control now. We’d set up a rhythm where I tightened around him with my secret muscles, and then he flexed his cock, the knob bulging, doubling in size and probing tantalizingly deeper as it opened me up. Each time I felt like he would explode, pumping his load into me before I could get him all the way inside, pressed up against the rear wall of my vagina into that special place where jetting cum will sometimes trigger my own cataclysmic ejaculation.

“I have no time to react,” he continued. “The next wave is right on top of us and it’s a choice of either ride it or let it knock us over.”

“I want to ride it,” I rasped in his ear, sliding his shaft out almost to the point of my lips closing over the tip, and then ramming down onto it again and again, my ankles locked behind his backside, driving me powerfully into the fisted hand that was the only thing preventing his complete conquest, and the powerful orgasm that I felt was ready to engulf me. Did he really think this was still my hand, hot, soft and pliant, squeezing and enveloping his cock so completely, causing it to buck and pulse against me? At this point I didn’t really care. The game was secondary, and all I wanted was the perfect moment to release myself and to let him have it all.

“The wave is big, one and a half meters, easy.” He was speaking in choppy sentences now, struggling for breath and trying to finish the story before he came. “I ride us up on top of it, your hard nipples pressing into my chest, and your pussy clamped around my dick in fear and excitement. We can’t drop down the face—we’d be smashed—and now I can see the next beach, it’s close, if I can only work us along the wave, we could get past the rocks and into the safety of the sand.”

“Yes. Take us home,” I breathed, my eyes shut now, imagining myself on top of the wave, crushed helplessly between his body and the surfboard with his thick manhood piercing me, opening me up and threatening to fill me with his seed.

“I tip the board over the lip at the last moment, just as it’s beginning to curl, and we cruise perfectly halfway down the face, side on to the wall of water with the lip now curling over the top, closing us in and threatening to pound our naked bodies into the rocks. We shoot out the barrel, but now we’re going too fast. We’re going to lose the curl and fly off the back where the next one will crash on top of us. I have to wash off speed, so I grip the sides of the board and lean us first into the face, climbing to the top and then away and back down again before we shoot over the top. You lock your legs behind me, holding me tight, but with each turn I slide most of the way out and then back in again with the counter-turn. I’m trying to surf, but you’re arching beneath me, pulling and straining to get me all the way in, to pin you to the board. I want to do it too, but controlling the board is taking everything I’ve got, and I haven’t got much left to give.”

I had buried my face in the hollow between his neck and shoulder, timing my thrusts with the cadence of his story, straining to hold back the tide of my orgasm as each downward stroke opened me up anew, filling me with hot, hard flesh as if for the first time. My ragged exhales began to take on volume, soft squeaks of delight at first, but now becoming louder cries of abandon that I vainly tried to stifle against the hard muscles of his shoulder.

“We’re over the beach now, almost safe, and with the last of my strength I take us up the face one last time. But I’ve lost control. I try to turn us out and we almost make it, but we launch off the lip and take to the air, facing away from the beach at first but coming about as we fly, the nose of the board dipping and angling back down into the face. We fall from two meters above the crest, dropping with a force that would crush you, except we dive straight through the curl and round out on the swell below. The G-forces are too much. I prop my elbows to stop from crushing you, but I can’t control my hips, and as we shoot out in front of the crashing wave, finally gravity wins, and I slide inexorably into you.”

“Thank you,” I cried, finally releasing my left hand and plunging desperately downwards, engulfing four inches, five, six, before my tiny, punished pussy convulsed with spasms again, split mercilessly by his unyielding shaft, my lips stretched tight around the thickest part of his cock.

“Holy Jesus H. mother-fucking Christ,” he cried as my burning, straining, sheath engulfed all but the last of his seven inches of iron. “What the—?”

But I had no time to bring him up to speed. My orgasm was past the point of no return. Held at bay for so long, it was not to be turned back, not this time. My pussy was still contracting, and I was powerless to move, clamped onto his pole with my muscles refusing to let go of their prize. But I didn’t want to let it go, I wanted the rest of it inside me before I was finally swept away, to feel his pubis grinding into mine, to feel his full length probe my innermost depths and push beyond them, just like his girth had already stretched my gaping labia beyond their usual limits.

Through clenched teeth I cried, “Push!” as I arched my back and strained with arms and legs to capture that last, thickest inch of manhood.

He released my waist and closed his hands over my bottom. Powerful muscles bunching in his arms, he obeyed my command, pushing and breaking my crushing hold on his shaft as that final, wonderful inch ploughed into my molten core.

I was coming. Rocking my hips and grinding against him, moving his huge tool around inside me, trying to stretch me and touch me in every direction at once while powerful waves of ecstasy blasted through the pleasure centres of my womanhood.

With three quick, powerful thrusts he pulled out and then rammed his shaft back home. On the last thrust I felt him swell again, his cock bulging massively inside me even though I was full beyond capacity. Cum rushed through his cock, flooding into me, bulging that huge vein on the underside of his dick. The first pump was blocked by the back wall of my pussy, mercilessly crushed against the tip of his erection. I arched back, changing the angle as he pumped again, this time emptying a huge, powerful stream of beautiful cum into the tight confines of my pussy, swirling back around his shaft and spilling through the junction where our pubic bones ground into each other.

With every pump of his powerful cock, another load of spunk emptied into me and another explosion of pleasure rocked my body, now exhausted from the orgasmic release as I slowly began to relax and soften against the hard muscles of his upper body. With his cock still deep inside me and weakly pumping a few final bursts of cum, I raised my head and drew his lips down onto mine, kissing, searching out his tongue and then twining it in mine, nibbling at his lower lip while tears ran from my eyes and I thanked him in incomprehensible, breathless sobs.

He kissed back, murmuring his own gratitude, holding me tight against his body. With one arm around my waist, he ran the other hand through my hair, finally breaking away from my lips and kissing along my jaw, my neck, and finally stopping with my earlobe pressed between his lips.

He held me silently for a few more moments, his cock had finally stopped pumping and I could feel it begin to soften inside me, then he whispered, “And then we rode through the foam all the way to the beach. The end.”

We both broke into laughter. “Hmmm. You need to work on the ending.”

“How long did you…?” he began, not really knowing how to say it. “You know, did you have me—?”

“Pretty much the whole time,” I said, smiling as I reached back to retrieve the bikini bottom tucked into my bra. “It was my hand at first. You couldn’t tell?”

He laughed as we both slipped back in to our bathers. “I did think it was a pretty amazing hand-job.”

With his shorts now sitting comfortably for once, we left the water and went back up the beach. Rupali had put her top back on, rolled over, and smeared Reef Oil all over her front until she glowed. Her sarong covered her eyes, but a smile still curled at the corners of her mouth.

───Ξ───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2014)


4. Teacher’s Pet

(Book 11 of Dorm Room Dares)

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


ꗂ

───Ξ───




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?”

───Ξ───
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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───
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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───
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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───
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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───
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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───


ꗂ

───Ξ───




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.”
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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.

───Ξ───
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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.

───Ξ───
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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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Cock by Proxy

(A Dorm Room Dares Bonus Chapter)

When a futa-fantasy calls,
it’s a case of any cock’ll do.
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Angela awoke to relative silence in the dorm. The only sound she could hear was Spud’s deep breathing beside her—she’d had him sneak into the senior girls’ dorm with the intention of consummating their simmering lust, but all they’d managed was to lie in bed together, half undressed and whispering into the early hours.

They’d fallen asleep together. Did that make him her boyfriend now? She’d finally closed out her fling with the headmaster, and she thought she was ready. But was she? Having Spud in the same room—the same bed!—where she and Rupali had fallen for each other…well, it she was done with secrets. She wasn’t going to start a new relationship with a lie.

She looked over in the filtered moonlight to Rupali’s empty bed. She’d tiptoed out during the night to give them privacy, but things hadn’t gone in the direction Ange had hoped. Maybe if he’d make the first move, she’d be able to stop and tell him she was bi before letting him go on.

Waiting for Spud was a lost cause. If it was his twin brother, Johnno, it wouldn’t be a problem. Johnno was dating Trish, and according to Trish, he wasn’t the kind of guy who needed extra encouragement. The twins had snuck in together, and Angela would bet confidently that Johnno and Trish hadn’t spent the night whispering.

Rupali had probably gone in to join them. It wouldn’t surprise Angela to discover they’d had a kinky threesome—or foursome if Trish’s roommate had joined in.

Angela couldn’t even engineer a twosome.

She needed the bathroom. As she moved to get up, she realised her hand was resting on Spud’s groin. His cock was hard and hot and straining beneath his trunks, which was as undressed as she’d managed to get him. She herself was panty-less beneath her nightie—not that Spud had checked. She flirted with the idea of simply climbing aboard and impaling herself, and a delicious throb coursed through her pussy as if it was in complete agreement with this idea. She resisted the urge. The side of her face felt hot from sleeping on his shoulder and she didn’t want him to wake and see the likely train-wreck of her hair. A quick brush was in order, and she thought that if she was careful then she might sneak out and back without waking him.

Levering herself slowly out of bed, she pulled down her nightie from where it had bunched at her hips and took a moment to touch herself, feeling the silky smoothness of her waxed labia, now hot and engorged from the sweet and sexy dreams she’d had lying in Spud’s arms.

Soon. When she came back in, she’d sit on top of him and kiss him awake. If he didn’t make a move then, she would. Sigh. And then she’d tell him about Rupali.

She crept out the door and was surprised to see Rupali quietly exiting the dorm room opposite. Far from being hot and sweaty from that imaginary threesome, she was still inexplicably immaculate, with none of the eye-puffiness that Ange felt, and with her dark hair wound neatly into a bun.

Angela put a finger to her lips so Rupali wouldn’t wake Spud and beckoned her down to the dorm common room. “Where’s Johnno?” she whispered.

“Gone,” she said. “He and Trish wrestled under the covers for a few minutes and then he left.” She glanced down at their own abandoned room. “You got the good twin, huh? More staying power?”

“We haven’t…” Ange waved a hand. “We just talked. You should’ve stayed, we could’ve given him a double-act.”

Rupali leaned in and gave her a kiss. “I’m game. Night’s still young.”

Angela laughed off the offer. Jesus, what was wrong with her? She’d just offered up her almost-boyfriend for a threesome.

And yet…

That barrier she’d let build up between them seemed unbreakable. Yes, they’d fucked once, weeks ago, but they’d both known it was casual. This time it was for real, relationship-real, and they both knew whoever took the next step would be leading both towards some kind of commitment. Spud wouldn’t, and Ange couldn’t, not before she’d made her confession. But Rupali, though. Rupali was Switzerland, neutral, unaffected by any boy-girl hang-ups. She could…what would be the best way to describe it? Broker a merger?

“You look like you just had an idea?” Rupali said, grinning, her intuition perhaps a step or two ahead of Ange’s.

Ange stepped into her arms and held her. “I think I just worked out a solution to my problem.”

“Good. Now, can you grow a dick? Then you’d be able to help me with mine.”

“You’re gross.”

Still, the thought of Rupali’s pussy, fresh and tight and sweet, was sending little tingles of excitement through her groin. Not for the first time, she wished she did have a cock of her own, imagining how it would feel to nuzzle it up to Rupali’s moist, pink entrance and push slowly inside. How magical would it be, gliding effortlessly into that silken heaven, feeling it close tightly over her shaft, pushing deeper until the tip of her imaginary cock touched the innermost core of Rupali’s womanhood.

Angela shook off the mental image. “Hypothetically,” she said, giving Rupali a scheming side-long look. “What if I could grow a dick?”

“Hypothetically?”

Angela nodded.

“I’d never let you out of the bedroom.”

“What if I could only borrow one? Temporarily.”

Rupali opened her mouth to respond, and it hung there as she suddenly realised what Angela was offering. “You want to fuck me with Spud’s dick? I thought you wanted it all to yourself.”

“I do, but it hasn’t worked so far. I need an ice-breaker.”

“I’m more of an ice-melter,” Rupali said, posing and wiggling her hips.

“That’ll do. Come with me.”

“Wait, what? Now? In the dorm?”

“It’s our room,” Angela said. “How is that different to any other time we’ve done it?”

“Well there’s a guy in there, for starters.”

Angela waved off her demurral. “Nah, he’s asleep,” she joked. “He won’t even know it’s happening.”

Rupali shrugged. “Well, if you don’t think he’ll mind…”

Angela turned, eyes wide and staring at her. A moment too late she realised her friend had been joking as well.

“Oh, you kinky minx!” Rupali hissed quietly. “I wasn’t serious.”

“I know, but…” Angela was torn between backpedalling and charging forward on this exciting new tack. “But what guy wouldn’t want to wake up like that, right?” The more she considered it, the more it appealed to her. “Let’s go.”

“Ange? Angela?” Rupali had to chase her down the hall back to their bedroom.

Angela slipped inside with Rupali following. Spud was still asleep, uncovered, his erection straining in the confines of his trunks. This was too good an idea not to explore. Using his sleeping cock to fuck Rupali was even more like having one of her own. It had a wicked appeal that stirred the nerve endings in her nipples and made them harden.

Rupali had come around fast. She was staring at the bulge in Spud’s shorts with a hungry look that bordered on greed. Excitement bubbled in her eyes as the idea percolated.

“Yes?” Angela whispered.

“We’re both going to hell, but yes.” Rupali pointed to Spud’s trunks, her eyes lingering longer than was strictly necessary. “How do we get him out of those?”

Angela gave her a mischievous smile. “You have scissors in your sewing kit, don’t you?”

Rupali’s eyes flashed with excitement. She rustled quietly beneath her bed, emerging with a dangerous-looking set of dressmaker’s shears. “You’d better do it,” she said, handing them over with a chuckle. “I don’t want to find out what happens if he wakes up and sees me holding them near his man-bits.”

“Chicken,” Angela muttered, taking the shears and turning back to Spud’s sleeping form. Kneeling beside the bed, she moved her face close to his, listening to his deep breathing. She reached down with one hand, gently stroking his hard shaft through the shorts to see whether it would wake him.

Rupali knelt beside her and softly cupped his balls, running her fingertips around the smooth Lycra to the base of his cock, tracing the hard contours up to where Angela’s hand was gently stroking.

Spud moaned in his sleep and took a shuddering breath, muttering something incomprehensible.

“Shhh,” Angela whispered in his ear. “It’s just a dream. Just a lovely dream.”

Spud settled again even though both girls continued stroking his cock. Angela looked at Rupali beside her, who raised one eyebrow as if to say, “Well, what are you waiting for?”

What indeed? Ange shuffled down closer to Spud’s shorts and, keeping her left palm on his cock so he wouldn’t feel a lot of transient contact, she plucked at the Lycra beside his balls and pulled it a safe distance from his skin. With tiny, careful snips, she made a slit straight across the base of his cock, keeping the hole small, just enough for her to release it whilst retaining the smooth structural integrity of the trunks.

Rather than cutting up to the waistband, she snipped an arc down around his balls and then back up to meet the other side of the crossways slit. The result was a mid-sized, smiley-shaped hole centred over the base of his dick.

Handing off the scissors to Ruapli and working with both hands, she reached inside and guided the hole over the tip of his cock, sliding it down the length of his shaft and finally stretching it around the balls. The final effect, with the tight, black fabric hugging his cock and balls, made them look strangely detached, disembodied even, floating atop the outside of his trunks.

Rupali reached out to stroke him, and Angela swatted her away. “Not yet,” she whispered. “You’ll get your chance.”

Standing up, Ange wriggled her nightie up her hips to expose her freshly waxed pussy. Working with infinite care, she climbed on top and straddled Spud’s stomach backwards, then slowly moved down to where the base of his dick nestled into her silky cleft.

Oh my. It had been too long for her between cocks. The tiniest movements ground him wetly against her sensitive clit, making her gasp. It took all her willpower not to just feed him straight into her weeping hole.

Rupali looked rapt, unable to tear her eyes away. Spud’s cock, hard and erect, standing straight up from between Ange’s split pussy lips, gave the almost perfect futa-illusion of having her very own cock and balls.

Angela closed her hand around the base and stroked upwards, pulling the skin like silk sheets over hard steel. It grazed the surface of her clit, giving her a shuddering and envious sense of what it might be like to have a dick of her own to wank.

God, guys are so lucky.

Rupali was sitting back on her heels, staring slack-jawed at Angela’s new dick.

“Join me?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” Rupali rasped, quickly dropping her nightie off her shoulders, exposing her full, firm breasts and the pink folds of her hairless pussy lips.

Angela wanted there to be nothing between them, and so she undressed too, peeling her nightie up over her head.

Rupali climbed carefully onto the bed and straddled Spud’s knees, wriggling closer to Angela and kissing the underside of Spud’s cock with her open pussy lips. She arranged her legs and nestled in opposite, pressing her wet sex against his shaft and opening herself up until, between the two of them, they’d enclosed him in a clinging, wet circle of supple cunt flesh.

Leaning forward, Angela brushed her hard nipples against Rupali’s, tracing little circles, teasing her even as she teased herself. Unable to sustain the titillating contact any longer, she closed her arms around Rupali’s waist and pulled her into a desperate kiss, crushing their breasts together with nervous flutters of excitement as their flat stomachs made contact around the hard shaft trapped between them.

Stopping before she lost control, Angela pulled back to drink in Rupali’s naked beauty, the sensuous curves of her narrow waist and full breasts, her flawless, coffee-cream skin, red lips and flashing brown eyes. She unpinned and released Rupali’s long black hair from the bun, allowing it to fall in shimmering cascades around her shoulders and frame her perfect breasts. Heart pounding, she leaned forward again—slowly this time—and kissed her, feeling those electric sparks fly again as their breasts touched.

Rupali kissed back, seeking out her tongue. Her hands stole around Angela’s waist and pulled her closer. Holding on tight, she rose up on her knees, bringing Angela with her and sliding Spud’s cock through the twin embrace of their pussy lips.

Reaching the top, Angela felt the ridge of his knob graze over her clit and stopped, changing direction to slide back down before they lost contact. They rose and fell like this in a synchronized dance, never losing contact with the hard shaft that dictated their range of movement.

On the next upstroke, when Rupali stopped, Angela rose a little higher, and the natural curve to Spud’s shaft brought the tip to her soaking entrance. Her cunt opened greedily and, with a small movement of her hips, she seated him firmly in her opening.

“Oh, you did not just do that!” Rupali breathed, breaking their kiss.

Ange rocked her hips, working a few inches into her tight love canal. “You’re just jealous you didn’t think of it.”

“I did think of it,” Rupali protested in a whisper, “but it bends the wrong way. I couldn’t get onto it.”

“In a minute, I promise,” Angela breathed, biting her lower lip as she felt the wonderful heat of cock flesh inside her again. Still holding Rupali, she lowered herself all the way down, feeling Spud touch down on the innermost depths of her womanhood. She pumped her hips slowly, relishing Rupali’s breath in her ear and the texture and contours as Spud’s shaft gliding through her parted opening.

“Half time,” Rupali whispered urgently. “Change sides.”

Rising up again, Angela carefully pushed out her hips to keep Spud from slipping between her legs and then lowered back down, goose bumps popping up all over her body as his cock, slick now with her juices, glided over her clit. She sat back down on his pelvis with his bulging manhood held steady in her glistening slit, and then moving forward, she slowly lowered the angle of his cock and pointed it towards the smooth, hairless perfection of Rupali’s cunt.

Rupali rose to mount it. The small pink folds of her entrance were open, wet and ready, and they slotted softly over the head, making Angela shiver with longing to have a cock of her own that she might plunge into that silken heaven.

In one slow, fluid movement, Rupali lowered herself onto it, issuing a muffled cry into Angela’s shoulder as Spud’s curved length touched down on her G-Spot.

“Oh God, I think I’m coming already,” she husked in Angela’s ear.

“Back off an inch,” Ange whispered, lifting her at the waist. “Feels good, huh? Jealous?”

Rupali began again with slow, probing strokes, rocking from the hips and thrusting at the end, touching that secret place deep in her core. With each thrust, her smooth pussy lips brushed Angela’s and ground Spud’s shaft against her clit, causing both girls to release muted cries of pleasure into each other’s ear. Pressing their bodies together, Rupali’s movements became rougher and faster, and Angela felt the approach of an unexpected orgasm brought on at least as much by the thought of Rupali’s impending climax as the cock grinding her clit.

She was hardly surprised when she felt Spud’s arms close around her as he took hold of Rupali’s hips and thrust beneath her, driving harder into her tight opening.

Knowing he was now awake, Rupali lost any reserve she may have been applying and cried out, “Oh God. Yes. Harder! Oh my God, I’m… I’M COMING! Hold me.” She leaned back in Spud’s grasp, arching and pushing her breasts upwards as her hips bucked and writhed in the throes of a powerful orgasm.

Feeling a new wetness and warmth, Angela looked down and saw pearly gobs of cum squirting from Rupali’s pussy and coating her own smooth lips. The sound of Rupali climaxing so unselfconsciously, and the sensation of creamy spunk flooding from her and coating Angela’s slit, it was all too much for Angela’s senses. Grinding her clit into the base of Spud’s shaft, she sailed over the crest of her own climax and let herself go, coming magically with her futa-cock buried in her girlfriend’s cunt. Gentle and sweet, the orgasm filled her body with a hot glow and made every nerve ending sing. Her hips thrusting, she pressed and ground into Rupali, into Spud, spreading his cum and coating her own slit until the three-way junction of their sex was a big, gooey mess.

When everyone’s orgasm had subsided, Angela and Rupali kissed, and they rose up to release Spud’s cock. Angela reached one hand around to hold Rupali’s bottom while cupping a breast with the other.

“Ange?” It was Spud.

Angela broke the kiss, still dreamily touching noses with Rupali. “Mm-hmm?”

“When you told me things with you were complex—”

“I didn’t mean this.”

“Oh. So you’re still not—”

“I’m ready,” Angela blurted, twisting and falling off his lap onto the bed beside him. “I’m ready. Ask me.”

Spud looked desperately from her to the naked Rupali, still straddling him with his softened cock nestled between her cunt lips. His eyes drifted back to Ange, almost reluctantly. “Do you…want to go out with me? You know, exclusively?”

Uh-oh. “Exclusively?”

“Um, yeah. I mean…” Spud coughed and stumbled. “Unless you two are already…”

Angela snuggled in close. “Didn’t you think this was fun?”

Spud connected again with Rupali’s eyes. “I don’t know what the right answer is.”

“Sorry, that wasn’t fair.” Ange stroked his chest. “I can’t do exclusive.”

“Oh.”

“But I can do guy-exclusive.”

“Does that mean—?”

“It means sometimes I’ll be with another girl.”

“Oh.” He sounded curious, neither disappointed nor excited.

“And sometimes, we both will.”

His tone rose. “Oh?”

“Is that okay? Angela asked. “With both of you?”

Rupali lay down with them, crushing Angela in between them in the small bed. “I don’t know about you, Spud, but I’m looking forward to it.”

“I think…” Spud cleared his throat again. “I think those terms are acceptable.”

Angela laughed, and Rupali giggled along with her. “And if Trish and Johnno want to join in?”

“No homo?”

“No homo. You can pretend he’s not there.”

It was Spud’s turn to laugh. “I’ll see what I can arrange.”

Angela cuddled into his side. “That’s my man.” She turned her head to kiss Rupali. “See? I told you it’d be simple.”

Rupali sighed. “Sure you did.”

It would be. Angela had her first proper boyfriend. And with her best girl and her best guy in her bed, life was going to be simply amazing.

───Ξ───
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“Can we dispense with the blindfold now, gentlemen?” Djvonic asked.

No response. He wasn’t completely sure these guys even spoke English. One of them had said, ‘Put this on’ about an hour ago, thrusting the blindfold against Djvonic’s chest, but that might have been a learned phrase. Since then he’d been bundled into a van and driven through endless Sydney back streets, finally pulling into what felt and sounded like an underground car park. To the best of his reckoning, he was now in a lift that was most curiously going down, rather than up. Secret underground lair? Who did this asshole Lazarus think he was? Fucking Blofeld or something? Resolution: if Djvonic saw a white Persian cat, he was outta there.

“Congratulations,” Djvonic sighed, “your secret lair is still a secret. We’re about a fucking mile underground, but otherwise I have no idea, so can we put a lid on the 1980s cloak and dagger bullshit?”

“Shut up.”

That sounded like the same voice as Mr Put-This-On, or as Djvonic had come to think of him: The Man with No Neck.

“Don’t make me kill you,” the guy finished. Must be feeling chatty.

He felt the elevator slowing and then glide to a stop. He was led down a corridor—long and empty by the hollow sound of their footsteps—and then one of them gripped him above the elbow, swinging him through a door and into a room.

“Wait,” Neckless-the-Second grunted. Then they both left and shut the door behind them.

Djvonic heard the lock engage after the door closed. He sensed he was on his own and pulled the blindfold off.

“Thanks for the lift,” he called. “Can I have your card? I like a driver who appreciates the old-fashioned values like indifference and B.O.” No response, just fading footsteps. Probably just as well—he could maybe take Neckless on his own, but not his less loquacious friend as well.

Was all this supposed to intimidate him? The blindfold, the goons driving him in circles, the secret location? It seemed more contrived to Djvonic than intimidating. Did Lazarus have any idea who he was dealing with? Surely he’d done his homework. He’d know that men had died for much less than the disrespect he was being shown.

And if Lazarus didn’t live up to the rumours Djvonic had heard, then dead was exactly how he would finish up. Oh, but if those rumours were true? Well then, high-end prostitution was about to take a very exciting upward turn, my friends, and I’ll control it all. For that, he figured he could tolerate a couple of disrespectful goons.

Djvonic looked around the room. It was some kind of post-modern waiting room, decorated in neutral tones with a few chairs and side-tables. There were artless geometric prints on all walls except one, where there was a huge, opaque glass panel. Two-way mirror? Probably not—the room wasn’t brightly lit and besides, the screen was opaque, not mirrored. More likely, it was that fancy privacy glass that turned clear at the flick of a switch. But when it did clear, who would be looking at whom?

He checked the door (locked) and quickly scanned for security cameras without finding one. Didn’t mean there weren’t any though—damn things were just too small and easy to camouflage these days. Safer to assume that eyes were always watching. Djvonic sat and checked his phone. No service, no GPS. Quelle surprise!

He waited. Lazarus had better be a fucking magician.

──────

“Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Has anyone offered you a drink?”

A young man swept into the room, early twenties or thereabouts, tall and good looking with a shock of undercut black hair that was so bedraggled it must have been styled that way. The tailored t-shirt and slim jeans completed the picture—hipster. Great, Lazarus was employing his fucking nephew as an office boy. The fifteen-minute wait had done nothing to improve Djvonic’s humour, and this kid was not helping matters.

Man, he hated hipsters. Fucking quinoa-munching, pot-smoking, organic gardening socialists who choke up the inner suburbs, sitting outside their fucking macrobiotic cafes in fucking Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses, sipping fucking fair-play single-origin lattes through million-dollar orthodontic smiles their Boomer parents gave up their retirement to fund. His daughter Mandy had just finished high school; God forbid she turned into another fucking hipster.

“Please tell me I didn’t go through all this to meet Lazarus’s fucking cock-polisher,” Djvonic said flatly. “Turn around and go get your boss, son. There’s a good boy.”

“I beg your pardon, Sir,” the smile slid off the hipster’s face as he turned back to the door. “I’ll be just a moment.”

He disappeared through the door as quickly as he’d arrived, but then a second later it opened again with the hipster back, his white smile beaming all the more brilliantly.

“Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Allow me to introduce myself, I am Lazarus, CEO and founder of Heaven Can Wait.” The hipster was holding out his hand in greeting, but Djvonic hadn’t taken it yet. He wanted to bitch-slap the precocious little prick, but an alarm bell from his subconscious—the intuition which had saved his life in a dozen bad deals as a teenager and countless turf wars as an adult—warned him to hold back.

“Lazarus,” he said, inclining his head and raising one eyebrow sceptically. “Really?” He thought that showed the right amount of incredulity at meeting a twenty-two-year-old underworld boss without being overly rude…just in case.

“Shake my hand, you fat cunt,” the hipster said mildly, his smile still gleaming. “Or I’ll strangle your daughter’s cat.”

Figure of speech? Or did he know Mandy had a cat? If this kid wasn’t Lazarus then he had brass balls the size of grapefruits. But if he was, then he’d just gotten even for Djvonic’s ‘There’s a good boy’ quip a moment ago.

Playing it safe, Djvonic shook his hand. Neither of them tried any me-on-top mind fuck or macho bone-crusher bullshit, which was a positive step considering how this meeting had started out.

The hipster beamed. “Marvellous!”, he said, his eyes dancing with a psychotic light that made Djvonic nervous. “I think we’re going to be fine friends, don’t you?”

“Do you know who I am?” Djvonic asked in a low voice. He wanted the other guy to keep talking while he worked out who was in charge here.

“I believe I do, Mr Djvonic,” he grinned. “That’s the third time I’ve addressed you and we’ve even shaken hands. I would say we’re well met, wouldn’t you?”

Fucking smart-arse hipsters. Djvonic opened his mouth to speak, but the kid butted in.

“Andrej Djvonic, 53, born in Balmain, Sydney to Serbian migrants Mladen and Petra. Grew up in the inner suburbs dealing heroin on street corners but never established a gang affiliation. Six months in juvie when you were seventeen, but no adult criminal record. Your post-juvie career in pimping around Kings Cross hit a snag immediately when New South Wales legalised prostitution in 1979, but you moved to Melbourne and peddled whores in St Kilda for another six years before they too decriminalised the industry. You used your bankroll to move back to Sydney and bought into a legal brothel in Paddington, which you stuck with long enough to collect and train four of Sydney’s most beautiful and exotic young whores, whereby you cashed out and started Australia’s most prestigious high-end escort agency.

“Much to your parents’ disgust, you married a Croatian, Allessandra, in 1995 and fathered Magdalena the following year. You’re still engaged in mostly-legal prostitution and mostly-illegal human trafficking, and you spend three months of each year in Eastern Europe or South America looking for beautiful but disadvantaged young women whom you teach English, manners and fucking, in no particular order before putting them to work in your agencies.”

Djvonic remained impassive through this, trying to hide his surprise so as not to give this cum-splat the pleasure of seeing him rattled.

“And what about me, Mr Djvonic?” the kid calling himself Lazarus asked. “Surely you too have done your homework?”

“Well Mr Lazarus, if that’s who you are,” Djvonic began, choosing his words carefully to mitigate his great lack of useful information. “With apologies to Winston Churchill, you are a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma. Beyond eight years ago, there’s no trace of you, but since then you’ve cropped up in identity theft and long cons. In the last year or two, rumours began doing the rounds on the subject of mind-control and personality imprinting.” Djvonic was watching Lazarus for any signs that he was right or wrong, but the younger man was giving away no clues.

“Which,” he went on, “brings us to our current problem, Mr Lazarus.”

“Just Lazarus, please,” he said, his smile so broad Djvonic wanted to punch it.

“Which brings us to our current problem, Lazarus,” he repeated. “If my intel’ is right—and for what I paid, it’d better be—then I’d guess you were about fourteen years old when you came to prominence as a criminal overlord in Sydney, which I reckon you’d agree, warrants some kind of explanation.”

“Oh, Mr Djvonic, I assure you your research is indeed correct, although it is lacking in my less recent history.” Lazarus guided his guest to a chair and took the one opposite for himself. “I got my start in identity theft around the same time you got yours in prostitution, although back then, I was mostly reselling stolen credit cards and passports. Notwithstanding my current youthful good looks, it’s true that we are in fact the same age.”

“What if I told you I find that difficult to believe?” Djvonic replied casually. His subconscious alarm was still pinging; despite his words, he was half way to believing this man was Lazarus. Worse, he was also half way to believing the impossible story he was being told.

Lazarus shrugged. “And yet it’s completely true,” he said, his hands extended in a what-can-you-do gesture. “My most recent breakthroughs, to which you’ve already alluded, can be applied to solve problems we previously thought intractable. Like ageing, for instance.”

“So how old are you?”

“As I said, the same age as you, fifty-three,” Lazarus replied indulgently. “Give me a hard one, Mr Djvonic.”

“Who was Prime Minister when you were a kid?” Djvonic shot back. He watched the younger-looking man’s eyes, searching for those tell-tale signs of deceit.

“I was too young to remember Menzies, though he was much discussed,” Lazarus said. “But I vividly remember Harold Holt drowning and McEwen taking office. Anything else?”

“Where were you for the moon landing?” Djvonic asked, and then, realising that one was too easy, he added, “and what time of day was it?”

“It was a school day,” Lazarus sighed. “I was in Grade 2 and Miss O’Connell left the television on for most of the morning. Armstrong and Aldrin came down the ladder around lunchtime, Sydney time. I remember because I had a crushed up ball of waxed paper from my sandwiches in my fist while I watched.” Lazarus sat back and crossed his legs. “How am I going, Mr Djvonic? Convinced?”

Some famous recollections from the 1960s wouldn’t be too hard to fake, but why bother? What would be the point? More than anything, that convinced Djvonic that Lazarus was telling the truth. Or at least some version of the truth. Could he really have reversed the aging process? And if so, why wouldn’t he sell the technology legitimately?

“Convinced?” Djvonic said. “Maybe. I’ll decide when I see what else you’ve got. I’ve heard whispers, but they’re about as easy to believe as your age.”

“What can’t I do, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat forward, his eyes twinkling with mad light again. “That is the better question. What can’t I do? You’re a man who deals in fantasies, are you not? How is the market for them at the moment?”

This was a subtle turn in the conversation, and it wasn’t lost on Djvonic. The introductions were over and now it was time to talk business.

“A man who deals in fantasies,” he mused, warming slightly to the other man’s charisma. “A strange choice of words. Most people would say I traded in women or sex, but I like your description better. The bottom tier of my trade sells sex—nothing more than wet holes to be plugged for a reasonable price. Next up is kinks and fetishes, usually women who are prepared to suffer pain and humiliation—or maybe inflict it,” he quickly interjected, “to earn an extra quid.”

“Neither of which are in direct competition with your business, correct?”

“Don’t get me wrong,” Djvonic said, waving an instructive finger, “there is a good market for masochism, but too often either the girls come back fucked-up or the client is pissed because they couldn’t fuck them up enough, both of which spoil the chance of repeat business, which in my book is bad business.”

“So you deal in fantasies,” Lazarus stated. “Exotic fantasies.”

“Exactly. Beautiful, exotic, intelligent women,” he said, checking off the points on his fingers. “Yours for no less than the full night, but more often for the weekend or the length of a holiday. The girls love those ones. ‘Companions’, is the term we prefer. Not just willing sexual partners—our companions are for wealthy men who’ve had their fill of dumb blondes and gold diggers.”

Lazarus smiled. “I sense a ‘but’.” He leaned forward with his fingers steepled beneath his chin.

“But it’s changing,” Djvonic replied resignedly. “Fantasies aren’t what they used to be. Fucking liberalism and internet porn has made everyone a fucking expert. Johns are exacting in how a woman should look and act and fuck. I said ‘Repeat Business’ earlier—we make a decent dollar off individual transactions, but our customer base is narrow, so repeat business is crucial. We can’t have these guys walking off soft, but they’re so bloody hard to please, there’s fuck-all we can do about it.”

“Exactly!” Djvonic’s problems seemed to please Lazarus greatly. “Your clients have very specific fantasies in mind—very real fantasies, if you like—and they’re becoming increasingly difficult to fulfil.”

“Real fantasies,” Djvonic nodded, pointing at the other man in agreement. “You don’t know how true that is. At least half of our Johns give us photos, videos, and even fucking names and addresses, for fuck’s sake, of their doctor or gym instructor or barista—women they know and fantasise about but can’t have. And we try to supply a surrogate, someone who looks, sounds, and behaves like what they want.”

“And you’re here because you see this shift as an opportunity.” Lazarus actually rubbed his hands together in delight. “Tailored fantasies, a way to differentiate yourself from the competition.”

Djvonic eyed him carefully. “So you can do something like this?” he asked slowly, beginning to get excited.

“Tell me,” Lazarus continued, ignoring the question, “what’s your tailored fantasy?” He rested his chin on his fist and studied Djvonic, awaiting his reply.

“I’ve been in this game too long,” Djvonic said. “I don’t do fantasies. I learned a long time ago that they’re better kept than fulfilled.”

Lazarus smiled. “Very wise. But not indulging them is very different to not having them. Come on”—he nodded conspiratorially—“just between you and me, two men talking. We all have a fantasy. Mine for instance is a young woman I see occasionally in the park. She knits, very nearly a lost art these days, don’t you think? In my fantasy, she’s riding me cowgirl, knitting and whispering the pattern to herself while she slowly brings herself to orgasm.”

Djvonic could see the attraction. The juxtaposition of fucking and something prim and wholesome like knitting was a staple of his industry. His own fantasy fed the same kink, in a way. “My daughter’s old maths teacher,” he said, waving one hand dismissively. “Young, slim, and hot, but the way she dresses and carries herself make it seem as though she doesn’t know it. I imagine bending her across her own desk and boning her while she’s teaching.”

“And there you go.” Lazarus gestured expansively with both hands. “We all have them, but we rarely get to indulge them.” Then he locked eyes with Djvonic, and his face took on an expression of fierce intensity. “What if I told you that you could have your daughter’s teacher? Not in front of her class perhaps, but in privacy, at a time and place of your choosing.”

“A look-alike, then?” Djvonic asked, but the rapid pumping of his heart belied the false innocence of that question. This was what he’d come for. What is this man really capable of?

“Not a look-alike,” Lazarus said through a knowing smile. “The actual woman herself. Perhaps not behaviourally so—after all, your Maths teacher may not be the type to bend over her desk and be fucked by a man twice her age, so obviously there needs to be some personality adjustment.”

“Mind control!” Djvonic whispered, eyes wide with awe.

“Of a form, Mr Djvonic. Of a form.” Lazarus waited for these revelations to sink in.

“But the fall-out …” he mused, mostly to himself. “Even if the women themselves don’t notice the change, their friends and family will.”

“The process is completely reversible,” Lazarus offered. “Zero consequences. Or as close to zero as makes no difference.”

“And you can do this now? Today?” As hard as it was, this was something Djvonic desperately wanted to believe. The possibilities…boundless! What might billionaires pay for the right woman who was otherwise unavailable?

“That’s why I brought you here,” Lazarus explained. “I have the technology and you have the network. Prostitution is merely scraping the surface of my capability, Mr Djvonic. Once we’ve demonstrated the potential to your clients, I expect to sell them much more fantastical and lucrative services, but sex is the gateway. Have I piqued your interest?”

“Am I interested?” Djvonic rocked his head to the side. “Yes. Convinced? Not yet. You can sing in tune, Lazarus, but I need to see you dance.”

“What florid imagery, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus said, clapping his hands and laughing. “I was expecting just such a challenge, so I prepared a demonstration for you.” He stood and approached the glass wall, beckoning Djvonic to follow. He tapped on it three times and a moment later, it turned clear, confirming Djvonic’s earlier guess that it was electronic privacy glass. There was a fetching, middle-aged woman on the other side wearing a white lab coat, her finger still on the switch that cleared the window.

Djvonic scanned the rest of what looked like a medical treatment room. It was mostly bare apart from a trio of huge devices that looked like MRIs he’d seen on television, cavernous cylinders with a hole in the middle and a bed that slides in and out. The three machines were coloured green, white, and red respectively, and each was occupied by a motionless woman, their heads inside the machines and not visible from Djvonic’s vantage point behind the glass.

There seemed to be some kind of colour coding; the woman in the green machine wore a green hospital johnny, and similarly the one in the red machine was dressed in red. Although they had a healthy flesh colour, they wore toe-tags, and Djvonic wondered whether they might be dead.

The woman in the middle, the one in the white machine, was the exception; she wore a pair of stylish pink heels and a pretty sundress. Even without seeing her face, Djvonic could tell that she was young and beautiful. Smooth, shapely legs. Full, firm breasts. And with her dress moulding to every luscious curve, the Y-shaped crease at the junction of her thighs formed a target that drew the eye and revved his ageing libido. Considering the conversation he’d just been having, Djvonic couldn’t help wondering who this young beauty was and what Lazarus had in store for her.

“Crank it up, Ailsa,” Lazarus said, making a spinning gesture with his fist to the woman in the lab coat.

Djvonic doubted she could hear them, but she nodded her assent and picked up a computer tablet from the bench beside the window.

Djvonic watched her navigate a series of screens that presumably controlled the machines. “What’s she doing?”

“Shhh.” Lazarus held up a hand. “Just watch. It won’t take long.”

The machines hummed to life with a low, cyclic beat. The woman, Ailsa, had her back to the window and Djvonic was able to watch what was happening on her screen. It showed a graphic of a human brain, and as the machines worked, small areas on the image illuminated like a heat-map before moving on to a new location. A progress indicator at the bottom slowly filled, but then when it reached 100%, the screen momentarily cleared and then started again from scratch. Djvonic had been holding his breath and released it with a shaky wheeze when he realised the process was still going. He was so keyed up. What the fuck was about to happen?

The progress bar slowly filled again with the brain map firing light-bursts like a satellite stop-motion video of a thunderstorm.

“Let’s go take a look-see, shall we?” Lazarus said cheerfully, clapping Djvonic on the upper arm and moving towards the door.

Djvonic’s heart was racing. He wanted to think it was because of the enormity of this business proposition (mind control, fucking mind control!) but it was more than that; he could feel his cock hardening uncomfortably, and he couldn’t stop thinking about what might happen to the gorgeous young woman in the middle machine. What would she be made to do?

Lazarus led him to the adjacent room and held the door open, allowing Djvonic to enter first. The red and green robed women were still lying motionless in their machines, but the girl in the middle was sitting up, awake. The technician Ailsa was examining her pupils with an ophthalmoscope, blocking most of his view and only heightening the tension. All Djvonic could see was a corona of stunning, ice-blonde hair, the tips of her breasts beneath tight bodice of her sun-dress, and her smooth, flawless legs, which looked trim and round, even with her seated weight resting on them. Good God, he was with beautiful women every day and he’d fucked more of them than he could remember, but the thought of this nubile young thing—giving her body in a way that would be utterly out of character—had him harder than he could remember being in the last ten years.

“I think you’re good to go, honey,” Ailsa said, stepping away from the blonde and putting away the ophthalmoscope.

“Gabi?” Djvonic blurted, stunned almost beyond rational response to see his daughter’s closest friend in this underground criminal lair. Gabi and Mandy had been inseparable since kindergarten, and when she’d lost her own father at eight, Djvonic had become a kind of surrogate parent—a father figure. He sometimes thought the girl spent more time in his house than her own. “What the blue fuck is going on?” he cried, turning angrily on Lazarus.

“Andrej?” the blonde girl asked, sounding just as confused as Djvonic. Then more excitedly, “Andrej!” She jumped off the bed and ran to him, barrelling into him as she had done as a child, rocking him back on his heels. She threw her arms around his broad chest and hugged him fiercely, her breasts swelling lusciously out the top of her dress as she pressed them into his body.

Djvonic was doubly taken aback. Although she’d been a very tactile and expressive child, she hadn’t hugged him so heedlessly, pressing the full length of her slim, young body into his, since she begun to mature several years ago. Djvonic realised with mounting horror that the sweet softness bearing down on his hard cock was the delicate mound of her vulva.

“Andrej, I didn’t expect to see you here,” Gabi said, kissing his cheek. “Oh my!” she smiled at him, leaning her chest back but pressing her pussy more firmly into his cock. “Is this for me?” Locking her eyes on his, she slowly ground her hips and opened herself up against his manhood. “It is for me, isn’t it?” she cooed softly.

“Gabi, no!” Djvonic croaked, trying to prise the girl’s supple, young body away. As beautiful as she was, he thought of her in the same terms as his own daughter.

“Gabi, yes,” Lazarus said calmly as he lightly pressed a scalpel to Djvonic’s jugular. “Please don’t move, Mr Djvonic. I wouldn’t like your blood to stain Gabriela’s pretty dress.”

“What the fuck is your game, asshole?” Djvonic said through gritted teeth, conscious of the fact that even talking could cause the deadly scalpel to cut him.

“A demonstration, my friend,” Lazarus answered mildly, that psychotic light dancing in his eyes once again. “One you won’t soon forget.” Then to Gabi, “Go ahead, dear. Don’t let me interrupt you.”

“Oh, Daddy,” she breathed. “Can I call you Daddy? You’re so hard.” She moved her hand to touch him through his trousers, his manhood straining and twitching beneath her delicate fingers. “Can I see it?”

“Gabi, no,” Djvonic groaned miserably.

“I beg your pardon?” Lazarus murmured menacingly into his ear, placing another ounce of pressure on the scalpel at his neck.

“It’s reversible?” he whispered back.

“Completely,” Lazarus confirmed. “Won’t remember a thing.”

Djvonic contemplated resistance for a moment and then rejected it. Revenge was best served cold.

“Yes, honey,” he sighed sadly to the girl. “Go ahead.”

Gabi made an inarticulate squeal of girlish excitement. “Thank you, Daddy,” she breathed, and then she touched her soft lips to his and kissed him slowly, pulling away with a sigh. “I want to remember this forever.”

With a huge smile, she began to unbuckle his belt. Working slowly with sleek, manicured fingers, she popped the button and unzipped him, and then knelt and lowered his trousers to his ankles, the long, thick bulge of his erection straining beneath his underpants just an inch in front of her face. Gabi parted her lips and touched them to the cotton stretched over his cock, brushing them tantalisingly up and down his length while she gazed up into his eyes. Smiling mischievously, her tongue darted out to touch him, leaving a wet patch on the fabric.

Bringing one hand up between his legs, Gabi used her long fingernails to tickle his balls, and it occurred to Djvonic’s incredulous mind that these were exactly the sort of slow, teasing, erotic techniques that he made his escorts learn to prolong and heighten the experience for their clients. She licked him again and then closed her lips sideways over his shaft, taking his cock between her jaws like a dog with a bone. First, she blew hot breath through the thin cotton of his underpants, and then moistening it with her saliva, she sucked wetly on the side, her lips moulding to the hard contours of his cock.

“Mmmm,” she groaned, looking up into Djvonic’s eyes once again as she tucked her fingers beneath the waistband and pulled his underpants slowly down over his hips. Despite the terror of the situation, Djvonic was rock hard. His cockhead became caught in the elastic and was pulled downwards with his underwear, then finally it sprang free, grazing the downy softness of Gabi’s cheek. “Oh, Daddy, it’s so beautiful,” she marvelled, nuzzling its bulging veins with her nose and lips, allowing his cock-head to swing aimlessly, leaving stringy trails of clear pre-cum over her beautiful face.

“It’s so hard,” she panted, her voice edged with excitement. “I love it.” Stroking his balls again with her fingertips, she slowly kissed his cock all over, her soft lips smacking with delight as she moaned and touched her wet tongue to the throbbing, blue veins. Closing her fingers around the girth, she held him still, placing tiny, loving kisses all around the crown before touching the eye to her lips. And with maddeningly slow strokes, she painted them to a pink glossy shine with his pre-cum.

Even in his mounting horror at the inevitable outcome of this display, Djvonic had never been more aroused. Looking down at the vision before him, his eighteen-year-old daughter’s best friend, her soft and shining lips slightly parted and gently kissing his cock while she held the base in her tiny fist; he had to admit it was the single most erotic thing he’d witnessed in his long career with sex workers. At this moment he wanted nothing more than to feel her soft, young body envelop him and to fill her with cum.

“Tell me what to do, Daddy,” she breathed in the little-girl voice she used at his house to seek favours. “Tell me what you want.”

“Gabi, don’t,” he groaned. “You can’t.”

“Tell her, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus said menacingly. “We’re just getting to the good bit.”

“God help me,” Djvonic breathed to himself.

“Now,” Lazarus husked, tightening the scalpel to his throat again.

“Okay, okay,” he panted desperately, his heart kicking up another notch as a warm drop of blood trickled down his neck. “Open your mouth, angel,” he said to Gabi.

“-ike -is?” she asked innocently, parting her lips and hovering them over his glans. The hint of a smile played at the corner of her mouth while she looked up at him with doe eyes, batting her long, black eyelashes.

“Uh huh,” he gulped, unable to believe this beautiful blonde was about to suck his cock. “Now put it inside.”

Gabi rocked slowly forwards and took half of his cock in her mouth, then softly closed her lips around the girth, allowing the length of his shaft to rest lightly on her tongue.

“Mm-hmm?” she asked wordlessly, although Djvonic understood perfectly. And now?

“Suck me, angel,” he croaked, his voice laced with a combination of misery and ecstasy.

Nothing could have prepared him for what followed. Djvonic monitored both girls’ social behaviour fairly closely, and he was reasonably sure Gabi was a virgin. The few dates she’d been on were to the movies or to dinner, and she’d never dated the same boy more than twice, understanding intuitively that to persist longer—when there’s no spark—would be to lead the boy on. Even if she had taken one to third base, that wouldn’t explain the sublime lovemaking skills she was now demonstrating on his straining cock.

With their eyes locked and her jaws yawning around his thick shaft, Gabi began to suck him in exquisitely slow strokes. Holding him still in her mouth, she sucked from front to back, constricting him first with her moistened lips and then rolling the pressure slowly back to his glans, using her powerful tongue to milk the trickle of pre-cum down his shaft and into her throat.

Now that the deed had begun, Djvonic’s reticence melted away, and he saw the girl for what she really was—a phenomenally beautiful, nubile teenager who at this moment wanted nothing more than his cock in her mouth.

“Oh my God,” he breathed, still watching her eyes as her cheeks worked rhythmically in and out, tightly hugging his shaft. “Angel…you are amazing.”

“Mmmm,” Gabi moaned, smiling at her surrogate father’s praise around a mouthful of throbbing cock. Letting go of his balls and the base of his shaft, she used her hands to stroke and squeeze her full breasts through her dress.

“Oh angel, yes,” he whispered. This was the ultimate in erotic gestures for Djvonic, and something he tried to instil in his prostitutes with rare success. For a woman to suck him without using her hands meant one of two things: that she trusted him completely not to force his cock down her throat, or that she had conquered her gag reflex and wanted all of him. Whichever it was, it didn’t really matter (though he always hoped for the latter) because it was the sight that captivated him. He could feel the head of his dick deep inside her mouth, but he could see another three inches of rampant cock projecting from her soft lips, ready to push forward into the rippling tunnel of her throat.

Gabi slipped the shoulder straps of her dress over her arms and pulled the bodice down to her waist, revealing a smooth, nude bra that perfectly framed the swell of her full, ripe breasts. Still sucking him with those luxurious slow strokes, she reached behind to the clasp and paused, looking questioningly up into Djvonic’s eyes.

“Mmmm?” she asked. The implication was obvious; she was asking him what he wanted.

“Yes, angel,” he encouraged her. “Take it off.”

She made a delighted, purring sound and smiled again around his cock. Still moving slowly, she unhooked the bra and slipped the straps off her shoulders but held the cups over her breasts with both hands while she watched Djvonic’s reaction, her eyes wide with feigned innocence.

“Please, sweetheart,” he said. “Show Daddy.” Djvonic was equally excited and ashamed to fall into the ‘father-daughter’ role-play.

Moaning softly with approval, Gabi lowered her hands, pulling away the bra cups to reveal her soft, natural breasts, still riding youthfully high on her chest and swelling lusciously at the sides. Djvonic yearned to take her large pink areolae and upturned nipples between his lips. Dropping the bra into her lap, she cupped her hands beneath her breasts and lifted them higher for his approval, shifting the balance of their weight so that they bulged sensuously at the top.

“Oh, my angel. You’re so beautiful,” Djvonic whispered, tears forming in his eyes. Pride and lust for the girl he thought of as his daughter mixed in an intoxicating and unfamiliar cocktail. Cum boiled inside his balls. He anticipated the beautiful moment when it would burst forth, and he would watch the expressions of shock and surprise as Gabi’s mouth filled with his steaming seed. His breath shortening, he closed both hands around her head, his fingers gliding through her silky, blonde hair, and his thumbs tracing the smooth bulge of her hairline along the brow.

Still, with his cock in her mouth and his hands grasping her head—in the perfect position to drive his manhood down her throat, still she sucked him, slowly, lovingly, her hands gently kneading her breasts and pinching her erect nipples but never thinking about returning to defend herself from choking on his cock.

The eroticism of this trust and confidence was too much for Djvonic, and he had to explore its boundaries before he exploded. Using Gabi’s head for leverage, he pulled out against the exquisite, wet suction until just the head was inside her mouth, and then allowed himself to be sucked back inside. A surprised gasp forced from his chest as she took him an inch deeper, closing her soft palate divinely over his glans.

“Mmmm!” she cried out with ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head as she pinched her nipples fiercely, the tips angry and red between her painted fingertips.

The effect on Djvonic was transcendent. Lust swelled deep in his chest. She wants this. She wants to swallow my cock.

He pulled slowly out and let her suck him back in again, holding his breath as the entrance of her throat worked over his cock head, squeezing and shaping it, preparing it to slide further down into the dark warmth of her lithe, young body.

Gabi’s eyes flashed with excitement and her nostrils flared as she panted with seeming anticipation. “Mmmm!” she moaned pleadingly, staring up at Djvonic, desperation in her eyes. Releasing one breast, she lifted her hem and parted her thighs, slipping her fingers beneath the waistband of her Hello Kitty panties. Her breathing intensified as she touched herself, and Djvonic watched as a wave of pleasure rolled upwards from her hips, her free breast bobbing sensuously as it surged past her chest.

Almost reluctantly, he pulled most of the way out again and held there, watching the girl’s eyes for a sign. With her fingers working rhythmically beneath the tight, white cotton panties, Gabi asked the question wordlessly, using just her eyes. Do you want to?

“Yes, sweetheart,” Djvonic husked, almost unable to breathe. “More than anything.”

Gabi gave her consent with an almost imperceptible nod and tickled the sensitive arrowhead of skin on the underside of his crown with her tongue. ‘Then take me,’ was the wordless invitation.

Gazing down upon her, Djvonic rolled the tips of his thumbs over her silky hairline again. “Oh, my darling,” he breathed, his voice catching on the last word before he pushed his cock slowly back into her mouth. It felt like an eternity, watching her supple lips roll smoothly over the thick, bulging veins, her wet saliva glinting off his cock beneath the fluorescent lights. As his cock head slid gently into the funnel of her soft palate, and he felt it close lovingly around him, Gabi dropped her shoulders and tipped back her head, opening her throat to him. Her cheeks sucked in tightly around his shaft as he penetrated her throat, her muscles convulsing and gripping him as she furiously swallowed to suppress her gag. She’s so tight! He had to brace with his fingertips at the base of her skull and push her face onto his cock with force, finally sliding past the resistance and easing the last inch home between her yawning lips.

With one hand still working tirelessly beneath her panties and the other squeezing her swollen, pink breast, Gabi slurped wetly on his cock, working her powerful tongue up and down the sensitive underside and snaking it out between her lips to lick his balls with the tip.

This was so far in excess of the best blow job of Djvonic’s life. He never wanted it to end, though his balls told a different story, swelling and lifting and preparing for the job that nature demanded—to inject his seed deep inside the body of a healthy mate. His hands shaking, he moved Gabi’s head forward and back, easing his straining cock up and down the rippling tunnel of her throat, fucking her virgin mouth with short, loving thrusts.

“Ah!” he cried out through his teeth. “Gabi…angel…almost there!” His balls swelled massively again and lifted inside his sack as he strained against the orgasm, denying himself for a few more precious seconds to build up the pressure. Three…two…one, he counted himself in. “Oh, my darling,” he groaned with the sweet relief of finally letting go and pulled out of Gabi’s throat, back into her mouth.

She sucked a quick breath through flaring nostrils and then squealed ecstatically as Djvonic came in her mouth, hot, powerful jets of cum, surging over her tongue and painting the back of her throat in thick, white ropes. With lips working furiously on his shaft to hold in the deluge, she slurped and sucked greedily on his cock, using her tongue to milk each delivery down the thick bulge beneath his shaft, and swallowing mouthful after mouthful of hot seed with low, contented moans of satisfaction.

“Oh, good Lord,” Djvonic moaned as the last of his spend pumped weakly into her mouth. “What have I done?”

“You’ve entered into a beautiful partnership,” Lazarus said indulgently as he slid the point of a hypodermic needle into the other man’s neck.

Lazarus removed the scalpel as Djvonic’s knees began to buckle, and then caught him beneath the arms as he collapsed while Gabi shuffled backwards on her knees, making room for her semi-conscious ‘father’ on the floor.

“How did I do?” Gabi asked Lazarus, getting to her feet and wiping her lips with the back of her hand.

“You were sublime, my dear, sublime,” Lazarus said. “Choose your words carefully though,” he whispered. “He’s only paralysed. He can still see and hear us.”

“I have a special treat for you, if you like?” she offered, her head tilted coquettishly and fingering her bottom lip.

“And what might that be, you sweet young thing? Lazarus asked with an indulgent smile.

Gabi bounced lightly on her toes, making her full breasts bounce enticingly. She leaned forward and whispered excitedly in his ear before rocking back and lifting her hem to show him her panties, stroking her fingers lightly over the white cotton stretched across her swollen pussy lips.

“Hel—lo Kitty!” Lazarus said, gratefully eyeing the ripened peach of her sex and unbuckling his trousers.

Djvonic watched from the floor with a mixture of disgust and envy as his daughter’s best friend bent over the bed of the MRI, her young breasts bobbing and swaying pendulously as Lazarus lifted her dress and drew her simple panties down those long, smooth thighs. When she raised one knee onto the bed, he got a brief glimpse of her supple pussy lips opening, releasing a trickle of her juices, which beaded and then ran down her thigh.

When Lazarus brought his cock head up to her entrance, Gabi snaked a hand between her legs and opened herself wider with her fingers, and just before the other man seated the tip of his manhood in her opening, Djvonic saw with yearning impotence but no real surprise, the pale crescent of her hymen.

With one finger stroking her clitoris, she looked back, first at Djvonic and then up at Lazarus, and smiled happily.

“Make me come,” she whispered throatily, and then cried out as Lazarus pushed forward and pierced her. She sighed with relief as he pulled his cock back, streaked with her blood, and then moaned lustily as he drove it home, filling her young pussy and making her a woman.

──────

Look for Heaven Can Wait along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on Amazon.
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