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The Trouble with Shemales: A St. Titania's Duology

By Peter M. McMillan

All characters are 18+ years of age.

A Proper Education in Swinging Balls




Chapter 1: A Fresh Start at St. Titania’s

Miss Sophie Whitfield smoothed down the front of her crisp white blouse as the black cab pulled away from the wrought-iron gates of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies, leaving her standing on the gravel drive with her suitcase at her feet. The morning air carried the faint scent of freshly mown lawns and blooming roses from the formal gardens that stretched out behind the main building, a grand Victorian pile of red brick and white stone that had educated generations of young women in the proper arts of poise, deportment, and domestic grace. At twenty-four, Sophie was the newest member of staff, hired fresh from her teaching diploma to instruct in English literature and etiquette, and the weight of expectation settled pleasantly on her narrow shoulders alongside the far heavier burden of her breathtakingly bountiful bosom. Those immense, quivering orbs, a full K-cup in every sense, pushed insistently against the thin fabric of her blouse, the buttons spaced just far enough apart to hint at the deep, shadowy valley between them without quite surrendering to the strain.

Beneath the blouse nestled her enormous brassiere, a robust affair of reinforced satin and sturdy elastic in a soft cream hue, its wide straps biting gently into her smooth skin and the broad underwires cradling each heavy swell with the sort of industrial determination required for such magnificent assets. The garment was a necessity, of course; without it, her prodigious chest would have bounced and swayed with every step in a manner quite unsuitable for the corridors of learning. Her skirt, a short flippy pleated number in deep navy that barely skimmed the tops of her knees, swished around her thighs as she bent to lift her case, the hem riding up just enough to flash a glimpse of the smooth, rounded curves of her pert bum and the way her satin knickers clung tightly underneath. Those knickers were stretched to their absolute limit over the thick, eleven-inch length of her cock, which lay nestled soft but substantial along one thigh, and the even more impressive pair of heavy, pendulous balls that hung low and full beneath it, their weighty presence shifting with the motion and pressing warmly against the silky fabric.

Sophie straightened with a little sigh, her flippy skirt settling back into place with a cheeky flutter. She had chosen the outfit carefully for her first day, knowing full well that trousers were out of the question unless one wished to parade an obscene bulge that no amount of tailoring could tame. Skirts and dresses were the rule here at St. Titania’s, as they had been for decades in this world where proper femininity still reigned supreme and no one had ever dreamt of upsetting the natural order with talk of equality or trousers for the fairer sex. She gave her long auburn hair a quick toss, letting it cascade down her back, and set off towards the wide stone steps of the main entrance, her heels clicking smartly.

The heavy oak door swung open before she could knock, and out swept Mrs. Constance Pembroke, the headmistress, a strikingly attractive matron in her early forties whose own figure was nothing short of legendary among the staff and girls alike. Mrs. Pembroke’s tremendous, swaying chest assets strained the front of her tailored cream blouse to the point of near rebellion, the fabric pulled so taut that the outline of her own colossal brassiere was clearly visible, a sturdy contraption of white lace and industrial-grade hooks that lifted and separated her vast mammary swells into two perfect, jiggling hemispheres. Her skirt was a touch longer than Sophie’s, a pencil affair in charcoal grey that hugged her wide hips and the generous curve of her bum, the hem stopping just above the knee but still managing to ride up fetchingly whenever she moved with any haste. As a woman through and through, Mrs. Pembroke had no male equipment to conceal, but she still favoured the feminine silhouette that made every step a subtle performance.

“Miss Whitfield, how lovely to see you at last,” Mrs. Pembroke trilled, her voice warm and cultured with that crisp Home Counties accent that spoke of finishing schools and garden parties. She stepped forward and, without hesitation, gave Sophie a friendly pat on the bum, her palm lingering just a moment on the firm cheek beneath the pleats. “We’ve been simply dying for a fresh face in the English department. Come along, dear, let’s get you settled before the girls descend on us like a flock of very well-bred starlings.”

Sophie felt a pleasant flush creep up her neck at the casual touch. It was the way of things here, warm and tactile, the sort of affectionate gesture that had always been part of daily life among the staff and never carried the slightest hint of impropriety. She followed the headmistress inside, her own flippy skirt swishing, and found herself in the grand entrance hall lined with portraits of former headmistresses, each one depicted in suitably modest yet figure-hugging attire that celebrated the generous curves nature had bestowed.

Mrs. Pembroke led her down a sunlit corridor, her own pencil skirt tightening across her hips with every stride. “You’ll find the common room just through here, and the staff are a friendly bunch. We have Miss Olivia Kensington taking history, a delightful young shemale like yourself, and dear Mrs. Harriet Voss handling domestic science. She’s a proper matron now, married these fifteen years, though between you and me she does occasionally sigh over how her husband’s rather modest equipment compares to some of the more generously endowed members of staff. But that’s neither here nor there.”

They entered the staff common room, a cosy space with deep armchairs and a long table scattered with timetables and teacups. Miss Olivia Kensington rose from her seat by the window, a pretty young shemale of twenty-seven with golden blonde hair pinned up in an elegant chignon and a figure that turned every head in the college. Her breasts were a magnificent G-cup at the very least, two enormous, jiggling orbs that threatened to overflow the confines of her tight pink sweater, the wool stretched so thin that the lacy pattern of her brassiere showed through like an intricate map of support and strain. The sweater clung to her narrow waist before flaring out over hips that swayed with natural femininity, and her skirt was another short flippy style in soft grey, the pleats dancing around her thighs as she crossed the room.

“Sophie, welcome,” Olivia said brightly, and before Sophie could respond she leaned in to deliver the customary pat on the bum, her hand cupping the cheek with affectionate familiarity. As she did so, Olivia bent slightly to reach the teapot on the low table, her own skirt riding up in the most innocent manner. The pleats flipped back to reveal the smooth, rounded globes of her bum and, nestled snugly between her thighs in a pair of sheer black satin knickers, the heavy, dangling weight of her massive balls. Those enormous testicles hung low and full, each one the size of a ripe plum, swaying gently with the motion while her thick cock remained tucked neatly upward along her belly, the outline of its impressive girth visible but secondary to the prominent, swinging sack that drew the eye. Olivia straightened without a hint of self-consciousness, her skirt fluttering back into place. “Tea? You look as though you could use a cup after the journey.”

Sophie accepted gratefully, her own heavy balls shifting warmly in their satin confines as she settled into a chair. The conversation flowed easily, the three women chatting about lesson plans and the upcoming term. Mrs. Pembroke mentioned in passing how the girls were all turning eighteen this year and how vital it was to instil the proper values of grace and obedience. “None of that modern nonsense,” she said with a chuckle, giving her own ample bum a little pat as she reached for a biscuit. “Skirts and poise, that’s what makes a young lady.”

The bell for morning assembly rang out across the grounds, and the three made their way to the main hall, a vast space with rows of wooden benches already filling with the students of St. Titania’s. The girls and young shemales were a vision of youthful perfection, each one blessed with figures that celebrated the natural abundance of the female form. They sat demurely in their uniforms: crisp white blouses stretched tight over vast, heaving chest swells of every generous proportion, short flippy skirts in regulation navy that barely covered the essentials, and beneath them the inevitable brassieres and knickers that supported and contained their assets. Some were girls through and through, their smooth thighs pressed together modestly; others were shemales like Sophie and Olivia, their satin knickers stretched taut over thick cocks and, more noticeably when they shifted or bent, the hefty, low-hanging balls that marked their unique femininity.

Sophie took her place on the stage beside the other teachers, her flippy skirt brushing her knees as she sat. As the assembly began, one of the students in the front row, a pretty shemale named Miss Fiona Beaumont, dropped her notebook. She bent forward to retrieve it without a second thought, her short skirt flipping right up in a cheeky arc that exposed the full curve of her firm young bum and the way her white satin knickers clung desperately to the massive, swinging pair of balls beneath. Those enormous bollocks dangled heavily, each one plump and full, the skin smooth and hairless, while her cock stayed modestly hidden upward. A soft murmur of appreciation rippled through the nearby girls, and Fiona straightened with a giggle, smoothing her skirt down as though nothing had happened.

Beside Sophie, Miss Olivia leaned in close, her own enormous sweater-clad orbs pressing softly against Sophie’s arm. “Fiona’s a treasure,” she whispered, “but her boyfriend from the village is such a disappointment, poor thing. She told me last week that after seeing the way my own equipment fills out a pair of knickers when I wear them tight for fun, she can barely look at his little prick without sighing. These young men simply aren’t built like us, are they?”

Sophie felt a warm throb between her thighs at the casual remark, her own eleven-inch cock twitching slightly in its satin prison while her heavy balls tightened in sympathy. The assembly continued with announcements about the new term, and Mrs. Pembroke delivered a short speech on the importance of ladylike behaviour, her own vast chest assets jiggling with every emphatic gesture. When it concluded, the students filed out in orderly rows, their flippy skirts swishing and the occasional pat on the bum exchanged between friends in the cheerful, tactile way that defined life at St. Titania’s.

Sophie’s first lesson was with the upper sixth form, a group of eighteen-year-olds studying Shakespeare. She made her way to the classroom, her heels clicking, and as she entered the girls rose politely. Among them were Miss Harriet Langley, a statuesque girl with a pair of stupendous, pillow-like breast swells that strained her blouse to the limit, and Miss Clara Worthington, a shemale whose own G-cup orbs sat high and proud on her chest, her flippy skirt hiding the substantial male package beneath. Sophie introduced herself, her voice steady despite the flutter in her stomach, and began the lesson on A Midsummer Night’s Dream, pacing between the desks as she spoke.

Halfway through, Clara raised her hand and, when called upon, stood to answer. As she did, she bent forward slightly to consult her notes on the desk, her short skirt riding up in that familiar, accidental manner. The pleats lifted to reveal her smooth thighs and the heavy, pendulous sack of her massive balls nestled in pale pink satin knickers, the enormous testicles hanging full and low, swaying just enough to draw the eye before her cock remained tucked away. Sophie’s gaze lingered for a polite second, noting how the fabric stretched thin over the weighty orbs, and she felt her own prick thicken in response, pressing more firmly against her own knickers.

“Very good, Clara,” Sophie said, keeping her tone professional even as a small bead of sweat trickled between her own immense chest orbs. “Though perhaps next time you might consider how your posture affects the room.”

A ripple of giggles ran through the class, warm and knowing. Harriet, the girl beside Clara, leaned over to pat her friend’s bum affectionately as Clara sat down again. “Don’t mind her, Miss Whitfield,” Harriet said with a wink. “Clara’s boyfriend tried to keep up with her after games last week and ended up looking rather inadequate when she changed in the pavilion. His little thing is nothing compared to what some of us pack under these skirts.”

The lesson continued with lively discussion, the girls and shemales bending and reaching for books with cheerful abandon, each movement sending flippy skirts swirling and occasionally flashing a glimpse of heavy balls or the taut stretch of satin over thick shafts. Sophie moved among them, offering guidance, and when she herself bent to retrieve a dropped ruler from the floor, her own navy pleats rode up to expose the full, dangling weight of her enormous bollocks, the satin knickers stretched almost transparently over the hefty, churning pair while her eleven-inch cock throbbed half-hard against her thigh. A collective soft sigh escaped the front row, and one of the girls murmured, “Gosh, Miss, your boyfriend must be the luckiest man alive.”

Sophie straightened with a smile, her skirt settling demurely, though the warmth in her cheeks betrayed her. “I haven’t one yet,” she confessed lightly, “but I’m sure the right chap will come along. In the meantime, back to Titania’s speech, if you please.”

By the time the bell rang for lunch, Sophie felt thoroughly at home. She joined the staff in the dining hall, where Mrs. Pembroke presided over the top table with regal poise, her pencil skirt hugging her hips as she rose to serve the soup. Olivia sat beside Sophie again, her tight sweater doing nothing to hide the way her magnificent G-cup swells shifted with every breath. As they ate, Mrs. Pembroke leaned across to pat Olivia’s bum in passing, her hand lingering fondly. “You two make such a charming pair already,” she remarked. “And Sophie, dear, if you ever feel the need to wear something tighter to show off that impressive bulge of yours on staff social nights, we shan’t judge. After all, it does remind us what real endowment looks like, especially compared to what some of our husbands bring home.”

Olivia laughed softly, crossing her legs so that her flippy skirt rode just high enough to let one heavy ball slip briefly into view beneath the hem before she adjusted it. “My own dear fiancé is a sweetheart, but after a night when I let him see the full eleven inches I’m carrying, he does tend to look a bit crestfallen. Still, he tries his best.”

Sophie joined in the easy laughter, her own heavy balls resting warmly in their satin cradle as she reached for the bread basket, bending just enough to let her skirt flutter and give the table a fleeting, innocent view of the pendulous sack that marked her so delightfully. The conversation turned to the afternoon’s timetable, the clink of cutlery mixing with the rustle of starched blouses and the occasional affectionate pat on a nearby bum. Outside the tall windows, the grounds of St. Titania’s stretched green and inviting, and Sophie felt a deep sense of belonging settle over her. This was her world now, a place where femininity flourished in all its generous, tactile glory, where skirts flipped and balls swayed and no one ever apologised for the natural abundance that made every day a gentle, cheeky delight.

The afternoon stretched ahead with more classes and perhaps a tour of the dormitories, where she would meet even more of the beautiful young charges whose flippy skirts and straining brassieres promised endless small excitements. For now, though, Sophie simply savoured her tea and the warm company, her enormous chest orbs rising and falling contentedly beneath her blouse, her heavy male equipment tucked safely yet prominently beneath her pleats, ready for whatever the term might bring. Life at St. Titania’s was shaping up to be everything she had hoped for, and more.




Chapter 2: Staff Room Indiscretions

Sophie pushed open the door to the staff common room shortly after the final morning lesson, her flippy navy skirt still swishing from the brisk walk down the corridor. The room was already filling with the familiar chatter of her new colleagues, the air thick with the scent of fresh tea and warm scones. Sunlight streamed through the tall sash windows, casting flattering glows across the deep armchairs and the long oak table where plates of biscuits waited invitingly. She had barely taken two steps inside when Miss Olivia Kensington appeared at her side, golden hair still perfectly pinned, her tight pink sweater doing heroic work to contain the generous, rounded swells of her G-cup assets that shifted softly with every breath.

“Sophie, darling, you survived your first Shakespeare session,” Olivia said warmly, and without missing a beat she reached around to deliver a friendly pat on Sophie’s pert bum, her palm cupping the cheek through the thin pleats with easy affection. “Come and sit. The others are dying to meet you properly.”

Before Sophie could reply, Mrs. Harriet Voss looked up from the tea trolley, a matronly vision in her mid-forties whose figure commanded immediate attention. Her tremendous chest orbs strained the front of a crisp white blouse that seemed tailored a size too small on purpose, the fabric pulled drum-tight over the massive brassiere beneath. That undergarment was a formidable creation of sturdy cream satin and wide, reinforced straps, its multiple hooks and eyes working overtime to lift and support the vast, heavy mammary flesh that jiggled with the slightest movement. Mrs. Voss’s skirt was a fitted charcoal pencil style that hugged her wide hips and the full curve of her generous rear, the hem sitting just above the knee but riding up fetchingly as she bent to pour a fresh pot of tea. The motion caused the fabric to tighten across her bum, outlining the smooth, rounded globes beneath.

“Miss Whitfield, how splendid,” Mrs. Voss exclaimed, straightening and immediately crossing the room to greet her. She gave Sophie’s bum a hearty pat in welcome, her hand lingering a moment longer than strictly necessary. “We heard you handled the upper sixth beautifully. Do join us. These scones won’t eat themselves.”

Sophie settled into an armchair, crossing her legs carefully so that her short flippy skirt settled modestly over her thighs. Beneath the pleats, her satin knickers remained stretched snugly over her eleven-inch cock and the even more impressive weight of her massive balls, the heavy orbs resting warmly against her inner thighs. The casual touches and the easy camaraderie already felt natural, the way things simply were at St. Titania’s.

Conversation flowed as more staff arrived. Miss Amelia Harrington, the games mistress, entered next, a pretty young shemale of twenty-eight with chestnut curls and a pair of enormous, pillow-soft breast swells that filled her pale blue blouse to bursting. Her own brassiere was visible in outline, a robust affair of white lace and thick elastic bands that barely contained the overflowing abundance. She wore a short, pleated tennis-style skirt that fluttered around her toned legs, and as she bent to select a biscuit from the low table, the hem rode straight up, flashing the smooth curves of her bum and the way her sheer white satin knickers clung desperately to the colossal pair of balls hanging low between her thighs. Those enormous testicles dangled heavily, each one plump and full, swaying gently with the motion while her thick cock stayed tucked upward, its substantial girth pressing against the fabric but drawing less immediate attention than the pendulous, weighty sack.

“Afternoon, all,” Amelia said cheerfully, straightening with a little shimmy that sent her skirt fluttering back down. She accepted her own pat on the bum from Mrs. Pembroke, who had just swept in wearing her usual elegant pencil skirt and a blouse that did nothing to hide her own legendary chest assets.

Tea was poured, biscuits passed, and the talk turned inevitably to the small daily pleasures and frustrations of life at the college. Mrs. Voss took a delicate sip from her cup, then sighed theatrically as she reached across the table for the milk jug, bending low enough that her tight pencil skirt rode up the backs of her thighs and tightened noticeably across her ample rear.

“Honestly,” she said, her voice carrying that knowing matronly tone, “I caught a glimpse of young Sophie here bending over in the corridor earlier, and it reminded me all over again how poorly my dear husband is equipped for certain duties. The man tries, bless him, but after fifteen years of marriage one does notice these things. His little prick barely makes a dent in his trousers, whereas some of you ladies…” She trailed off with a meaningful glance toward Sophie and Olivia, her eyes twinkling.

Sophie felt a pleasant warmth spread through her body. She shifted in her seat, and as she did her own flippy skirt edged higher on her thighs. Olivia noticed and gave her a conspiratorial smile before leaning forward herself to refill her teacup. The motion caused Olivia’s tight pink sweater to pull even tauter across her magnificent G-cup orbs, the wool stretching thin enough to reveal the intricate lace pattern of her brassiere straps digging gently into her shoulders. Her short grey flippy skirt rode up in the process, offering a clear view of her smooth bum and the heavy, dangling weight of her own massive balls nestled in black satin knickers. The enormous testicles hung low and full, each one swinging pendulously with the slight movement, the satin stretched almost transparently over their generous size while her thick cock remained modestly contained higher up.

Mrs. Voss gave a soft, appreciative murmur. “See? That’s exactly what I mean. Look at those lovely heavy bollocks of yours, Olivia dear. My husband’s entire set wouldn’t fill half that space. It’s quite disheartening after a long day when one comes home hoping for something substantial.”

Amelia laughed lightly and stood to pass the biscuit plate around, deliberately bending at the waist rather than crouching. Her short tennis skirt flipped up completely for a moment, exposing the full rounded cheeks of her bum and the way her white satin knickers were stretched tight over her own colossal male appendage and, more prominently, the hefty swinging pair of balls beneath. Those massive testicles dangled heavily, brushing against her smooth thighs as she moved, each one plump and warm-looking, the skin taut and smooth.

“Mine does the same thing,” Amelia confessed with a playful shrug as she straightened. “My fiancé is an absolute poppet, but after I wore a particularly tight pair of slacks last weekend just to tease him with the bulge, he spent the entire evening looking rather inadequate. He simply can’t compete with what we carry under these skirts on a daily basis.”

Mrs. Pembroke, ever the gracious headmistress, gave Amelia’s bum an affectionate pat as the younger woman passed her chair. “Quite right, dear. It’s one of the quiet pleasures of our little world here. The girls learn early on what real endowment looks like, and the boys from the village never quite measure up. Sophie, you must tell us, how does that impressive package of yours behave during lessons? Any awkward moments yet with the upper sixth?”

Sophie blushed but smiled, feeling the weight of her own heavy balls shift warmly in their satin confines. She set her teacup down and, in the spirit of the easy conversation, reached down as if to adjust her shoe. The motion caused her navy flippy skirt to ride up invitingly, revealing the smooth curve of her bum and the way her cream satin knickers clung to the thick length of her eleven-inch cock while highlighting even more the enormous, low-hanging balls beneath. Those massive testicles hung full and heavy, each one a generous handful, swaying gently with the slight movement and pressing warmly against the silky fabric.

A collective soft sigh went around the room. Mrs. Voss fanned herself lightly with a napkin. “Goodness me, Sophie. Those bollocks look positively divine. My husband would weep with envy if he ever saw a set like that. He’s perfectly adequate for everyday pleasantries, but when it comes to really filling a woman… well, let’s just say I’ve taken to wearing my sturdiest brassiere on date nights just to feel a bit more supported after the disappointment.”

Olivia stood up beside Sophie, her own flippy skirt still slightly askew from earlier. “Shall we give the matrons a proper look, Sophie? Purely for educational purposes, of course.” She winked, and without waiting for protest she casually lifted the front of her grey pleats, tugging her black satin knickers to one side just enough to let her thick cock spring partially free and, more noticeably, to fully display the heavy, pendulous sack of her massive balls. The enormous testicles hung low and full, each one plump and smooth, swinging with a delightful weight that made Mrs. Voss and Mrs. Pembroke lean forward with appreciative murmurs.

Sophie hesitated only a moment before joining in, her heart beating faster with the cheeky thrill of it. She stood and lifted her own flippy skirt, yanking her cream satin knickers aside to reveal her eleven-inch cock, now thickening noticeably from the attention, and especially the colossal pair of balls beneath. Those heavy orbs dangled prominently, each one large and warm, the skin soft and hairless, their impressive size and weight drawing immediate comments from the older women.

“Marvelous,” Mrs. Pembroke said, reaching out to give Sophie’s bum a gentle, approving pat while peering closer. “So full and heavy. My own dear husband’s equipment looks like a boy’s compared to that. I sometimes wonder why we bother with them at all when we have such splendid examples right here on staff.”

Mrs. Voss nodded vigorously, her own vast chest orbs jiggling inside her straining blouse and brassiere. “Indeed. After seeing something like that, one does tend to lament the state of things at home. My husband tries his best with his modest little prick, but it’s hardly in the same league as these lovely swinging bollocks you girls carry so effortlessly.”

The conversation continued in the same light, explicit vein for several more minutes, the women comparing notes on boyfriends and husbands with cheerful frankness while occasionally patting each other’s bums or bending for more tea in ways that sent skirts riding up and brassieres creaking under the strain of their magnificent chest assets. Sophie felt flushed and pleasantly aroused, her own massive balls tightening slightly as they rested back in their satin cradle once the skirts were lowered again. Olivia’s hand brushed her thigh in a friendly gesture, and the two young shemales shared a knowing smile.

As the tea break drew to a close, Mrs. Pembroke stood and smoothed her pencil skirt down over her hips, giving her own generous rear a quick pat. “Well, ladies, back to it. Sophie, I do hope you’ll feel free to join these little indiscretions more often. They do wonders for morale, especially when one has spent the morning staring at inadequate male equipment at home.”

Sophie left the common room with a spring in her step, her flippy skirt swishing around her thighs and her heavy balls shifting warmly with every movement. The rest of the afternoon stretched ahead with more lessons and the promise of further small delights among the staff and students of St. Titania’s. Already she could feel herself settling deeper into the warm, tactile rhythm of the college, where every pat on the bum and every accidental flash of enormous, swaying bollocks was simply part of the delightful fabric of daily life. Her enormous chest orbs rose and fell contentedly beneath her blouse as she made her way to her next class, the sturdy brassiere supporting their weight with familiar reliability, and she found herself looking forward to whatever cheeky moments the evening might yet bring.




Chapter 3: Evening Staff Social

The evening sun had dipped low over the rose gardens of St. Titania’s, casting a soft golden light through the tall windows of the staff common room. Sophie had changed after supper into something a touch more relaxed for the weekly social hour: a crisp pale lavender blouse that hugged her narrow waist before surrendering completely to the immense, quivering swells of her K-cup assets. The blouse strained at every button, the fabric pulled so taut that the outline of her enormous brassiere was unmistakable — a formidable creation of thick ivory satin, wide shoulder straps, and row upon row of sturdy hooks that fought valiantly to contain the heavy, overflowing mammary flesh beneath. Her skirt was shorter than her daytime one, a flirty flippy number in soft cream pleats that danced around her upper thighs with every step, offering teasing glimpses of smooth skin and the satin knickers that worked so hard to cradle her substantial male equipment.

She arrived to find the common room already lively. A sideboard held decanters of sherry and plates of delicate sandwiches, and the air hummed with easy laughter and the rustle of starched clothing. Mrs. Constance Pembroke presided with her usual elegant poise, her own tremendous chest orbs proudly displayed in a deep burgundy blouse whose buttons seemed perpetually on the verge of defeat. Her brassiere underneath was a masterclass in structural engineering — broad elastic panels and reinforced cups that lifted her vast, jiggling swells into two perfect, eye-catching hemispheres. Her skirt tonight was a touch shorter than usual, a charcoal flippy style that swished invitingly around her hips.

Miss Olivia Kensington was already there, looking radiant in a tight emerald green sweater that clung like a second skin to her magnificent G-cup orbs, the wool stretched thin enough to reveal the delicate lace edges of her brassiere straps digging gently into her shoulders. Her flippy skirt was a daring pale grey number, even shorter than Sophie’s, the pleats barely covering the essentials. She turned as Sophie entered and immediately delivered a warm pat on the bum, her hand cupping the firm cheek through the cream pleats with affectionate familiarity.

“Sophie, you look positively delicious,” Olivia murmured, her eyes sparkling. “That blouse is doing wonders for your figure. Come and have some sherry.”

Mrs. Harriet Voss arrived moments later, her matronly curves accentuated by a cream silk blouse that fought a losing battle against her enormous, swaying chest assets. The brassiere beneath was clearly visible in outline, a robust affair of heavy satin and multiple wide straps that created deep indentations where they supported the weight. Her skirt was a tight pencil in navy, but she had swapped it for the social hour into something flippier — a short pleated affair that allowed her generous rear to move freely. She greeted everyone with pats on the bum, lingering fondly on Sophie’s and Olivia’s.

“Lovely to see you both dressed for the occasion,” Mrs. Voss said, bending to pour sherry and causing her short skirt to ride straight up the backs of her thighs. The pleats flipped playfully, revealing the smooth, rounded globes of her bum and the way her black satin knickers hugged her curves. “After a long day of dealing with those dear girls, one does need a little unwind. My husband rang earlier, poor man, asking what time I’d be home. I told him not to wait up — after seeing the sort of equipment some of you carry, his modest little offering simply doesn’t inspire much enthusiasm these days.”

A ripple of knowing laughter went around the room. Miss Amelia Harrington joined them, fresh from the games fields and changed into a soft white blouse that did little to restrain her own pillow-like breast swells. Her brassiere straps were visible at the shoulders, thick and sturdy, cutting into her skin from the sheer weight they supported. She wore tight cream trousers tonight — a deliberate choice for the social — the fabric stretched obscenely across her crotch to display a prominent, mouth-watering bulge that left nothing to the imagination. The thick outline of her cock snaked along one thigh, but it was the heavy, rounded swell beneath that truly commanded attention: the unmistakable shape of her massive balls, packed tight and bulging against the material.

Amelia accepted her sherry and gave Sophie’s bum a playful pat. “Trousers do make a statement, don’t they? I only wear them when I want to remind everyone what we’re working with under here.” She turned slightly, letting the tight fabric pull even tauter across her groin. “My fiancé nearly fainted when I wore these last weekend. Kept staring at the bulge and muttering about how his own prick looks like a cocktail sausage next to what I’m packing. The poor boy tries, but he simply can’t compete with these heavy bollocks of mine.”

Mrs. Pembroke chuckled and patted Amelia’s rear affectionately. “Quite right, dear. Some evenings call for a proper display.” She reached for a sandwich, bending low over the sideboard so that her flippy skirt rode up dramatically. The pleats lifted to expose her full, generous bum and the lacy edges of her knickers, though as a woman she had no male equipment to reveal — only the smooth, inviting curves that drew appreciative glances.

Sophie felt the familiar warm throb between her thighs as she sipped her sherry. The conversation flowed easily, growing cheekier with every glass. Olivia moved closer, her emerald sweater straining as she reached for the decanter, causing her short grey flippy skirt to flutter upward. The pleats rode high, giving everyone a clear view of her smooth thighs and the black satin knickers stretched tight over her thick cock and, more prominently, the enormous, low-hanging balls beneath. Those massive testicles dangled heavily in their silky confines, each one plump and full, swaying gently with her movement and pressing warmly against her inner thighs.

“See?” Olivia said with a light laugh, not bothering to adjust her skirt immediately. “These things have a mind of their own after a long day. My dear fiancé is wonderful company at dinner, but when I let him see the full weight of what I’m carrying underneath, he does tend to go rather quiet. His little prick just can’t match the sheer presence of these bollocks.”

Mrs. Voss sighed theatrically and gave Olivia’s bum a fond pat while the younger shemale finally smoothed her skirt down. “Tell me about it. My husband spent half an hour last night trying his best, but after I’d spent the afternoon watching you girls bend and flash those lovely heavy sacks, his efforts felt rather… insufficient. One does start to wonder why we keep them around when we have such splendid examples right here on staff.”

The mood grew warmer and more relaxed. Amelia set her glass down and, with a mischievous grin, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tight trousers. She tugged them down just enough at the front to let the full bulge spring into view — her thick cock partially hardening against the fabric of her knickers, but the real stars were the colossal pair of balls that tumbled out, hanging low and heavy, each one smooth and warm, the size and weight making Mrs. Voss and Mrs. Pembroke lean in with soft murmurs of approval.

“Marvelous,” Mrs. Pembroke said, reaching out to give Amelia’s bum another pat. “So full and pendulous. My own dear husband’s set would rattle around like peas in a pod compared to those.”

Sophie felt emboldened by the sherry and the easy camaraderie. She stepped beside Olivia and Amelia, her own cream flippy skirt swishing. With a shy but playful smile she lifted the front of her pleats, yanking her ivory satin knickers to one side. Her eleven-inch cock thickened visibly in the warm air, but it was her massive balls that drew the loudest appreciative sighs — two enormous, dangling orbs hanging heavy and full, each one plump and smooth, swaying with a delicious weight that made the matrons fan themselves lightly.

“Goodness gracious, Sophie,” Mrs. Voss breathed, her own vast chest orbs rising and falling rapidly inside her straining blouse and brassiere. “Those bollocks are positively magnificent. My husband would be utterly humiliated if he ever saw a pair like that. He does his best with his modest little equipment, but it’s hardly in the same league as what you girls carry so effortlessly under your skirts.”

Olivia joined in fully now, lifting her own short grey pleats and tugging her knickers aside to display her own thick cock and especially the heavy, swinging sack beneath. The three shemales stood together for a moment, skirts held high, their enormous balls on proud display — pendulous, warm, and impressively large, each set drawing comments and gentle pats on the bum from the older women.

Mrs. Pembroke gave each of them an affectionate smack on the rear in turn. “You three are a credit to the college. The girls are so lucky to have role models with such generous endowments. It sets the proper standard, especially when their boyfriends from the village turn out to be so inadequately equipped.”

The group settled back into their chairs after the playful display, skirts fluttering back into place, though the atmosphere remained charged with a pleasant, aroused energy. More sherry was poured, more sandwiches passed, and the conversation turned to lighter topics — upcoming events, the girls’ progress, and the occasional cheeky remark about whose brassiere had survived the day best. Sophie felt flushed and happy, her own heavy balls resting warmly in their satin cradle once more, her immense chest swells rising and falling contentedly beneath the lavender blouse and its sturdy supporting garment.

As the evening wound down, Mrs. Pembroke stood and smoothed her flippy skirt over her hips, delivering one last round of bum pats to the group. “A delightful social, ladies. Sophie, you fit in wonderfully. Do make these gatherings a regular habit — they do wonders for keeping spirits high when one has to face the realities of husbands and boyfriends at home.”

Sophie and Olivia left the common room together, walking arm in arm down the quiet corridor toward the staff quarters. Olivia’s short skirt swished against Sophie’s, and every few steps one or the other would reach over to give a friendly pat on the bum. Sophie’s flippy cream pleats fluttered with the motion, occasionally flashing a glimpse of her heavy, satisfied balls nestled safely once more.

“Quite an evening,” Sophie said softly, feeling the pleasant ache of arousal still humming through her body.

Olivia smiled and squeezed her arm. “Just the beginning, darling. Wait until you see what the girls get up to during the weekend socials.”

They reached Sophie’s small flat, shared a final affectionate pat, and parted with promises to meet for breakfast. Sophie closed the door behind her, leaning against it for a moment with a contented sigh. Her enormous brassiere creaked slightly as she breathed deeply, her massive chest orbs settling heavily inside it. Beneath her short skirt, her eleven-inch cock and especially her colossal, heavy balls throbbed with a warm, anticipatory glow.

Life at St. Titania’s was proving even more delightfully tactile and generous than she had imagined. She looked forward to whatever the next day — and the next cheeky gathering — would bring.




Chapter 4: Private Study Session

Sophie closed the door of the small study room with a soft click, the cosy space tucked away at the end of the east wing. Late afternoon light filtered through the lace curtains, warming the low velvet sofa and the pair of matching armchairs arranged around a low oak table scattered with books and notepads. She had invited Harriet Langley and Clara Worthington for an extra tutoring session on their literature essays, both young women having struggled with the finer points of Shakespearean comedy. At twenty-four, Sophie still felt the thrill of being the new teacher, especially in such an intimate setting.

Harriet arrived first, a vision of youthful abundance in her regulation white blouse and short navy flippy skirt. Her enormous, pillow-soft chest swells strained the blouse to its absolute limits, the fabric stretched thin over the massive brassiere that supported them — a sturdy white satin affair with wide, reinforced straps and a forest of hooks at the back that created deep, supportive grooves across her smooth shoulders. The brassiere lifted her vast mammary orbs into two magnificent, jiggling hemispheres that swayed gently as she moved. Her flippy skirt swished around her thighs as she took a seat on the sofa, crossing her legs demurely.

Clara followed a moment later, equally breathtaking. As a shemale, her figure was every bit as feminine and curvaceous, her own G-cup assets pushing insistently against her blouse in much the same way. Her brassiere was a robust creation of pale pink satin, the thick straps biting softly into her skin while the cups cradled her heavy, rounded swells. Her short flippy skirt was identical to Harriet’s, the pleats ready to dance at the slightest motion. She gave Sophie a bright smile and, without hesitation, leaned in to deliver an affectionate pat on the teacher’s bum, her hand cupping the firm cheek through the cream pleats.

“Thank you for fitting us in, Miss Whitfield,” Clara said warmly. “We really do need the help.”

Sophie returned the gesture with a gentle pat on Clara’s rear, feeling the smooth curve beneath the navy fabric. “Not at all, girls. Let’s get comfortable and dive in.”

They settled around the low table. Sophie took the armchair opposite the sofa, leaning forward to open her copy of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. The motion caused her own lavender blouse to pull tighter across her immense K-cup swells, the sturdy ivory brassiere beneath creaking faintly as it took the strain. Her short cream flippy skirt rode up her thighs slightly, but she made no immediate effort to adjust it. As she pointed to a particular passage, she bent lower, and the pleats flipped upward, revealing the smooth globes of her bum and the way her satin knickers stretched taut over her eleven-inch cock while highlighting even more the heavy, pendulous weight of her massive balls. Those enormous testicles hung low and full between her thighs, each one plump and warm, swaying gently with the movement.

Harriet’s eyes widened for a moment before she giggled softly. “Gosh, Miss. That’s quite the view.”

Clara, never one to be outdone, reached across the table for a pen and deliberately bent forward, her own short skirt riding up in a cheeky arc. The pleats lifted to expose her firm young bum and the pale pink satin knickers that clung desperately to her thick cock and, far more noticeably, the colossal pair of balls dangling beneath. Those massive bollocks swung heavily, each one smooth and generous, brushing lightly against her inner thighs as she straightened again with the pen in hand.

The session began in earnest, but the intimate atmosphere and repeated bending made concentration difficult. Every time one of them leaned over a book or reached for a notepad, another skirt would flutter upward, offering fresh glimpses of smooth skin and, in Clara’s and Sophie’s cases, the prominent sway of heavy male equipment. Sophie found herself growing pleasantly warm between her legs, her own heavy balls shifting in their silky confines.

Half an hour in, the conversation drifted from Titania’s lines to more personal territory. Harriet set her notebook aside and sighed, patting Clara’s thigh affectionately. “It’s all very well reading about lovers and magic, but real life is rather different. My boyfriend from the village took me out last weekend, and after I accidentally let my skirt ride up while we were in his car… well, he went awfully quiet when he saw the sort of thing Clara and the other shemales carry. His little prick is sweet, but it’s nothing compared to these lovely heavy bollocks we get to see every day.”

Clara nodded vigorously, giving Harriet’s bum a friendly pat in return as the other girl shifted on the sofa. “Exactly. Mine tried to keep up after games the other day, but once I changed and he caught sight of what’s under my knickers — especially these big, swinging balls of mine — he could barely look at his own modest equipment without sighing. It’s almost unfair, isn’t it, Miss Whitfield?”

Sophie felt a throb run through her eleven-inch cock, which was now thickening noticeably against her thigh. She leaned forward again to mark a passage, deliberately allowing her cream flippy skirt to ride higher. The pleats flipped up fully, exposing the full weight of her massive balls nestled in ivory satin. The enormous orbs dangled heavily, each one plump and smooth, their impressive size drawing soft murmurs from both students.

“Poor things,” Sophie said with a sympathetic smile, not bothering to lower her skirt straight away. “Boyfriends do try, but they simply aren’t built the same. It’s one of the quiet joys of being here at St. Titania’s — seeing what proper feminine endowment really looks like.”

Harriet reached out and gave Sophie’s knee a gentle pat, her fingers brushing close to the exposed skin. “You’re so understanding, Miss. Could we… perhaps see a bit more? Just for comparison, of course. It helps put things in perspective when writing about desire and longing in the plays.”

Clara’s eyes lit up. She stood up from the sofa and casually lifted the front of her navy flippy skirt, tugging her pink satin knickers to one side. Her thick cock sprang partially free, already semi-erect from the conversation, but it was her massive balls that commanded the room — two heavy, pendulous orbs hanging low and full, each one smooth and warm, swaying with a delightful weight as she shifted her stance.

Sophie hesitated only a second before joining in. She rose from the armchair and lifted her own short cream pleats, yanking her ivory knickers aside to fully reveal her eleven-inch cock, now thickening rapidly, and especially the colossal pair of balls beneath. Those enormous testicles dangled prominently, each one large and heavy, the skin soft and inviting, their sheer size and weight making both students lean forward with appreciative sighs.

Harriet gave a soft whistle. “Goodness. Look at those bollocks, Clara. Your boyfriend’s entire set wouldn’t match half of what Miss Whitfield is carrying. And yours too — so full and low-hanging. No wonder our boys look so crestfallen afterwards.”

The three continued the session in this lighter, more open mood. Skirts remained casually lifted or fluttered up with every movement, allowing frequent views of swaying balls and straining satin. Affectionate bum-pats were exchanged freely — Sophie patting Clara’s rear as she bent to retrieve a dropped pencil, Clara returning the favour to Harriet, and Harriet giving Sophie’s bum a lingering, friendly smack whenever she reached for another book. The massive brassieres continued their valiant work, the straps digging in as enormous chest swells jiggled and shifted with laughter and leaning.

By the time the hour drew to a close, the essays had made noticeable progress, though the real benefit seemed to be the warm bond forming between teacher and students. Sophie escorted Harriet and Clara back toward the dormitory wing, her flippy skirt swishing with every step and her heavy balls resting contentedly once more in their satin cradle. Both young women linked arms with her, occasionally reaching over to deliver a cheeky pat on her bum.

“Thank you again, Miss,” Harriet said as they reached the stairs. “That was far more helpful than I expected.”

Clara grinned and gave Sophie one final pat on the rear. “And much more educational in all the right ways. We’ll see you in class tomorrow.”

Sophie watched them disappear up the staircase, their own short skirts fluttering and occasionally flashing smooth thighs or the tell-tale sway of Clara’s heavy equipment. She turned back toward her own quarters with a contented smile, her enormous ivory brassiere supporting her immense chest orbs as they rose and fell with a pleasant, aroused rhythm. The private session had been exactly the sort of intimate, tactile moment that made teaching at St. Titania’s such a delight.

She could already imagine what tomorrow might bring — more lessons, more accidental flashes, and perhaps another chance to share the generous endowments that set this world apart. For now, though, she savoured the warm glow between her thighs and the memory of those admiring sighs. Life at the college was unfolding in the most deliciously cheeky fashion, and she was happily along for every swish of a flippy skirt and every affectionate pat on the bum.




Chapter 5: Dormitory Visit

Sophie made her way up the wide oak staircase of the east wing as the last rays of evening light faded from the tall windows. Mrs. Pembroke had asked her to do a quick check on the young women in the senior dormitory after supper, making sure everyone was settling in properly for the night. It was a standard duty for the newer members of staff, and Sophie felt a pleasant flutter of anticipation as she reached the landing. The corridor stretched ahead, lined with doors to the individual rooms and small shared suites where the 18+ students lived.

She knocked gently on the first door and stepped inside when a cheerful voice called out. The room belonged to Harriet Langley and two of her roommates, all three young women already in various stages of undressing after their long day. Harriet stood by her bed in just her blouse and knickers, the white garment still buttoned but clearly struggling against the immense, heavy swells of her chest. She turned with a bright smile and immediately crossed the small space to give Sophie a warm pat on the bum, her hand lingering fondly on the curve beneath the cream flippy skirt.

“Miss Whitfield! Perfect timing. We were just talking about how helpful your tutoring session was yesterday.”

Sophie returned the gesture with an affectionate pat on Harriet’s rear, feeling the smooth, rounded cheek through the thin fabric of her knickers. “Glad to hear it. Everything all right in here?”

The other two girls — one a curvy brunette named Emily and the other a lively shemale called Lucy — waved from their beds. Emily was unhooking her massive brassiere, the sturdy white satin contraption giving a audible sigh of relief as the wide straps slid down her shoulders. Her enormous, quivering chest orbs tumbled free, jiggling heavily with the motion, two vast, pillow-like swells that bounced and settled against her ribcage. The brassiere itself was a marvel of support, its multiple rows of hooks and reinforced cups still warm from a full day of containing such abundance.

Lucy, the shemale, had already slipped out of her day skirt and was stepping into a pair of soft lilac night knickers. As she bent to pull them up her smooth thighs, her short flippy skirt — now discarded on the bed — was no longer there to hide anything. Her thick cock hung semi-soft against one thigh, but it was her massive balls that drew the eye most strongly: two heavy, pendulous orbs dangling low between her legs, each one plump and full, swaying gently as she adjusted the satin fabric. The night knickers stretched immediately to accommodate the generous sack, the silky material pulling taut over the weighty testicles.

“These things are such a handful at night,” Lucy said with a light laugh, giving her own bum a quick pat before turning to offer one to Sophie. “They swing about so much when I’m trying to get comfortable. My boyfriend complained again last weekend after I let him see the full set. Said his own little prick and balls felt pathetic next to what I’ve got swinging under my skirt every day.”

Harriet nodded as she finally freed herself from her blouse, her own colossal chest swells bouncing freely now that the brassiere was off. She gave Lucy’s bum an affectionate smack. “Mine did the same. We went for a drive and I bent over to pick something up from the footwell. My skirt rode right up and he got a proper look at the sort of equipment you shemales carry. He spent the rest of the evening looking rather sorry for himself. His modest little thing just doesn’t compare.”

Sophie moved further into the room, bending to help Emily fold her discarded brassiere. The motion sent her own cream flippy skirt riding up the backs of her thighs, the pleats flipping upward to reveal the smooth curves of her pert bum and the ivory satin knickers stretched tight over her eleven-inch cock. More noticeably, her massive balls hung heavy and low, the enormous orbs dangling warmly in their silky confines, each one large and smooth, shifting with the slight movement.

Emily gave a soft appreciative murmur and reached out to pat Sophie’s exposed cheek. “Look at those lovely heavy bollocks, Miss. No wonder the boys from the village never quite measure up. My boyfriend tried his best on our last date, but after seeing what some of the shemales flash when they bend over, he could barely get it up properly. It’s almost cruel.”

The conversation continued in the same easy, explicit vein as Sophie moved from room to room along the corridor. In the next suite she found Clara Worthington and two friends in the middle of changing. Clara had already removed her day blouse and was reaching behind her back to unfasten her pale pink brassiere. The sturdy garment came away with a soft snap of elastic, releasing her magnificent G-cup swells into the evening air. They jiggled and swayed heavily, two enormous, rounded orbs that settled with a delightful bounce against her chest. The brassiere itself was substantial, its wide straps and reinforced cups bearing the marks of a long day’s work.

Clara turned and bent to place the brassiere on her chair, her short nightdress riding up as she did so. The hem lifted to expose her firm bum and the way her fresh satin night knickers clung to her thick cock while emphasising the heavy, swinging weight of her massive balls beneath. Those colossal testicles dangled low and full, each one plump and warm, brushing lightly against her thighs as she straightened.

“Evening, Miss Whitfield,” Clara said cheerfully, crossing the room to deliver her customary pat on Sophie’s bum. Sophie returned it warmly, her hand cupping the cheek. “We were just saying how lucky we are to have teachers like you and Miss Kensington. It really puts things into perspective when our boyfriends try to compete.”

One of Clara’s roommates, a pretty shemale named Rebecca, was stepping into her own night knickers. She bent low, causing her discarded flippy skirt to no longer hide anything. Her enormous balls swung heavily into view, two generous, low-hanging orbs nestled in soft blue satin, the fabric stretching thin over their impressive size and weight.

Rebecca gave her own rear a quick pat and then reached over to do the same to Sophie. “Mine spent half the weekend apologising after he saw me change after tennis. Kept staring at my bollocks and muttering about how tiny his own set is. Poor chap. He’s sweet, but he simply doesn’t have what we do.”

Sophie spent nearly an hour moving between the rooms, offering gentle guidance on bedtime routines while enjoying the warm, tactile atmosphere. Everywhere she went there were affectionate bum-pats exchanged between the young women — between roommates, between students and their teacher. Skirts and blouses came off with rustling fabric, massive brassieres were unhooked with sighs of relief, and fresh night knickers were pulled on, immediately stretching over thick cocks and especially the heavy, pendulous balls that marked the shemales so distinctly.

In one room a group of three shemales stood together comparing notes, their nightdresses lifted casually to show off their equipment. Heavy balls dangled side by side — all of them large, smooth, and swaying gently — while the girls giggled and pointed out whose boyfriend had looked most crestfallen that week. Sophie bent to adjust a loose bedsheet in the corner, her own short cream skirt riding up fully once again. Her massive balls hung prominently in the ivory satin, the enormous orbs full and warm, drawing another round of soft, admiring comments.

“Yours are particularly lovely, Miss,” one of the girls said, giving Sophie’s bum a gentle pat as she straightened. “So heavy and low. No wonder we all feel a bit sorry for the boys when we go home.”

By the time Sophie reached the end of the corridor, the dormitory had settled into a relaxed, cheerful quiet. She paused at the last door to say goodnight to a final pair of students — one girl whose vast chest orbs were still jiggling freely after removing her brassiere, and one shemale whose night knickers were already stretched tight over a prominent, heavy sack.

Both gave her warm pats on the bum as she turned to leave. “Thank you for checking on us, Miss Whitfield,” the shemale said with a smile. “It always makes the evening nicer when we get to see a proper example of what real endowment looks like. My boyfriend rang earlier and sounded rather small and deflated after I described what I see here every day.”

Sophie made her way back down the staircase feeling flushed and content, her flippy skirt swishing around her thighs with every step. Beneath the cream pleats her own eleven-inch cock rested warmly against her leg while her massive balls shifted pleasantly in their satin knickers, still tingling slightly from all the casual admiration and affectionate touches. Her enormous ivory brassiere continued its reliable work, supporting the immense weight of her K-cup swells as they rose and fell with her breathing.

She reached her own small staff flat, closed the door behind her, and leaned against it for a moment with a happy sigh. The dormitory visit had been everything she had hoped for — warm, tactile, and delightfully cheeky. The rustle of clothing, the creak of overstretched brassieres, the frequent flashes of heavy swinging balls, and the easy laments about inadequate boyfriends all blended into the perfect evening rhythm of St. Titania’s.

Sophie smiled to herself as she began to unbutton her blouse, already looking forward to whatever tomorrow’s duties might bring. Whether in the classroom, the staff room, or the dormitories, life at the college never failed to celebrate the generous, feminine abundance that made every day such a pleasure.




Chapter 6: Breakfast Table Tease

Sophie entered the staff dining room the following morning feeling light and refreshed after a good night’s sleep. The early sunlight streamed through the tall sash windows, catching on the polished silverware and the crisp white tablecloths. The long mahogany table was already set with plates of toast, pots of marmalade, and steaming silver coffee pots. She had chosen a fresh outfit for the day: a soft butter-yellow blouse that clung snugly to her narrow waist before surrendering to the immense, quivering weight of her K-cup swells. Beneath it, her enormous brassiere did its usual heroic work — a robust construction of pale lemon satin with extra-wide straps and multiple sturdy hooks that bit gently into her shoulders while lifting and separating the vast, heavy mammary orbs into two perfect, jiggling hemispheres. Her skirt was another short flippy number, this one in pale grey pleats that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs and swished enticingly with every step.

Olivia was already seated near the head of the table, looking radiant in a tight white blouse and a daringly short navy flippy skirt. Her own magnificent G-cup assets strained the blouse delightfully, the outline of her sturdy white brassiere clearly visible where the fabric pulled tight. Mrs. Pembroke and Mrs. Voss occupied the far end, both matrons dressed in their usual elegant style — Mrs. Pembroke in a cream pencil skirt that hugged her generous hips, and Mrs. Voss in a soft pink blouse whose buttons fought valiantly against her tremendous chest swells. Miss Amelia Harrington arrived just behind Sophie, wearing a pale blue sweater that did nothing to hide the pillow-soft abundance of her own enormous orbs and a short pleated tennis skirt that fluttered around her legs.

“Good morning, everyone,” Sophie said brightly as she took her seat beside Olivia.

The response was immediate and tactile. Olivia turned and gave her a warm pat on the bum, her palm cupping the cheek through the grey pleats with easy affection. Mrs. Pembroke and Mrs. Voss both leaned across to deliver their own welcoming pats, while Amelia reached over from the other side to give Sophie’s rear a friendly smack as she settled in.

“Sleep well after your dormitory rounds, dear?” Mrs. Pembroke asked with a knowing smile, passing the toast rack.

“Very well, thank you,” Sophie replied, reaching for a slice of toast. As she stretched across the table, her short flippy skirt rode up the backs of her thighs. The pleats lifted just enough to flash the smooth curve of her bum and the way her fresh cream satin knickers stretched over her eleven-inch cock while emphasising the heavy, low-hanging weight of her massive balls. Those enormous testicles dangled warmly between her thighs, each one plump and full, swaying gently with the motion.

Mrs. Voss gave a soft, appreciative sigh. “My word, Sophie. Those lovely heavy bollocks of yours are quite the sight first thing in the morning. They reminded me all over again of the disappointing conversation I had with my husband last night. I mentioned how comforting it is to see proper feminine endowment around the college, and he went rather quiet. His little prick and modest set simply don’t compare to what you girls carry so effortlessly.”

Olivia laughed lightly and leaned forward to pour herself more coffee. The movement caused her own short navy flippy skirt to ride straight up, revealing her smooth thighs and the black satin knickers that clung tightly to her thick cock and, far more prominently, the colossal pair of balls hanging beneath. Those massive bollocks swung heavily, each one smooth and generous, brushing against her inner thighs as she straightened again.

“My fiancé did much the same when I got home,” Olivia said, giving her own bum a quick pat before passing the marmalade to Amelia. “After I described the dormitory visit and all the lovely heavy sacks on display when the girls were changing, he looked positively crestfallen. He tried his best later, but his modest equipment felt rather inadequate next to the mental image of all those swinging balls.”

Amelia, never shy, stood up briefly to reach for the butter dish at the centre of the table. Her short pleated skirt flipped upward completely for a moment, exposing the full rounded cheeks of her bum and the sheer white satin knickers stretched taut over her own substantial male package. The heavy, pendulous weight of her massive balls was especially noticeable, dangling low and full, each one plump and warm-looking as they swayed with her stretch.

“Mine rang me this morning,” Amelia added with a playful shrug as she sat back down. “I told him about Sophie’s check on the dorms and how the shemales there were all flashing such impressive sets when they bent over. He went silent for a good thirty seconds. Poor darling — his little prick is sweet, but it’s nothing compared to these lovely heavy bollocks we get to admire every day.”

The conversation flowed easily around the breakfast table, growing cheekier with every passing minute. Mrs. Pembroke bent low to refill the coffee pot, her pencil skirt tightening across her generous rear and riding up just enough to show the smooth curves beneath. As a woman she had no male equipment, but the motion still drew fond pats from the others on her ample bum.

“One does start to feel rather sorry for them,” Mrs. Pembroke remarked, giving Olivia’s thigh an affectionate squeeze under the table. “My own dear husband spent half the night trying to prove himself after I casually mentioned the sort of thing Sophie and Olivia carry under their skirts. He’s perfectly adequate for everyday affection, but when one has seen those magnificent swinging bollocks up close… well, it rather puts things into perspective.”

Sophie felt a pleasant warmth building between her legs. She reached for the strawberry jam, deliberately leaning further than necessary. Her grey flippy skirt rode higher this time, the pleats flipping up to fully reveal the heavy, dangling weight of her massive balls nestled in cream satin. The enormous orbs hung low and full, each one smooth and inviting, their impressive size and weight making Mrs. Voss fan herself lightly with a napkin.

“Goodness, Sophie,” Mrs. Voss murmured, her own vast chest orbs rising and falling rapidly inside her straining pink blouse and brassiere. “Those bollocks look even more magnificent in the morning light. My husband would be utterly humiliated if he ever saw a pair like that swinging so proudly. He does try, bless him, but his modest little set rattles around like nothing compared to what you shemales bring to the table.”

Olivia and Amelia exchanged a mischievous glance. Olivia stood first, casually lifting the front of her short navy pleats and tugging her black satin knickers to one side. Her thick cock thickened visibly in the warm air, but it was her massive balls that stole the show — two heavy, pendulous orbs hanging low between her thighs, each one plump and smooth, swaying gently with a delightful weight.

“Not to be outdone,” Amelia said, rising beside her. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her short skirt and lifted it high, revealing her own enormous bollocks dangling heavily in white satin. The colossal testicles swung side by side with Olivia’s, both sets full and warm, drawing soft murmurs of appreciation from the two matrons.

Sophie joined them without hesitation, pushing her chair back and lifting her grey flippy skirt. She yanked her cream satin knickers aside, letting her eleven-inch cock spring partially free while fully displaying her own massive balls. The enormous orbs dangled prominently, each one large and heavy, their smooth skin catching the morning light as they hung low and full.

The three shemales stood together for a long moment beside the breakfast table, skirts held high, their heavy swinging bollocks on proud display. Mrs. Pembroke and Mrs. Voss leaned forward with delighted expressions, occasionally reaching out to deliver affectionate pats on the exposed rears.

“Marvelous,” Mrs. Pembroke said warmly, giving Sophie’s bum a gentle smack. “So full and low-hanging. My husband’s entire equipment would look positively tiny next to any one of those lovely sets.”

Mrs. Voss nodded vigorously, her tremendous chest swells jiggling inside her blouse. “Indeed. After a sight like this over breakfast, one does tend to lament the state of things at home even more. My dear husband is a sweetheart, but he simply cannot compete with the generous, heavy bollocks you girls carry so naturally under your skirts.”

The playful display lasted only a minute or two before everyone lowered their skirts and returned to their seats with laughter and another round of bum-pats. Toast was buttered, coffee was sipped, and the conversation continued in the same light, explicit spirit — more stories of boyfriends and husbands looking inadequate, more casual admiration of the superior endowment on display at St. Titania’s.

By the time breakfast drew to a close, Sophie felt flushed and pleasantly aroused, her own heavy balls resting warmly once more in their satin cradle while her immense lemon brassiere supported the weight of her vast chest orbs. Olivia linked arms with her as they left the dining room, giving her bum one final affectionate pat in the doorway.

“Another lovely start to the day,” Olivia murmured. “Ready for lessons?”

Sophie smiled, her grey flippy skirt swishing as they walked down the corridor. “Absolutely. Though I suspect I’ll be thinking about that breakfast table for the rest of the morning.”

The two young shemales made their way toward the classrooms, the cheerful atmosphere of the college wrapping around them like a favourite embrace. Skirts fluttered, brassieres creaked softly under generous curves, and the promise of more tactile, cheeky moments lay ahead in every corridor and classroom of St. Titania’s.




Chapter 7: Unexpected Matron Visit

Sophie had just finished marking the last of the morning’s essays when a firm knock sounded on the classroom door. She looked up from her desk to see Mrs. Harriet Voss sweep in, the matron’s curvaceous figure filling the doorway with effortless authority. At forty-four, Mrs. Voss was a strikingly attractive shemale whose feminine allure had only deepened with maturity. Her tremendous, heavy chest orbs strained the front of her tailored emerald green blouse to the point of open rebellion, the fabric stretched drum-tight over the industrial-strength brassiere beneath — a colossal garment of deep forest satin with ultra-wide straps and triple-reinforced hooks that dug visibly into her shoulders while cradling each massive, swaying mammary globe like a pair of overfilled satin pillows.

Her skirt today was a snug pencil style in charcoal, hugging her wide hips and the generous swell of her rear, though the hem had already begun to ride up from her walk down the corridor. Beneath it, as Sophie well knew from previous glimpses, nestled a thick, impressive cock and — most notably — an exceptionally heavy pair of low-hanging balls that always seemed to command attention whenever she moved.

“Miss Whitfield, I hope I’m not interrupting,” Mrs. Voss said warmly, closing the door behind her with a soft click. She crossed the room and, without hesitation, gave Sophie a lingering pat on the bum, her palm cupping the firm cheek through the grey flippy skirt and squeezing gently. “I heard you handled the poetry lesson beautifully. Thought I’d pop in for a little chat.”

Sophie stood to greet her, returning the pat with equal affection, her hand lingering on the matron’s generous rear. “Not at all, Mrs. Voss. Please, sit down.”

They settled on the edge of the large teacher’s desk, facing each other. Mrs. Voss crossed her legs, causing her pencil skirt to ride higher up her smooth thighs. As she leaned forward to examine one of the marked essays, the motion pulled her blouse even tighter, making her enormous brassiere creak audibly under the weight of those vast, jiggling chest swells.

“I must say,” Mrs. Voss began, her voice dropping into a confiding tone, “after hearing about that delightful breakfast display this morning, I’ve been quite distracted. My husband rang at lunch, poor dear, asking when I’d be home. I told him not to rush — after seeing the way you and Olivia and Amelia carry those magnificent heavy bollocks under your skirts, his little prick feels more inadequate than ever. He tries, bless him, but he simply cannot compare.”

Sophie felt a familiar throb between her thighs. She shifted on the desk, her own short flippy skirt riding up to flash the creamy satin knickers stretched over her eleven-inch cock and the massive, pendulous balls beneath. “It must be difficult for them,” she murmured, reaching out to give Mrs. Voss’s thigh a sympathetic pat that drifted higher.

The matron’s eyes darkened with unmistakable hunger. She placed her hand over Sophie’s and guided it further up under her pencil skirt until Sophie’s fingers brushed the thick, semi-hard length of Mrs. Voss’s cock and the even heavier, warm weight of her colossal balls. “It is, my dear. Which is why I find myself needing proper relief from time to time… from someone who understands.”

The air between them thickened. Mrs. Voss stood and pulled Sophie up with her, their enormous chest swells pressing together in a soft, pillowy collision. Sophie’s hands rose instinctively to worship those massive orbs, squeezing and lifting them through the emerald blouse, feeling the sturdy brassiere beneath strain as she kneaded the heavy, yielding flesh.

“God, your tits are incredible,” Sophie breathed, unbuttoning the matron’s blouse with eager fingers. The garment fell open to reveal the monumental satin brassiere, its cups overflowing with soft, creamy flesh. Sophie buried her face between the deep, warm valley, kissing and licking the exposed skin while Mrs. Voss moaned softly and reached behind to unhook the massive garment. The brassiere gave way with a series of loud snaps, and her colossal chest orbs spilled free — two enormous, heavy, slightly pendulous swells capped with thick, stiff nipples that Sophie immediately latched onto, sucking and tonguing them with hungry reverence.

Mrs. Voss cradled Sophie’s head against her chest, sighing with pleasure. “That’s it, darling… worship them properly. My husband never spends nearly enough time on these.”

Sophie spent long minutes lavishing attention on those magnificent tits, squeezing them together, sucking the fat nipples, burying her face so deeply she could barely breathe. Mrs. Voss eventually guided her back onto the desk, then climbed up to straddle her. She freed Sophie’s own enormous K-cup swells from their lemon brassiere, letting the vast, firm orbs bounce heavily into view. The two sets of colossal breasts pressed and rubbed together as they kissed deeply, nipples dragging against nipples.

Mrs. Voss slid lower, tugging Sophie’s flippy skirt up around her waist and yanking the cream satin knickers down. Sophie’s eleven-inch cock sprang free, thick and throbbing, with her massive balls hanging heavily beneath. The matron licked her lips.

“What a gorgeous prick… and these bollocks — so heavy and full.” She cupped them reverently, weighing the enormous orbs in her palms before leaning down to suck one into her mouth, then the other, lavishing them with wet, sloppy attention while stroking Sophie’s thick shaft. Sophie moaned, hips bucking gently as Mrs. Voss took the head of her cock into her warm mouth, sucking deeply and bobbing with practised skill, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside while her hands continued to massage those heavy, churning balls.

After several long, luxurious minutes of expert sucking that left Sophie’s cock glistening and twitching, Mrs. Voss rose and turned around, presenting her generous rear. She hiked up her pencil skirt and pulled her own satin knickers aside, revealing her thick, hard cock pointing downward and, beneath it, the truly colossal pair of balls that dangled almost obscenely low — each one larger than a hen’s egg, smooth and warm.

“Fuck me, Sophie,” she purred, bending over the desk and reaching back to spread her cheeks. “I need that big young cock in my arse.”

Sophie stood behind her, rubbing her slick cockhead up and down the matron’s tight hole before pushing in slowly. Mrs. Voss groaned in deep satisfaction as inch after thick inch sank into her, until Sophie’s heavy balls pressed firmly against the older shemale’s even larger ones. Sophie began to thrust, building a steady rhythm, her own massive chest orbs bouncing heavily against her ribcage while she reached around to fondle Mrs. Voss’s enormous hanging tits.

The fucking grew harder and deeper, skin slapping against skin, the heavy balls of both women swinging and colliding with every thrust. Mrs. Voss pushed back eagerly, moaning encouragement: “Harder, darling — fill me properly. My husband could never reach where you are right now.”

Sophie obliged, pounding the matron’s arse with long, powerful strokes while reaching down to stroke Mrs. Voss’s thick cock in time. The older woman came first, crying out as thick ropes of cum splattered across the desk, her massive balls contracting visibly. The clenching of her arse around Sophie’s cock pushed the younger shemale over the edge moments later. Sophie buried herself to the hilt and unloaded deep inside, pulse after heavy pulse, her own enormous bollocks tightening and pumping until she was spent.

They stayed locked together for several minutes, breathing hard, before Sophie slowly withdrew. Mrs. Voss turned, pulled her close, and they shared a long, tender kiss, their enormous bare tits pressed together and cum leaking down the matron’s thighs.

“That was exactly what I needed,” Mrs. Voss murmured, giving Sophie’s bum a final affectionate squeeze. “We really must do this again soon, my dear. A proper, long afternoon next time.”

Sophie smiled, flushed and satisfied, as they helped each other straighten their clothing — tucking away thick cocks, adjusting massive brassieres, and smoothing down skirts. Mrs. Voss gave her one last lingering pat on the rear before slipping out of the classroom with a wink.

Sophie sat back at her desk, feeling the pleasant ache in her body and the warm trickle of satisfaction between her legs. The rest of the day stretched ahead, but after an unexpected visit like that, she knew every lesson would feel just a little more exciting.




Chapter 8: The Raunchy Costume Ball

The grand hall of St. Titania’s College glowed with candlelight and laughter as the annual Historical Fancy Dress Evening got underway. The event was always a highlight of the term — a chance for staff and students alike to celebrate the college’s proud tradition of generous femininity with costumes that left very little to the imagination. Sophie adjusted the laces of her outfit one last time before entering. She had chosen the role of a saucy orange-seller, and the costume was positively wicked: a snowy white peasant blouse cut dangerously low and loose, barely containing her immense, quivering K-cup swells. The thin fabric strained over her enormous brassiere — a specially reinforced cream satin number with wide straps and industrial hooks that lifted her colossal chest orbs into two overflowing, jiggling mounds that threatened to spill out with every breath. A short, flippy red skirt completed the look, its pleats so brief they barely covered the tops of her thighs and swished teasingly with every step.

The hall was already full of similarly cheeky costumes. Olivia had come as a flirty milkmaid, her tight bodice pushing her magnificent G-cup assets up and together while her short blue flippy skirt showed off plenty of smooth leg. Several students milled about in various states of historical undress, their enormous chests spilling from low-cut gowns and their short skirts ready to misbehave at the slightest movement.

Sophie had barely taken three steps inside when Olivia appeared at her side and delivered a warm, lingering pat on her bum. “Well, hello there, my juicy little orange-seller,” Olivia purred, her hand squeezing the firm cheek through the thin red pleats. “Those oranges look positively ripe this evening.”

Sophie laughed and returned the pat, cupping Olivia’s rear fondly. “And you, Miss Milkmaid — I bet those jugs of yours are full to bursting.”

They hadn’t been circulating long before two of Sophie’s favourite students joined them: Clara Worthington dressed as a cheeky tavern wench with an almost scandalously low blouse, and Rebecca as a saucy lady’s maid whose black-and-white costume did nothing to hide her heavy assets or the prominent bulge beneath her short flippy skirt.

The four of them moved through the crowd together, exchanging affectionate bum-pats and cheeky comments as skirts flipped and enormous brassieres creaked under the strain of constant movement. After half an hour of dancing and innuendo, Olivia leaned in close to Sophie’s ear.

“Fancy slipping away for a little… private orange tasting?” she whispered with a wicked grin.

The four of them discreetly made their way through a side door into one of the smaller antechambers, locking it behind them. The moment the door clicked shut, the mood turned heated. Clara pushed Sophie gently against the wall and buried her face between the younger teacher’s colossal chest orbs, kissing and licking the deep, warm valley while her hands squeezed the overflowing flesh through the thin blouse.

“God, Miss Whitfield, these massive tits of yours are incredible,” Clara moaned, tugging the laces open. Sophie’s enormous brassiere came into view, and Clara eagerly unhooked the front clasp. The huge, heavy orbs spilled free, bouncing heavily. Clara and Rebecca immediately latched onto her thick nipples, sucking and tonguing them greedily while Olivia dropped to her knees and yanked Sophie’s short red flippy skirt up around her waist.

Olivia pulled Sophie’s cream satin knickers down, freeing the thick eleven-inch cock and the massive, low-hanging balls beneath. “Mmm, look at these lovely heavy bollocks,” she murmured before leaning in and sucking one plump orb into her mouth, then the other, lavishing them with wet, sloppy attention. Her tongue traced every inch of the smooth, heavy sack while her hands stroked Sophie’s rapidly hardening shaft.

Sophie moaned, one hand tangled in Clara’s hair as the student continued worshipping her tits. The pleasure was overwhelming. Olivia took Sophie’s cock deep into her throat, bobbing eagerly while still gently sucking and massaging those enormous balls. Rebecca and Clara eventually switched places, taking turns sucking Sophie’s nipples and pressing their own massive chests against her.

They moved to a wide chaise lounge in the corner. Sophie lay back as the three others stripped off the tops of their costumes. Six enormous, jiggling breasts surrounded her — heavy, soft, and perfectly suckable. The girls took turns tit-fucking her throbbing cock, squeezing their colossal chests together around the thick shaft while Sophie thrust upwards between the warm, pillowy flesh. First Olivia, then Clara, then Rebecca — each set of massive tits different in weight and softness, but all equally eager to please.

“Fuck, your cock feels so good between my tits,” Clara gasped, her heavy balls swinging beneath her flipped-up skirt as she worked her chest up and down Sophie’s shaft.

Sophie couldn’t hold back any longer. She pulled Olivia onto the chaise, flipped up her milkmaid skirt, and yanked her knickers aside. Olivia’s thick cock sprang free, but Sophie focused on the older shemale’s tight arse. She pushed in slowly, savouring the tight heat as Olivia moaned loudly. Sophie began thrusting deeply, her own massive balls slapping rhythmically against Olivia’s even heavier sack with every stroke.

Clara and Rebecca knelt on either side, feeding their cocks into Olivia’s mouth in turn while Sophie pounded her arse. The room filled with the wet sounds of flesh, moans, and the occasional giggle as someone’s skirt flipped up at an awkward angle.

Sophie pulled out and switched positions, bending Clara over the back of the chaise. She drove her eleven-inch cock deep into Clara’s arse in one smooth thrust, making the student cry out in pleasure. Rebecca slid underneath Clara in a sixty-nine position, sucking her cock while Sophie fucked her from behind, their heavy balls constantly colliding. Olivia stood beside them, offering her cock to Sophie’s mouth so the young teacher could suck her while continuing to thrust.

The pace grew frantic. Sophie fucked each of them in turn — long, deep strokes into tight arses while hands roamed over enormous bouncing tits and heavy swinging balls. They finished in a sweaty, sticky pile. Sophie thrust hard into Rebecca’s arse and came with a deep groan, pumping thick ropes of cum deep inside her. The others followed quickly, covering Sophie’s massive tits and face with warm spurts while their own heavy balls tightened and emptied.

They collapsed together, laughing breathlessly, exchanging lazy bum-pats and soft kisses as they tried to straighten their ruined costumes. Cum glistened on enormous breasts and dripped down thighs. Skirts were hopelessly rumpled, brassieres hanging loose, and satin knickers stretched and stained.

“Well,” Olivia said with a cheeky grin, giving Sophie’s bum a final affectionate squeeze, “that was quite the historical re-enactment.”

Sophie laughed, wiping a streak of cum from her cleavage. “Best part of the ball, if you ask me.”

The four of them helped each other tidy up as best they could, tucking away spent cocks, re-hooking straining brassieres, and smoothing down flippy skirts. They slipped back into the main hall one by one, flushed, glowing, and still exchanging knowing glances across the room for the rest of the night.

Sophie adjusted her orange-seller blouse, feeling the pleasant ache in her body and the warm trickle between her thighs. The raunchy costume ball had more than lived up to its reputation, and she couldn’t wait to see what other delightful mischief the rest of the term would bring.




Chapter 9: The Grand Finale

The raunchy costume ball had barely wound down when Mrs. Pembroke made a wicked announcement from the stage. “Ladies, it seems the evening is far too young to end. All staff and senior students are invited to the private Upper Common Room for… extended refreshments.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she gave her own generous rear a theatrical pat.

Within minutes, the large, luxurious Upper Common Room was packed with twenty of the college’s most beautiful women and shemales. Costumes were already half-discarded. Sophie stood near the centre in her ruined orange-seller outfit, blouse hanging open, her enormous K-cup breasts spilling free from their cream satin brassiere. Olivia pressed against her from behind, milkmaid bodice undone, grinding her thickening cock against Sophie’s flippy red skirt.

The room descended into pure, glorious debauchery.

Mrs. Voss was the first to lose all pretence of dignity. The matronly shemale dropped to her knees in front of Sophie, yanked the young teacher’s skirt up, and swallowed her eleven-inch cock to the root in one greedy motion. Her heavy, pendulous balls swayed beneath her as she bobbed, slurping noisily while her own massive tits bounced freely.

“That’s it, Harriet,” Mrs. Pembroke encouraged, using the matron’s first name for once. “Show our newest teacher how we welcome fresh talent at St. Titania’s.”

Sophie moaned, threading her fingers through Mrs. Voss’s hair as the older shemale deep-throated her with wet, messy enthusiasm. Clara and Rebecca joined on either side, each taking one of Sophie’s massive tits into their mouths, sucking hard on her stiff nipples while their hands roamed over her body. Harriet Langley, the bustiest of the girls, pressed her own enormous bare breasts against Sophie’s back, rubbing them up and down while kissing her neck.

Olivia moved behind Mrs. Voss, flipped up the matron’s skirt, and drove her thick cock straight into the older woman’s arse in one smooth thrust. Mrs. Voss moaned loudly around Sophie’s prick, the vibrations sending shivers through the young teacher.

The room quickly became a sea of writhing bodies. Amelia had two students bent over a sofa, fucking one in the arse while the other sucked her heavy balls. Mrs. Pembroke, the only pure woman among the senior staff, lay back on a chaise lounge with her legs spread, guiding Clara’s face between her thighs while Rebecca tit-fucked her with those massive G-cup breasts.

Sophie pulled out of Mrs. Voss’s mouth with a wet pop and moved to the centre of the room. Someone had dragged several large cushions together to form a makeshift bed. She lay back as five women and shemales descended on her at once.

Harriet and another busty girl smothered Sophie’s face with their colossal tits, smothering her in soft, warm flesh while she licked and sucked hungrily at their thick nipples. Olivia straddled Sophie’s hips and sank down onto her eleven-inch cock, taking every inch into her tight arse with a long, satisfied groan. Her own heavy balls rested against Sophie’s lower belly as she began to ride.

Clara knelt between Sophie’s spread legs and sucked noisily on her massive balls, taking each enormous orb into her mouth in turn while Olivia bounced harder. The wet slapping of flesh filled the air, mixed with moans and breathless giggles.

“God, your cock is so much bigger than my boyfriend’s pathetic little thing,” Olivia gasped, riding Sophie with deep, rolling motions. “These heavy bollocks of yours… they’re perfect.”

Mrs. Voss crawled over and pressed her own monumental tits around Sophie’s face, letting the younger shemale motorboat them while she stroked her thick cock. Sophie reached out blindly and found Rebecca’s arse, sliding two fingers inside her while the student moaned.

The orgy spread and intensified. Mrs. Pembroke was now on all fours, taking Amelia’s cock in her pussy while Clara fucked her mouth. Two students were locked in a passionate sixty-nine nearby, their heavy balls rubbing together as they sucked each other. Everywhere there were enormous breasts bouncing, flippy skirts pushed up around waists, satin knickers discarded, and the constant sound of heavy balls slapping against skin.

Sophie flipped Olivia onto her back and pounded her arse hard, their massive tits squashing together with every thrust. Clara moved behind Sophie and pushed her own thick cock into the young teacher’s tight hole, creating a heated chain. Sophie cried out in pleasure as she was filled from both ends, her own heavy balls tightening.

The room became a symphony of lust. Mrs. Voss was being double-teamed by two students, one in each hole, her enormous breasts swinging wildly. Amelia had Harriet bent over a table, fucking her senseless while the girl moaned about how inadequate her boyfriend was. Everywhere, hands groped massive tits, mouths sucked cocks and balls, and arses were filled again and again.

Sophie pulled out of Olivia and moved through the room, taking each woman and shemale in turn. She fucked Clara hard against the wall, her heavy balls slapping loudly. She let Rebecca ride her face while she fingered the student’s arse. She tit-fucked Mrs. Pembroke’s enormous breasts while the headmistress moaned encouragement. She even took Mrs. Voss again, this time bending the matron over and pounding her while the older shemale’s massive balls swung beneath her like pendulums.

Hours passed in a haze of pleasure. Cum covered breasts, dripped down thighs, and leaked from well-fucked arses. Brassieres lay scattered across the floor like fallen banners. Skirts were bunched uselessly around waists. The air was thick with the scent of sex and satisfied women.

Eventually, the frenzy slowed into a contented, sticky cuddle pile in the centre of the room. Sophie lay on her back, surrounded by warm, soft bodies. Olivia curled against her left side, one heavy breast draped over Sophie’s chest. Mrs. Voss pressed against her right, gently stroking Sophie’s softening cock. Clara and Harriet rested their heads on Sophie’s massive tits, while Rebecca and Amelia spooned nearby.

Mrs. Pembroke, flushed and glowing, raised herself on one elbow and smiled at the beautiful chaos.

“Well, ladies,” she said with a thoroughly satisfied sigh, giving the nearest bum a lazy pat, “I do believe Miss Whitfield has been properly welcomed to St. Titania’s. Shall we make this a monthly tradition?”

A chorus of tired but enthusiastic agreement rose from the pile.

Sophie smiled up at the ceiling, feeling more at home than she ever had in her life. Her body ached deliciously. Her massive breasts rose and fell with deep, contented breaths. Between her legs, her heavy balls rested warmly against Olivia’s thigh.

In this wonderful world where femininity reigned in all its generous, tactile glory, she had found her perfect place. There would be more lessons, more balls-patting, more flipped skirts, and many, many more nights like this.

As the candles burned low and soft kisses were exchanged all around her, Sophie closed her eyes and whispered to herself:

“Long live St. Titania’s.”

Up Skirts, Down Blouses: The Handyman’s Full Service




Chapter One

Jack Turner wiped the morning dew from his boots as he stepped into the grand entrance hall of St. Titania’s College for Young Ladies. At twenty-one, he cut a fine figure in his work shirt and sturdy trousers, the kind of handsome lad whose broad shoulders and easy grin made people look twice. What they noticed next, though, was the heavy bulge pressing insistently against the front of those trousers – an enormous prick and a weighty pair of balls that no amount of fabric could fully tame. He had been the college handyman for less than a fortnight, called in to fix everything from leaky taps to creaky floorboards, and today promised a full docket of repairs.

The hall smelled of beeswax polish and sweet perfume. Sunlight streamed through tall windows, catching on the oak panelling and the rows of silver-framed photographs of past pupils, all of them smiling in their neat uniforms. In this corner of England, the old ways had never faded. Women and shemales alike dressed to accentuate every generous curve, and no one batted an eyelid at the constant swish of short skirts or the way tight blouses fought a daily battle with overflowing bosoms. Jack’s eyes widened as the receptionist rose from behind her desk to greet him.

Miss Emily Carter was twenty-two, blonde, and utterly breathtaking. Her white blouse clung like a second skin to the prodigious, jiggling swells of her chest, each button pulled so taut that the lace edges of her enormous brassiere peeked out with every breath. The garment was a sturdy affair of satin and reinforced wire, clearly strained to its limits by the sheer volume it was asked to contain. Below that, her navy pleated skirt flipped and flounced around her thighs, barely covering the lacy tops of her stockings. She leaned forward to offer her hand, and the movement made her blouse gape just enough to reveal the deep valley between those heaving, pillowy mounds.

“Morning, Mr Turner,” she said, her voice warm and honeyed. “I’m Emily. Headmistress is in her office, but I can take you through the list of jobs first if you like.” As she spoke she turned to the side and bent at the waist to retrieve a clipboard from the lower shelf of her desk. The motion was deliberate, slow, and utterly unnecessary. Her skirt rode straight up, flashing smooth thighs and a pair of delicate white knickers stretched snugly over the rounded cheeks of her bum. Jack swallowed hard, feeling his own massive prick give a lazy throb inside his trousers.

“Much obliged,” he managed.

Emily straightened, but not before giving her hips a little shimmy that set her skirt fluttering again. She handed him the clipboard, letting her fingers brush his. “Anything you need, just ask. I’m very good at… assisting.” Her gaze dropped pointedly to the thick outline in his trousers before she smiled sweetly and led the way down the corridor.

They had not gone far when a tall, statuesque figure emerged from the staff room. Mrs Margaret Hudson, the headmistress, was a striking matron in her mid-forties with chestnut hair pinned in an elegant chignon. Her charcoal pencil skirt hugged generous hips and stopped just above the knee, while her cream blouse did heroic work containing a pair of colossal sized breasts that threatened to spill over the top with every step. The outline of her brassiere was unmistakable – a heavy-duty contraption of black satin and wide straps that dug gently into the soft flesh at her shoulders. She was a shemale, as were several of the senior staff, and the front of her skirt showed the faintest hint of the thick bulge she carried beneath.

“Mr Turner,” she said, extending a manicured hand. “Welcome aboard. We’re so glad to have a strong pair of hands about the place.” Her eyes sparkled as she took him in, lingering on his chest, then lower. Without warning she reached out and gave the passing Emily a firm pat on the bum, the slap loud enough to echo. Emily squeaked happily and wiggled away down the corridor. “You’ll find the girls here very… appreciative of good maintenance,” the headmistress added with a wink.

Jack’s ears burned, but he kept his smile polite. “Happy to help, ma’am.”

Mrs Hudson’s office was all dark wood and velvet upholstery. She closed the door behind them and perched on the edge of her desk, crossing her legs so that the hem of her skirt rode high. “First job’s in the upper common room – the light fitting above the fireplace has come loose. Some of the girls were practising their curtseys a little too enthusiastically yesterday.” She laughed, a rich, throaty sound, and leaned back on her hands. The movement thrust her monumental chest forward, the brassiere straps creaking faintly under the strain. “Do be careful up the ladder, Mr Turner. Wouldn’t want anything to… get in the way.”

She stood, smoothing her skirt, then turned and bent to retrieve a key from the bottom drawer. The fabric pulled tight across her backside before riding up completely, revealing the full curve of her arse and the black satin knickers beneath. Those knickers were stretched obscenely over a thick, semi-hard cock and, more prominently, a pair of massive, heavy balls that swung low and full between her thighs. The smooth, hairless skin of the sac looked taut and inviting. She lingered in the position a heartbeat longer than necessary, then straightened with a satisfied sigh.

“Off you go,” she murmured, pressing the key into his palm and letting her fingers trail along his wrist. “Do pop back if you need anything. Anything at all.”

Jack made his escape before his trousers became any tighter. The upper common room was bright and airy, lined with sofas and low tables where a handful of students were taking their morning break. Every one of them was a vision of youthful perfection, their uniforms identical to Emily’s but somehow even more revealing on their fresh figures. Blouses strained, skirts flipped, and the air hummed with giggles and the faint rustle of stockings.

Miss Chloe Evans, an eighteen-year-old brunette with wide green eyes, spotted him first. “Ooh, the new handyman!” She hopped up from her chair, her short flippy skirt swirling around her hips. “The light’s been flickering something awful. Let me help you with the ladder.” She dragged the wooden stepladder over herself, bending low to position it. Her skirt flipped straight up, showing off lacy pink knickers and the smooth cleft of her bum. Jack caught a glimpse of the damp patch already forming at the crotch before she straightened, cheeks flushed.

Another girl, Miss Hannah Price, was a shemale of the same age, slender and feminine with golden curls that bounced on her shoulders. Her blouse was a size too small on purpose, the buttons fighting a losing battle against the spectacularly endowed chest beneath. She sauntered over, hips swaying. “I’ll steady the ladder for you, sir,” she offered, voice soft. As Jack climbed, she positioned herself directly below, looking up with wide, innocent eyes. When he reached for the fitting, she “accidentally” dropped her pencil. Down she bent, skirt riding high. The motion exposed the full weight of her enormous balls, two heavy, smooth orbs nestled in sheer white satin knickers that were stretched thin over the thick root of her cock. The balls swayed gently, full and pendulous, the fabric outlining every ridge and vein of the sac. Her cock itself lay half-hard along one thigh, but it was those massive balls that dominated the view.

“Clumsy me,” Hannah whispered, glancing up at the growing bulge in Jack’s trousers. “My boyfriend tries ever so hard, but his little prick is nothing like what I’m seeing right now. Poor thing can barely fill a thimble after a night with me.” She licked her lips, eyes sparkling with mischief.

Jack’s hands trembled on the fitting as he tightened the screws. His own enormous prick was now fully hard, the thick shaft straining visibly down the leg of his trousers, the heavy balls churning with need. He climbed down carefully, only to find Chloe waiting with a duster. “Dust on the mantelpiece,” she announced, stretching up on tiptoes so that her blouse rode up and her skirt flipped again. The movement pressed her breasts against his arm, soft and warm and impossibly full.

Before he could step away, Hannah slipped behind him and gave his bum a quick, playful pat. “Firm,” she murmured approvingly. “Very firm.”

The door opened and Miss Rebecca Hayes swept in – a young shemale teacher in her late twenties, with auburn hair and a figure that made the students look almost modest. Her tight sweater clung to the immense, quivering orbs of her chest, the outline of an industrial-strength brassiere clearly visible through the wool. Her knee-length skirt was tailored to within an inch of decency, the fabric smooth over her hips. “Girls, back to your seats,” she said, though her tone was amused rather than stern. She turned to Jack. “Mr Turner, I believe the radiator in the music room is knocking again. Would you mind?”

Jack followed her down the corridor, trying to ignore the way her hips rolled and the faint outline of her cock shifting beneath the skirt. Rebecca closed the music-room door behind them with a soft click. “It’s just over here,” she said, leading him to the far wall. Then, quite deliberately, she bent forward over the piano stool to point at the valve. Her skirt rode all the way up. The black satin knickers she wore were stretched to bursting over her thick cock, but it was the colossal pair of balls hanging beneath that stole the show – two heavy, swinging globes, smooth and hairless, the sac so full it strained the fabric into a tight pouch. They dangled invitingly, each one easily the size of a large plum.

“See the problem?” she asked, voice husky. She reached back and patted her own bum, then looked over her shoulder at the tent in his trousers. “My boyfriend’s waiting in the staff car park, but after one look at that bulge of yours I doubt I’ll let him anywhere near me tonight. His pathetic little thing couldn’t satisfy a mouse.” She straightened, turned, and without ceremony yanked her skirt up to her waist. The motion revealed her massive, semi-erect cock springing free, thick and veined, with those enormous balls hanging low beneath. “Help a girl out, Mr Turner?”

Jack’s restraint snapped. He stepped forward, hands sliding up her thighs to cup the heavy weight of her balls. They were warm and solid, filling his palms completely. Rebecca moaned, her own hands working his zip. His enormous prick sprang out, thicker and longer than hers, the head already glistening. She dropped to her knees on the carpet, mouth open, and took him deep in one smooth motion. Her lips stretched wide around his girth while her fingers rolled his heavy balls, weighing them, admiring them.

“God, you’re huge,” she gasped between strokes, saliva shining on her chin. “My boyfriend’s cock looks like a cocktail sausage next to this.” She sucked harder, one hand pumping the base while the other fondled her own massive balls, squeezing them in time with her bobbing head.

Jack groaned, fingers tangling in her auburn hair. He thrust gently, feeling her throat relax around him. After a few minutes she stood, turned, and bent over the piano again, skirt flipped up, knickers pulled aside. “Fuck me,” she begged. “Right here.”

He pressed the fat head of his prick against her tight arsehole and pushed in slowly, savouring the heat. Rebecca’s massive balls swung beneath her as he bottomed out, slapping softly against her thighs with every thrust. She reached back to spread her cheeks wider, moaning loudly enough that anyone passing in the corridor might have heard. Jack gripped her hips and drove into her, the wet sounds of their joining filling the music room. Her cock, now fully hard, bobbed untouched beneath her, leaking onto the floor.

“Yes – harder,” she panted. “Show me what a real man feels like.” Her own balls tightened, drawing up as she neared the edge. Jack reached around and stroked her thick shaft, feeling it pulse. She came first, crying out as thick ropes of cum splattered the piano leg, her arse clenching around him. The sensation tipped Jack over; he buried himself deep and unloaded, flooding her with pulse after pulse of hot seed until it leaked out around his shaft and dripped down onto her swinging balls.

They stayed locked together for a long minute, breathing hard. Rebecca finally straightened, smoothing her skirt down over the mess. She turned and kissed him soundly. “Best maintenance this college has ever had,” she whispered. “Come find me after lunch if you fancy round two. My boyfriend can wait in the car a little longer.”

Jack tucked himself away, still half-hard and glistening, and picked up his toolbox. The day was only just beginning, and already the corridors seemed to hum with possibility. As he stepped back into the hallway, another student hurried past – a pretty shemale with raven hair whose flippy skirt caught the breeze and flashed a glimpse of yet another pair of overstuffed knickers cradling an impressive set of balls. She gave him a wink and a cheeky pat on the bum before disappearing around the corner.

He shook his head, grinning despite himself. St. Titania’s was going to be a very long, very hard job indeed.




Chapter Two The Tennis Court Maintenance

Jack stepped out into the bright afternoon sunshine, toolbox in one hand and a coil of new netting rope slung over his broad shoulder. The college grounds were immaculate, with manicured lawns stretching toward the six grass tennis courts that lay at the far end of the playing fields. His sturdy work trousers were already feeling the strain; the thick outline of his massive prick and heavy balls shifted with every step, drawing more than a few admiring glances from girls passing by on the paths.

Miss Danielle Brooks, the PE mistress, was waiting for him by the gate. She was a striking thirty-year-old shemale with shoulder-length chestnut hair tied back in a sporty ponytail, standing at five foot eight in her white trainers. Her tight white polo shirt was stretched almost to breaking point over a pair of breathtakingly full, rounded breasts that bounced heavily with each movement. The fabric clung to their impressive weight, the thick straps of her reinforced sports brassiere clearly visible underneath, digging softly into her smooth shoulders. Below, her pleated tennis skirt was the regulation length for staff – short enough to flip up at the slightest breeze – and it barely covered the tops of her strong, shapely thighs.

“Mr Turner, thank goodness,” she called, waving him over with a bright smile. “The net posts have been wobbling for days, and the gate latch is completely seized. The girls can hardly play properly.” As she spoke she turned to demonstrate, bending forward at the waist to rattle the nearest post. Her short skirt rode straight up, flashing a pair of crisp white athletic knickers stretched tight over her generous backside. The thin fabric cupped two enormous, smooth balls that hung low and heavy between her thighs, swaying gently in the open air. The outline of her thick cock lay tucked to one side, but those weighty bollocks dominated the view, full and pendulous.

Jack’s mouth went dry. “I’ll sort it, Miss Brooks.”

“Please, call me Danielle,” she purred, straightening up and giving her skirt a half-hearted tug that did nothing to hide the prominent bulge now forming at the front. “The girls are just finishing their matches. Try not to get too distracted.”

The courts were alive with activity. A dozen students in their sports uniforms darted about, their tiny pleated skirts swirling and flipping with every serve and volley. Tight white polo shirts clung to their spectacularly endowed chests, the buttons straining over deep, jiggling cleavages. Most wore no shorts beneath the skirts, and every lunge or bend offered generous flashes of colourful panties and smooth thighs. Several of them were shemales, their skirts doing a poor job of concealing the hefty packages swinging between their legs.

Jack set to work on the first net post, kneeling to tighten the base bolts. Almost immediately a tennis ball sailed past him into the bushes. A pretty blonde girl named Miss Sophie Langton scampered after it, bending low right beside him. Her skirt flipped completely up, revealing lacy blue knickers wedged between plump arse cheeks. She lingered, wiggling slightly as she pretended to search.

“Oops, clumsy me,” she giggled, glancing back at the thick ridge now visibly throbbing down Jack’s trouser leg. “My boyfriend played last weekend and his sad little prick could barely stay hard after two minutes. Nothing like the equipment you’re carrying, sir.”

Before Jack could reply, another ball flew into the undergrowth. This time it was a willowy shemale student, Miss Olivia Hart, with dark wavy hair and a chest that threatened to burst her polo shirt. She bent over even more dramatically than Sophie, her short skirt riding high. Two massive, hairless balls dangled in sheer pink satin knickers, the heavy orbs swinging like ripe fruit as she reached deeper into the bushes. The smooth sac looked impossibly full, stretching the delicate fabric thin.

“Terribly sorry,” Olivia said sweetly, looking over her shoulder. “Do you need a hand with that post? I’m ever so flexible.”

Danielle clapped her hands. “Girls! Let the man work. Though I suppose a demonstration of proper stretching technique wouldn’t hurt.” She sauntered over, hips rolling, and positioned herself beside Jack. “Watch carefully, ladies.” She bent forward into a deep hamstring stretch, legs straight, arse high in the air. Her tennis skirt flipped up completely, and those colossal bollocks hung exposed again, swaying heavily between her thighs. The sight made several of the watching students bite their lips.

Jack’s hands worked faster on the bolts, but his enormous prick was now rock hard, the fat head pressing painfully against his thigh. He stood up to adjust the net height and found Danielle right behind him.

“Let me steady the post for you,” she murmured. As he reached up, she pressed her body against his back, her monumental breasts squashing softly into him. One hand slid down and gave his arse a firm, appreciative pat. “Very solid,” she whispered. “My boyfriend wishes he had half your firmness back there.”

The afternoon wore on with constant interruptions. More balls seemed to find their way into the bushes than stayed on the court. Every time Jack climbed the small stepladder to fix the top of the net posts, at least two girls would position themselves directly underneath, looking up with wide eyes while their skirts fluttered. One particularly bold shemale named Miss Amelia Cross “tripped” while retrieving a ball and landed on all fours, her skirt bunched around her waist. Her enormous balls rested heavily on the grass, the satin knickers pulled so tight they outlined every wrinkle of the smooth, heavy sac.

By the time Jack moved on to the squeaky gate, he was sweating and his trousers were obscenely tented. Danielle noticed immediately.

“Girls, take a water break,” she announced. “Mr Turner, the changing pavilion has a bench if you need to… adjust anything.” She led him inside the small wooden building, closing the door behind them with a decisive click.

The pavilion smelled of fresh grass and feminine sweat. Danielle turned to face him, her cheeks flushed. Without a word she dropped to her knees on the rubber mat, her short skirt riding up around her hips. “I’ve been staring at that bulge all afternoon,” she confessed, unzipping him with eager fingers. Jack’s enormous prick sprang free, thick and veined, the heavy balls hanging low beneath. Danielle’s eyes widened with delight. “Good lord… my boyfriend’s cock looks like a sad little chipolata next to this monster. And his balls? Pathetic walnuts compared to these beauties.”

She leaned in and pressed her face against his sack, inhaling deeply before sucking one heavy ball into her warm mouth. Her tongue swirled lovingly over the smooth skin while her hand stroked his thick shaft. Jack groaned, fingers threading through her ponytail. She alternated between his massive balls, sucking and licking until they glistened with saliva, then took his cock deep into her throat with a hungry moan.

After several minutes of wet, eager sucking, Danielle stood up, turned around, and bent over the wooden bench. She yanked her tennis skirt up to her waist and hooked her knickers aside. “Fuck me, Jack. I need it.” Her thick cock hung hard beneath her, but it was her enormous balls that swung invitingly as she spread her legs. Jack gripped her hips and pushed the fat head of his prick against her tight arsehole. He slid in slowly, savouring the heat, until his own heavy balls pressed against hers.

Danielle moaned loudly, pushing back. “Harder. Show me what a proper fucking feels like.” Jack obliged, thrusting deep and steady, their balls slapping together rhythmically with every stroke. Her own cock bounced beneath her, leaking onto the bench as he pounded her. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the pavilion.

Outside, the door creaked open. Two students – Sophie and Olivia – slipped inside, eyes wide with excitement. “Miss Brooks, we came to see if you needed help,” Sophie said innocently, though her gaze was locked on Jack’s pistoning cock.

Danielle didn’t miss a beat. “Come here, girls. Watch how a real man does it.”

The two students didn’t need telling twice. Sophie dropped to her knees in front of Danielle, taking the teacher’s thick cock into her mouth while Olivia pressed herself against Jack’s side, her own short skirt flipped up. Jack reached down and cupped Olivia’s massive balls through her knickers, feeling their impressive weight as he continued fucking Danielle.

The scene quickly grew heated. Danielle came first with a cry, filling Sophie’s mouth with thick spurts while her arse clenched tightly around Jack. The sensation pushed him over the edge; he buried himself deep and unloaded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into the PE mistress until it overflowed and dripped down onto their swinging balls.

Panting, Danielle straightened up, cum trickling down her thighs. She kissed Jack deeply, then looked at the two students. “Your turn, ladies. Mr Turner still looks ready for more.”

Sophie was first. She bent over the bench beside Danielle, skirt up, presenting her smooth pink pussy. Jack slid into her tight heat while Olivia knelt underneath, licking where they joined and sucking on his heavy balls. Olivia’s own massive cock throbbed untouched, her enormous bollocks resting on the mat.

They rotated positions for the next half hour. Jack fucked Olivia’s tight arse while she sucked Danielle’s cock. Then Sophie rode him reverse cowgirl, her spectacular breasts bouncing wildly as her own little pussy gripped him. Throughout it all, the girls kept up a stream of appreciative comments about his size compared to their boyfriends’ inadequate equipment.

Eventually Jack came again, this time across all three of their heaving chests, painting their deep cleavages white. The women licked each other clean with happy sighs.

Danielle smoothed her skirt down, though nothing could hide the mess. “Excellent maintenance work, Mr Turner,” she said with a wicked grin. “The courts are in much better shape already. I think we’ll need you back here every week for… thorough inspections.”

Jack tucked his still-impressive prick away, the front of his trousers now sporting a large damp patch. As he stepped back outside, the remaining students on the courts gave him knowing smiles and a few more deliberate bends as he passed.

The sun was starting to dip, but Jack knew his day at St. Titania’s was far from over. There were still plenty of creaky doors and loose fittings waiting inside – and plenty more eager women and shemales ready to bend over for the college’s new favourite handyman.




Chapter Three The Dormitory Window Repairs

Jack crossed the quadrangle as the late afternoon sun dipped behind the ivy-covered walls of the main dormitory block. The tall, red-brick building housed most of the students, and today the headmistress had personally requested his services for some sticking sash windows and a few wobbly bed frames. His toolbox felt heavier than usual, or perhaps it was simply the persistent weight of his massive prick and heavy balls shifting inside his work trousers after the exertions of the tennis courts.

Mrs Hudson met him at the entrance, her elegant figure filling the doorway. Her cream blouse remained as tightly buttoned as ever, the industrial-strength brassiere beneath creating deep, soft shelves of cleavage that rose and fell with each breath. Her charcoal skirt hugged her hips snugly.

“Mr Turner, you’re a lifesaver,” she said, resting a hand on his arm. “Some of the upper-floor windows have been jammed since the last storm. And a couple of the girls have complained about creaky beds. Do be thorough.” She turned to lead him upstairs, deliberately bending to pick up a stray piece of paper on the first step. Her skirt rode high, flashing black satin knickers stretched over her full, rounded arse and the heavy hang of her enormous balls beneath.

Jack followed her up, eyes fixed on the sway of her hips until she left him on the second-floor landing with a final pat on his backside. “I’ll be doing my evening rounds later. Shout if you need anything.”

The first room belonged to two second-year students. Jack knocked and entered when a cheerful voice called out.

Miss Poppy Hargrove and her identical twin sister Miss Daisy Hargrove were nineteen-year-old shemales, both breathtakingly feminine with long honey-blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and figures that turned heads everywhere. They stood at five foot seven, wearing the standard evening uniform: crisp white blouses stretched drum-tight over their spectacularly endowed chests and tiny pleated skirts that barely reached mid-thigh. Each wore a massive brassiere of pale pink satin and sturdy lace, the wide straps cutting gently into their shoulders under the strain of their overflowing bosoms.

“Oh, it’s you!” Poppy exclaimed, hopping up from her bed. The movement made her blouse gape and her skirt flip up, revealing sheer white knickers cradling a thick cock and, more noticeably, a pair of colossal smooth balls that jiggled enticingly.

“We’ve been waiting for you,” Daisy added, bending over her desk to “tidy” some books. Her short skirt rode straight up, exposing the full weight of her own massive bollocks swinging low in matching knickers. The heavy, hairless sac looked plump and inviting, each orb easily filling a generous handful.

Jack cleared his throat. “Windows first, ladies.”

He set up his ladder by the large sash window while the twins hovered close. Poppy “helped” by holding the bottom rail, stretching up on tiptoes so her monumental breasts pressed against his arm. The soft, warm flesh overflowed her brassiere cups, threatening to spill out completely. Daisy positioned herself directly beneath the ladder, looking up with wide eyes every time he reached high. Her skirt kept fluttering upward, giving him repeated views of those enormous dangling balls.

“The frame’s swollen with the damp,” Jack muttered, planing the edge. Sweat beaded on his forehead.

“Everything feels swollen today,” Poppy murmured. She reached up to steady the ladder and “accidentally” brushed her hand across the thick bulge in his trousers. “Goodness. My boyfriend tried visiting last weekend. His little prick barely made a dent. Two minutes and he was finished. These, though…” She squeezed the outline of his heavy balls through the fabric.

Daisy giggled and climbed onto her bed on all fours, pretending to adjust the headboard. Her skirt flipped completely onto her back. “Our bed’s so creaky too. Maybe you should test it.”

Jack stepped down, his enormous erection now fully outlined. The twins moved together like a well-rehearsed dance. Poppy dropped to her knees first, unzipping him with eager fingers. His massive prick sprang out, thick and veined, the weighty balls hanging low and full beneath. Both girls gasped in delight.

“Look at the size of those,” Daisy whispered, cupping his sack reverently. “So heavy and smooth. Our boyfriends have sad little raisins compared to these beauties.” She sucked one heavy ball into her warm mouth while Poppy took his cock between her lips, stretching them wide.

The twins worked in perfect sync, licking, sucking, and stroking. Their own thick cocks hardened beneath their skirts, but it was their massive, swinging balls that kept drawing Jack’s hands as he fondled them through the satin.

After several minutes of wet, eager worship, Poppy stood and bent over the edge of the bed, yanking her skirt up and knickers aside. “Fuck me first,” she begged. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.” Jack gripped her hips and pushed inside her tight arse, groaning at the heat. Her enormous balls swung beneath her, slapping against his with every thrust. Daisy knelt on the bed in front of her sister, feeding her own cock into Poppy’s mouth while reaching back to spread her cheeks wider for Jack.

The bed creaked loudly as he pounded Poppy. The room filled with wet sounds and breathy moans. Daisy came first, filling her sister’s mouth with thick spurts. The sight pushed Jack over; he buried himself deep and unloaded, flooding Poppy until cum leaked down her thighs and dripped onto her heavy bollocks.

They weren’t finished. Daisy took her turn next, bent over beside her sister, her own spectacular arse presented. Jack slid into her while Poppy lay underneath, licking his shaft and sucking on his balls as he fucked her twin. The girls kissed each other sloppily, their monumental breasts squashing together, brassiere straps digging deep into soft flesh.

Jack fucked them in turn for nearly forty minutes, rotating positions on the creaky bed. He came again across both their faces and heaving chests, painting their deep cleavages white while they moaned in appreciation.

Finally they collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap. Poppy kissed him softly. “Best window repair ever. Come back anytime our beds get creaky.”

Jack had barely tucked himself away when a knock sounded. Mrs Hudson stepped in, one eyebrow raised at the scene. Cum still glistened on the twins’ chins and the scent of sex hung thick in the air.

“Well,” the headmistress said, closing the door and turning the key. “I see maintenance is proceeding thoroughly.” She sauntered forward, already unbuttoning her blouse. Her enormous brassiere came into view, black satin and steel wires straining heroically. “Girls, make room. Mr Turner still has several more windows on this floor.”

Mrs Hudson bent over the desk, skirt yanked up around her waist. Her massive balls hung low and full, the smooth sac gleaming. Jack didn’t hesitate. He stepped behind her and drove his still-hard cock straight into her welcoming arse. The headmistress moaned deeply, pushing back to meet every thrust. Poppy and Daisy watched eagerly, touching themselves and occasionally leaning in to lick where Jack and Mrs Hudson joined.

“Harder,” Mrs Hudson demanded. “My useless boyfriend could never manage half this.” Her own thick cock bounced beneath her, slapping against the desk as Jack pounded her. The twins took turns sucking her heavy balls while Jack fucked her.

The headmistress came with a long cry, splattering the carpet. Jack followed moments later, pumping another load deep inside her until it overflowed and ran down over her swinging bollocks.

They continued for another half hour. Mrs Hudson rode him on the edge of the bed while the twins took turns sitting on his face, their massive balls resting warmly on his cheeks. Jack lost count of how many times he came, painting breasts, arses, and throats with thick ropes of seed.

Eventually Mrs Hudson smoothed her skirt down, though nothing could hide the mess trickling down her thighs. “Excellent work on the windows, Mr Turner,” she said with a satisfied smile. “The girls’ beds seem much more stable now too. I’ll make sure you’re called back regularly for… ongoing maintenance.”

Jack left the room on slightly shaky legs, his trousers ruined and his enormous prick still half-hard. The corridor stretched ahead with at least a dozen more rooms, each likely containing eager students with sticking windows and creaky beds.

He grinned to himself. St. Titania’s really was the gift that kept on giving.




Chapter Four The Science Lab Equipment Check

Jack made his way across the quadrangle toward the science wing as the afternoon sun warmed the stone buildings of St. Titania’s. His work shirt clung slightly to his muscular chest from the day’s earlier exertions, and his sturdy trousers did nothing to hide the heavy, swinging bulge of his enormous prick and weighty balls. The thick outline shifted with every step, drawing lingering glances from passing students.

Miss Lydia Beaumont was waiting outside the main chemistry laboratory, clipboard in hand. The twenty-five-year-old shemale chemistry teacher was a vision of curvaceous femininity at five foot seven, with glossy chestnut hair pinned up neatly and full lips painted a soft rose. Her white lab coat was tailored shorter than regulation, ending just below the curve of her generous backside, and she wore it unbuttoned over her college blouse. That blouse was a size too small, the fabric stretched taut across a breathtakingly full, heaving bosom that strained every button. Beneath it, her massive brassiere was clearly visible — an engineering marvel of white satin, wide reinforced straps, and industrial underwire that created deep, quivering valleys of soft, pillowy flesh. Her navy pleated skirt flipped playfully around her thighs as she moved.

“Mr Turner, perfect timing,” she said, her voice warm and slightly husky. “We’ve got loose gas taps on three benches, a fume cupboard that won’t seal properly, and half the stools are wobbling. The girls are in the middle of their practical, but I’m sure they won’t mind you working around them.”

She turned and pushed open the double doors. The lab was bright with sunlight streaming through high windows, filled with the chatter of eighteen- and nineteen-year-old students in their uniforms beneath short lab coats. Every girl and shemale was stunning, their monumental chests testing the limits of both blouses and coats. Fabric rustled constantly as they moved between benches.

Jack set his toolbox down and started with the nearest gas taps. He knelt beside a bench where two students were measuring liquids. Miss Ruby Sinclair, a curvaceous brunette, “accidentally” knocked over a beaker of water as he worked. The spill soaked the front of her lab coat and blouse.

“Oh no!” Ruby exclaimed, standing up quickly. She unbuttoned the coat and peeled it off, then started unfastening her blouse. “I can’t work like this. The fabric’s clinging everywhere.” Her enormous brassiere came into view — pale blue satin cups overflowing with soft, jiggling titflesh that wobbled heavily as she dabbed at herself with a cloth. The wide straps dug gently into her shoulders under the immense weight.

Jack’s hands paused on the tap as he watched. His massive prick gave a heavy throb inside his trousers.

A pretty shemale student named Miss Isabella Voss leaned over the bench right beside him to reach for a pipette. Her short lab coat rode up completely, revealing a tiny pleated skirt that had flipped upward. She wore sheer black knickers stretched tight over a thick cock and, more prominently, a pair of colossal smooth balls that hung low and full between her thighs. The heavy orbs swayed gently as she stretched, the satin pouch outlining every curve of the plump sac.

“Need anything from up here, Mr Turner?” Isabella asked innocently, wiggling slightly so her massive balls swung more noticeably.

Lydia moved behind Jack and bent low to point at another loose tap further along the bench. Her own skirt rode high, flashing white satin knickers that cradled two enormous, pendulous bollocks. The smooth, hairless skin looked warm and inviting. “This one’s particularly tricky,” she murmured, pressing her monumental chest against his shoulder. The soft, heavy flesh overflowed her brassiere, warm and yielding.

The afternoon continued with constant small disasters. Another student spilled dilute acid on her skirt, requiring her to remove it immediately and stand in just her blouse, brassiere, and knickers while Jack fixed the stool beneath her. She bent over the bench to “steady” herself, her enormous balls (she was a shemale) resting on the wooden surface as she spread her legs.

By the time Jack moved to the fume cupboard at the back of the lab, his trousers were painfully tight. The heavy ridge of his enormous erection ran down one thigh, the fat head clearly outlined.

Isabella followed him. “I dropped my stirrer rod under the cupboard,” she said. Before he could reply she dropped to all fours and crawled halfway underneath the low unit. Her short skirt flipped completely onto her back. Those massive balls dangled prominently in the sheer knickers, swinging heavily between her spread thighs as she pretended to search. The smooth sac looked so full it strained the fabric into a tight, inviting pouch.

“Got it!” she called triumphantly, but made no move to come out. Instead she wiggled backwards, deliberately brushing her arse against Jack’s leg.

Lydia locked the laboratory door with a soft click. “Girls, I think we should give Mr Turner some proper assistance with the equipment. Safety first.” She unbuttoned her lab coat fully and let it fall, then started on her blouse. Her spectacular breasts spilled forward, barely contained by the straining white satin brassiere. Two other students — Ruby and a willowy blonde shemale named Miss Harper Lang — followed her lead, shedding coats and blouses until they stood in just their massive brassieres, tiny skirts, and knickers.

Jack stood up from the fume cupboard. His hands were steady as he reached for Isabella first. He pulled her out gently and bent her over the nearest lab bench. Her skirt was already up; he hooked her knickers aside, revealing her tight arsehole and those colossal dangling balls. He freed his own massive prick, the thick shaft veined and throbbing, his heavy balls hanging low and full. Isabella moaned loudly as he pressed the fat head against her entrance and pushed inside in one smooth thrust.

“Fuck, you’re so much bigger than my boyfriend,” she gasped. “His pathetic little prick barely reaches halfway. And his balls… like sad little marbles.” Her own enormous bollocks swung wildly beneath her as Jack started thrusting, slapping rhythmically against his.

Ruby knelt underneath the bench, taking Isabella’s thick cock into her mouth while fondling those heavy balls. Lydia watched for a moment, then stepped behind Jack and pressed her monumental chest against his back. She reached around to cup his own weighty sack, rolling the heavy orbs in her soft hands.

“These are magnificent,” she whispered hotly in his ear. “My boyfriend’s equipment looks laughable next to this. He finishes in under a minute and leaves me aching for more.”

Jack fucked Isabella harder, the bench creaking under them. The wet sounds of Ruby sucking and Isabella’s moans filled the lab. Harper joined in, climbing onto the bench and sitting in front of Isabella so the shemale could bury her face between Harper’s thighs while continuing to get pounded.

Lydia finally moved to the main demonstration bench at the front of the room. She bent over it dramatically, yanking her skirt up around her waist and pulling her knickers down just enough to free her own thick cock and let her massive balls hang free. The two enormous orbs rested on the cool surface, smooth and inviting.

“Your turn with me, Mr Turner,” she said, looking back over her shoulder. “Show the girls how a real man fucks.”

Jack pulled out of Isabella with a wet pop and moved to the teacher. He gripped Lydia’s hips and drove his enormous prick straight into her tight arse in one powerful stroke. She cried out in pleasure, pushing back eagerly. Her colossal balls bounced against the bench with every deep thrust while her own cock leaked steadily onto the surface below.

Ruby and Isabella watched hungrily, touching themselves and each other. Harper climbed onto the bench beside Lydia and presented her own arse. Jack alternated between the two shemales, fucking one for a dozen strokes before switching to the other, their massive balls swinging and slapping together as he moved between them.

The students cheered softly, whispering comparisons to their boyfriends’ inadequate pricks and tiny balls. Jack’s own heavy sack tightened as pleasure built. He gripped Lydia’s hips harder and pounded her relentlessly until she came first, her thick cock spurting long ropes across the bench while her arse clenched rhythmically around him. The sensation pushed Jack over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt and unloaded, flooding her with thick, hot pulses of cum until it overflowed and ran down over her swinging bollocks.

He wasn’t done. He pulled out and moved to Harper, sliding straight into her and fucking her just as hard. Ruby lay underneath, licking his shaft and sucking on his balls as they slapped against Harper’s. Isabella took turns sucking each of the girls’ cocks while they got fucked.

For the next forty minutes the lab echoed with moans and the wet sounds of vigorous sex. Jack took them in every combination — bending them over benches, laying them on their backs with legs spread wide, even lifting Isabella against the fume cupboard while pounding her so her massive balls bounced wildly. He came three more times: once deep in Harper’s arse, once across all four heaving pairs of breasts, painting their deep cleavages and brassiere cups white, and finally down Lydia’s throat as she knelt worshipfully before him.

By the end the women were flushed, sticky, and thoroughly satisfied. Cum dripped down thighs and from well-fucked arseholes. Massive balls glistened with a mixture of sweat and seed.

Lydia straightened up on shaky legs, smoothing her skirt down over the mess. “I believe the equipment is now fully serviced, Mr Turner,” she said with a wicked smile. “We may need weekly calibration sessions though. For safety, of course.”

Jack tucked his still-impressive prick away, the front of his trousers ruined with damp patches. As he gathered his tools the students blew him kisses and gave final cheeky bends, flashing their cum-smeared knickers and heavy balls one last time.

The science wing had never felt hotter. Jack stepped back into the corridor knowing there were still plenty more classrooms, plenty more loose fittings, and plenty more eager women and shemales waiting to bend over for the college handyman.




Chapter Five The Chapel Organ and Pew Repairs

Jack crossed the quiet grounds as evening shadows lengthened across the lawns of St. Titania’s College. The small chapel stood at the far end, its stone walls covered in ivy and its tall stained-glass windows glowing softly from within. He carried his toolbox and a set of tuning tools, having been summoned after choir practice complaints about the old pipe organ sounding flat and several pews creaking loudly enough to disrupt the hymns.

Mrs Evelyn Harper, the choirmistress, met him at the heavy oak door. She was a striking thirty-eight-year-old shemale who carried herself with elegant poise. Standing at five foot nine, she had lustrous auburn hair swept into a sophisticated updo and full, inviting lips. Her formal choir uniform consisted of a crisp white blouse stretched magnificently over an awe-inspiring pair of overflowing, rounded breasts that rose and fell with every breath. The blouse was buttoned to the limit, the thick straps of her formidable ivory satin brassiere clearly visible beneath the fabric, digging softly into her smooth shoulders under the immense, jiggling weight they supported. A short navy pleated skirt hugged her hips and flared out just enough to flip teasingly with each step, revealing the lacy tops of her stockings.

“Mr Turner, thank you for coming so promptly,” she said, her voice rich and melodic. “The organ has been dreadful all week, and the pews make the most embarrassing noises during the quieter verses.” She turned to lead him inside, bending slightly to adjust a hymn board on the wall. Her short skirt rode straight up, exposing a pair of elegant cream satin knickers stretched tight over her full, rounded arse. Beneath them dangled two enormous, smooth balls, heavy and pendulous, swaying gently in the soft evening light. The sight made Jack’s already substantial bulge twitch inside his trousers.

The chapel interior was peaceful, lit by candles and the last rays of sun through the stained glass. A dozen students from the senior choir stood near the organ in their matching uniforms: tight white blouses fighting losing battles with their spectacularly endowed chests, and tiny pleated skirts that seemed even shorter than usual for the occasion. Every girl and shemale looked breathtaking, their figures a testament to the college’s reputation.

Jack set his tools down by the organ and began examining the pipes. Almost immediately a hymn book slipped from the hands of Miss Sophia Langton, the pretty blonde from the tennis courts. She bent down to retrieve it right beside him, her short skirt flipping up completely. Lacy pink knickers cradled her smooth cheeks and, as she lingered, revealed nothing but smooth feminine curves.

“Sorry, sir,” she whispered, glancing up at the thick ridge growing down his trouser leg.

Another student, a graceful shemale named Miss Amelia Fairchild, dropped her own book moments later. She bent over the front pew with deliberate slowness. Her pleated skirt rode high, putting her massive, hairless balls on full display. The two heavy orbs hung low in sheer white satin knickers, the delicate fabric stretched thin over their impressive size and weight. They swayed hypnotically as she reached for the book.

Evelyn clapped her hands gently. “Girls, focus. Though I suppose we should let Mr Turner concentrate.” She moved to the organ bench and sat beside him as he worked, crossing her legs so her skirt rode high on her thighs. One hand rested lightly on his shoulder, then slid down his back. “This mechanism can be so stiff,” she murmured, her fingers brushing the top of his arse. “Needs a firm hand.”

Jack worked the bellows and adjusted several stops, his massive prick now fully hard and pressing insistently against his trousers. The heavy weight of his balls shifted uncomfortably as he knelt to reach lower pipes. When he stood, Evelyn was right there.

“Perhaps you should test the organ bench for stability,” she suggested. She bent forward over it, demonstrating, her skirt flipping up again. Those colossal bollocks hung prominently between her thighs, smooth and full, the satin pouch outlining every curve. “See how it creaks?”

Two more shemale students — Miss Lila Kensington and Miss Beatrice Hart — joined in the “demonstration,” bending over nearby pews to adjust cushions. Their short skirts offered repeated views of enormous, dangling balls in pretty lingerie, swinging heavily with every movement. The air in the chapel grew thicker with perfume and rising arousal.

Jack finished the organ adjustments, the instrument now producing rich, steady tones. He moved to the pews next, kneeling to tighten the ancient wooden joints. Sophia positioned herself directly in front of him, bending low over the pew so her monumental breasts rested on the polished wood and her skirt rode up. The soft, warm flesh overflowed her brassiere cups, deep cleavage on full display.

“Does this one feel loose to you?” she asked sweetly.

Evelyn locked the chapel doors with a decisive click. “Choir, I think we should rehearse a more… private piece while Mr Turner finishes his repairs.” She dimmed the main lights, leaving only the soft glow of candles. Then she sauntered back, unbuttoning the top three buttons of her blouse. Her enormous ivory brassiere came into fuller view, the satin cups barely containing the vast, quivering swells of her chest.

The students followed her lead eagerly. Blouses were unfastened, skirts flipped or hiked up, and soon the chapel was filled with the sight of spectacular breasts in straining brassieres and smooth, heavy balls in delicate knickers. Jack’s trousers were opened without ceremony. His enormous prick sprang free, thick and veined, the heavy balls hanging low beneath.

Evelyn dropped gracefully to her knees on the velvet cushion of the front pew. “Goodness… my boyfriend could never dream of matching this.” She cupped his massive sack reverently, lifting the weighty orbs. “His are like dried peas compared to these beauties.” She sucked one heavy ball into her warm mouth, then the other, lavishing them with her tongue while her hand stroked his thick shaft.

Sophia and Amelia knelt beside her, taking turns licking along his shaft and fondling his balls. Lila and Beatrice bent over the adjacent pew, skirts up, presenting their own arses and letting their enormous bollocks dangle invitingly for Jack to reach out and squeeze.

After several minutes of wet, worshipful sucking, Evelyn stood and bent over the organ bench. She yanked her skirt up to her waist and pulled her knickers aside. “Play me, Mr Turner.” Jack gripped her hips and pushed his fat cockhead against her tight arsehole, sliding in deep with one smooth thrust. She moaned loudly, the sound echoing beautifully off the chapel walls. Her massive balls swung beneath her, slapping against the bench with every powerful stroke.

Amelia climbed onto the bench in front of Evelyn, feeding her thick cock into the choirmistress’s mouth while Jack fucked her from behind. Sophia lay underneath, licking where Jack’s enormous prick stretched Evelyn’s hole and sucking on those heavy, swinging balls. The other girls touched themselves and each other, whispering comparisons.

“His cock is twice the size of my boyfriend’s,” Lila gasped, bending over the next pew so Jack could reach over and finger her while continuing to thrust. “And those balls… so full and heavy. My boyfriend’s shrivel up after one pathetic spurt.”

Jack pounded Evelyn with deep, rhythmic strokes, their flesh meeting with wet, echoing slaps. He switched to Amelia next, then Sophia, moving along the row of bent-over figures. Each shemale presented her arse and massive dangling balls for his attention. The girls took turns underneath, licking and sucking, their own spectacular breasts spilling free from brassieres as they worked.

The chapel filled with a symphony of moans and gasps. Jack fucked them thoroughly, alternating between tight arses and eager mouths. He came first deep inside Evelyn, flooding her until cum overflowed and dripped down over her enormous balls. He pulled out and painted Amelia’s face and heaving chest with the next load, thick ropes landing across her deep cleavage and satin brassiere. The students licked each other clean with happy sighs.

They continued for well over an hour. Jack took Beatrice against the altar rail, her massive balls resting on the polished wood as he drove into her. He sat on a pew and let Lila ride him reverse, her short skirt bunched around her waist while her heavy bollocks bounced on his thighs. Sophia and Amelia took turns sitting on his face, smothering him with smooth arses and warm, full balls while the others sucked his cock.

Evelyn came multiple times, her thick cock spurting across polished wood and velvet cushions. By the final round, Jack had the entire group kneeling in a semi-circle before him. He stroked his enormous prick and unloaded across all their upturned faces and monumental breasts, covering brassiere cups, deep cleavages, and eager tongues with pulse after pulse of hot seed.

Panting and glowing, the women helped each other tidy up, though nothing could fully hide the evidence. Evelyn smoothed her skirt down, cum still trickling down her thighs. “The organ sounds divine now, Mr Turner,” she said with a satisfied smile. “And the pews feel much more… accommodating. We have choir practice every Tuesday and Thursday evening. I do hope you’ll make yourself available for regular… tuning sessions.”

Jack fastened his trousers, his massive equipment still half-hard and leaving a prominent bulge. As he stepped out into the cool evening air, the soft giggles and whispers of the satisfied choir followed him.

The bells of the chapel tower chimed gently. Another day at St. Titania’s was drawing to a close, yet Jack knew the night — and the coming weeks — held countless more opportunities for hands-on maintenance.




Chapter Six The Headmistress’s Private Office

Jack climbed the wide oak staircase to the first floor of the main administration building as the last rays of evening sun filtered through the tall windows. Mrs Margaret Hudson had sent a note requesting his immediate presence in her private office to attend to a stuck sash window, a creaky antique desk drawer, and some loose brackets on the tall bookshelves. His work shirt was slightly rumpled from the long day, but his sturdy trousers still struggled to contain the heavy, thick bulge of his enormous prick and weighty balls, the outline clearly visible with every step.

He knocked on the heavy door and heard the headmistress’s rich voice call, “Enter.”

Mrs Hudson sat behind her large mahogany desk, looking every inch the authoritative yet alluring matron. At forty-four she remained strikingly attractive, her chestnut hair pinned in a neat chignon that accentuated her elegant neck. Her cream silk blouse was buttoned tightly over the most formidable brassiere Jack had yet seen — a heavy-duty creation of black satin and reinforced steel boning that created deep, overflowing shelves of soft, pillowy breastflesh. The wide straps bit gently into her shoulders under the colossal weight they carried, and the lace trim peeked out whenever she moved. Her charcoal pencil skirt hugged her generous hips and thighs, the hem sitting just above the knee but already riding higher as she crossed her legs.

“Mr Turner, thank you for coming so late,” she said, rising smoothly. “The window in here has been impossible all week, and my desk drawer keeps jamming at the most inconvenient moments.” She walked around the desk, her hips rolling with each step, and deliberately bent to point at the lower drawer. Her tight skirt stretched across her full arse before riding up sharply, revealing black satin knickers stretched taut over rounded cheeks and, beneath them, two enormous, smooth balls hanging heavy and low. The plump sac looked warm and full, each orb substantial enough to fill a palm.

Jack set his toolbox down. “I’ll start with the window, ma’am.”

He positioned the stepladder and climbed up to work on the sash mechanism. Mrs Hudson stood directly below, ostensibly steadying the ladder but really pressing her monumental chest against his leg. The soft, warm weight of her overflowing breasts squashed against him through the thin fabric of his trousers.

“You have such strong hands,” she murmured, one palm sliding slowly up his calf. “My boyfriend tries to be useful around the house, but his efforts are always so… inadequate.” She glanced pointedly at the thick, throbbing ridge now straining down Jack’s trouser leg. “Especially in certain departments.”

Jack tightened the last screw and climbed down. The headmistress was right there, close enough that her perfume enveloped him. Without warning she reached out and gave his arse a firm, appreciative pat, then let her hand linger.

“Now the desk,” she said, turning and bending over the antique piece. She made a show of tugging at the jammed drawer, her skirt riding all the way up. Those massive balls dangled invitingly between her thighs, the black satin knickers pulled tight over the heavy, hairless sac. Jack could see the thick root of her cock tucked to one side, but it was the colossal bollocks that dominated the view, swinging gently as she wiggled.

He stepped behind her to inspect the drawer runners. His hands brushed her hips and she pushed back deliberately, grinding her arse against the enormous bulge in his trousers.

“Careful, Mr Turner,” she purred. “You wouldn’t want to damage anything important.”

The tension snapped. Jack gripped her hips and pressed his thick erection firmly between her cheeks through the fabric. Mrs Hudson moaned softly and reached back to yank her skirt higher. “Lock the door,” she ordered.

Jack did as instructed. When he returned, the headmistress had already unbuttoned her blouse completely. Her spectacular black satin brassiere was fully revealed — an architectural wonder of wide straps, multiple hooks, and deep cups that barely contained the vast, quivering mounds of her chest. She leaned back against the desk, thrusting those immense breasts forward.

“On your knees first,” she commanded softly. “Show the headmistress how well you maintain the important parts.”

Jack dropped to his knees. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her skirt and knickers and pulled them down together. Mrs Hudson’s thick cock sprang free, already half-hard, but it was her enormous balls that drew his immediate attention. Two heavy, smooth orbs hung low and full, the skin taut and warm. He cupped them reverently, feeling their impressive weight, then leaned in and sucked one into his mouth. The headmistress groaned, her fingers threading through his hair.

“Yes… just like that. My boyfriend’s pathetic little sack couldn’t fill half your mouth. He barely produces enough to coat a teaspoon.”

Jack lavished attention on her massive bollocks, licking and sucking while his hand stroked her thickening cock. When she was fully hard he stood, freed his own enormous prick, and pressed the fat head against her lips. Mrs Hudson opened eagerly, taking him deep in one smooth motion. Her throat relaxed around his girth as she bobbed, saliva dripping down her chin onto the deep valley of her cleavage.

After several minutes of enthusiastic sucking she stood, turned, and bent over the desk again. She reached back and spread her arse cheeks, presenting her tight hole and those dangling, heavy balls. “Fuck your headmistress properly, Mr Turner.”

Jack didn’t hesitate. He lined up and pushed inside her in one long, steady thrust until his own heavy balls pressed against hers. Mrs Hudson cried out in pleasure, pushing back to meet him. The desk creaked loudly as he began to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes. Their massive balls slapped together rhythmically, the wet sound echoing in the elegant office.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Show me what a real man feels like. My boyfriend’s tiny prick couldn’t satisfy a dormouse. He’s finished before I’ve even warmed up.”

Jack gripped her hips tighter and pounded her relentlessly. The headmistress’s thick cock bounced beneath her, leaking onto the polished wood. She reached down to stroke herself in time with his thrusts, her monumental breasts squashing against the desk, brassiere straps creaking under the strain.

A soft knock sounded at the door.

Mrs Hudson didn’t stop moving. “Come in,” she called, voice husky.

The door opened and her senior secretary, Miss Rebecca Hayes — the same auburn-haired shemale teacher Jack had enjoyed in the music room — slipped inside and quickly locked the door behind her. She took in the scene with sparkling eyes.

“I came to drop off the attendance reports,” she said, already unbuttoning her tight blouse. “But it seems you’re in the middle of important maintenance.”

Rebecca shed her blouse and skirt in seconds, revealing a delicate emerald satin brassiere struggling to contain her own spectacular chest and matching knickers stretched over her thick cock and enormous balls. She moved behind Jack, pressing her soft breasts against his back while reaching around to fondle his swinging sack.

“These are magnificent,” she whispered. “My boyfriend’s equipment looks like a child’s toy next to this. He can’t even make me cum anymore.”

The two women worked in tandem. While Jack continued fucking Mrs Hudson hard over the desk, Rebecca knelt underneath and sucked on his heavy balls, then licked along his shaft where it stretched the headmistress’s arse. Mrs Hudson came first with a long, throaty moan, her thick cock spurting ropes of cum across the desk blotter while her hole clenched rhythmically around Jack.

He pulled out and moved straight to Rebecca, bending her over the same desk beside her boss. Her emerald knickers were yanked aside, revealing her own massive, pendulous balls. Jack drove into her arse in one smooth thrust. The secretary moaned loudly, pushing back eagerly.

For the next hour the office became a playground of lust. Jack fucked them both in turn, switching between their tight holes while they kissed and fondled each other’s monumental breasts. He took Mrs Hudson on her back on the leather sofa, her legs spread wide and her enormous balls resting on his thighs as he pounded deep. Rebecca rode him reverse on the same sofa, her short skirt bunched around her waist while her heavy bollocks bounced wildly.

They moved to the bookshelves. Jack pressed Mrs Hudson against the tall unit, fucking her standing while Rebecca knelt and sucked on both sets of swinging balls. The women took turns sucking his enormous prick, their lips stretching wide around his girth, tongues battling over his heavy sack.

Jack came multiple times. First deep inside Mrs Hudson’s arse, flooding her until cum ran down her thighs and coated her massive balls. Then across both women’s heaving chests, thick ropes painting their satin brassiere cups and deep cleavages white. Finally he had them both kneeling side by side, mouths open, and unloaded across their faces and tongues.

The two shemales licked each other clean, sharing his seed while moaning softly. Their own thick cocks had spurted several times across the furniture and carpet.

Eventually Mrs Hudson straightened up, smoothing her skirt down over the mess trickling down her legs. Her black satin brassiere was askew, one strap hanging off her shoulder, but she still looked regal.

“Most satisfactory maintenance, Mr Turner,” she said with a wicked smile. “The window opens smoothly now, the desk drawer glides perfectly, and the bookshelves feel much more… stable.” She glanced at Rebecca. “We may need you for regular evening inspections. The college simply cannot function with faulty equipment.”

Rebecca kissed Jack deeply, her hand giving his arse one last firm pat. “Anytime, sir. My boyfriend can wait in the car as long as necessary.”

Jack fastened his trousers, the front now sporting several large damp patches. His enormous prick was still half-hard, creating an obscene bulge. As he picked up his toolbox, Mrs Hudson gave him one final pat on the backside and a lingering kiss.

“Dismissed for tonight, Mr Turner. But do keep yourself available. St. Titania’s has many more… pressing needs.”

Jack stepped out into the corridor, the taste of both women still on his lips and the scent of sex clinging to his clothes. The grand building felt quieter now, but he knew tomorrow would bring another long list of repairs — and another day of eager women and shemales finding every excuse to bend over for the college’s favourite handyman.




Chapter Seven The Games Hall Billiards Table

Jack pushed open the double doors of the college games hall as the evening lights cast long shadows across the polished wooden floor. The large rectangular room smelled of beeswax and faint chalk dust. At its centre stood the grand antique billiards table, its green baize surface glowing under the overhead lamps. Mrs Danielle Brooks, the PE mistress he had first met on the tennis courts, had requested his help after several senior students complained that the table was uneven and the cue rack had come loose from the wall.

Danielle stood waiting near the table in her evening attire: a crisp white blouse stretched drum-tight over her spectacularly full, rounded breasts and a short navy pleated skirt that barely covered the tops of her thighs. The blouse did little to hide the heavy-duty white satin brassiere beneath, its wide straps digging softly into her shoulders under the immense weight of her overflowing chest. She smiled brightly when she saw him.

“Mr Turner, you’re a godsend. The girls have been trying to play all evening, but the table rocks every time anyone leans on it. And the cue rack keeps dropping cues on people’s heads.” She turned and bent low to demonstrate, picking up a fallen cue from the floor. Her short skirt flipped straight up, revealing crisp white athletic knickers stretched tight over her generous arse. Beneath them hung two enormous, smooth balls, heavy and pendulous, swaying gently between her spread thighs. The sight made Jack’s massive prick twitch inside his trousers.

A handful of senior students were scattered around the hall, cues in hand. Among them were Miss Sophia Langton, the pretty blonde from earlier encounters, and two shemale students — Miss Olivia Hart and Miss Amelia Cross — both still in their day uniforms with blouses straining over monumental bosoms and tiny pleated skirts. Every movement caused fabric to pull tight or ride up, offering flashes of lace-trimmed brassieres and colourful knickers.

Jack set his toolbox down and knelt beside the table to check the legs. Almost immediately Sophia sauntered over and bent right beside him to “help” by holding the spirit level. Her short skirt rode high, flashing pink satin knickers and the smooth curve of her bum.

“Does it feel level to you, sir?” she asked innocently, wiggling her hips so the fabric shifted.

Olivia joined her on the other side, leaning far over the baize to line up an imaginary shot. Her pleated skirt flipped completely onto her back. She wore sheer black knickers that were stretched obscenely over a thick cock and, more prominently, a pair of colossal smooth balls that dangled low and full between her thighs. The heavy orbs swung hypnotically as she adjusted her stance, the satin pouch outlining every ridge of the plump sac.

“Careful with that spirit level,” Olivia murmured, glancing back at the growing bulge in Jack’s trousers. “My boyfriend tried playing billiards with me last week. His little prick kept slipping out of position after two minutes. Nothing like the solid equipment you’re packing.”

Danielle laughed and positioned herself at the end of the table, bending deeply to demonstrate a proper bridge. Her own skirt rode up again, putting her massive balls on full display once more. “Watch my form, girls. Proper stance is essential.” She held the pose longer than necessary, letting Jack admire the way her enormous bollocks hung heavy and inviting.

Jack worked on levelling the table, tightening bolts and adjusting the slate beneath the baize. Every time he moved to a new leg, at least two girls would bend over the opposite side to “steady” it, their skirts flipping up and massive balls or smooth arses presented for his view. Amelia dropped a chalk cube deliberately and bent slowly to retrieve it, her short skirt riding so high that her heavy, hairless balls rested briefly on the wooden rail of the table.

The cue rack proved even more troublesome. Jack had to stand on a small stepladder to reattach the brackets to the wall. Danielle steadied the ladder from behind, pressing her monumental chest against his back while her hands roamed freely over his arse.

“Such firm cheeks,” she whispered. “My boyfriend’s backside is soft as pudding. And his cock? A sad little cocktail sausage that couldn’t satisfy anyone.”

When Jack climbed down, his enormous prick was rock-hard, the thick outline running down his trouser leg and the heavy weight of his balls clearly visible. The students noticed immediately. Sophia gave his bulge a light, teasing pat. “Someone’s ready for a different kind of game.”

Danielle locked the games hall doors with a firm click. “Girls, I think Mr Turner deserves a proper thank you for his hard work. Let’s show him how we play when no one’s keeping score.”

She sauntered to the billiards table and hopped up to sit on the edge, then lay back across the green baize. With deliberate slowness she pulled her skirt up to her waist and hooked her knickers aside, letting her thick cock spring free and her enormous balls rest heavily on the felt. “Come and test the table’s stability on me first.”

Jack stepped between her spread thighs. He freed his massive prick, the fat veined shaft throbbing and his own heavy balls hanging low. Danielle moaned as he pressed the head against her tight arsehole and pushed inside in one long, smooth thrust. The table creaked but held firm as he began to fuck her with deep, steady strokes. Her colossal balls bounced and slapped against the wooden rail with every thrust while her own cock leaked steadily onto the baize.

Sophia climbed onto the table beside Danielle and bent over on all fours, presenting her smooth arse. Jack reached over and fingered her while continuing to pound the PE mistress. Olivia and Amelia took positions on the other side, bending low over the table so their massive dangling balls hung just above the felt. Jack alternated between fucking Danielle and sliding into Olivia, then Amelia, their enormous bollocks swinging wildly as he moved from one tight hole to the next.

The hall filled with the wet sounds of flesh meeting flesh and the girls’ breathy moans. Danielle came first, her thick cock spurting long ropes across her own monumental breasts and the baize while her arse clenched rhythmically around Jack. He pulled out and moved straight to Sophia, bending her properly over the table and driving into her tight pussy. Her breasts squashed against the felt as he fucked her hard, her little moans turning into cries of pleasure.

Olivia knelt underneath the table, sucking on Jack’s heavy balls whenever he paused between girls. Amelia took turns stroking the girls’ cocks and fondling their massive sacks. The students kept up a constant stream of filthy comparisons.

“God, your cock is huge,” Olivia gasped as Jack switched back to her arse. “My boyfriend’s pathetic little thing barely tickles. And his balls are like shrivelled grapes next to these heavy beauties.”

Jack fucked them across every inch of the billiards table. He took Danielle doggy-style while she ate Sophia’s pussy. He lay on his back on the green baize and let Olivia ride him reverse cowgirl, her short skirt bunched around her waist while her enormous balls bounced on his thighs. Amelia straddled his face, smothering him with her smooth arse and letting her heavy bollocks rest warmly on his cheeks as he licked her hole.

For nearly ninety minutes the games hall echoed with their pleasure. Jack came multiple times — first deep inside Danielle’s arse, flooding her until cum dripped down over her swinging balls and onto the table rail; then across Sophia’s heaving chest, painting her deep cleavage and satin brassiere cups white; and finally down Olivia’s throat while Amelia and Danielle licked his heavy sack.

The women were thoroughly wrecked and glowing. Cum glistened on breasts, arses, and the green baize. Skirts were rumpled, blouses half-unbuttoned, and massive brassieres askew with straps hanging off shoulders.

Danielle finally sat up, smoothing her skirt down as best she could over the mess trickling down her thighs. “The table feels perfectly level now, Mr Turner,” she said with a satisfied grin. “And the cue rack is much more secure. I think we’ll need you back for regular maintenance sessions. Perhaps every Friday evening when the senior girls want a proper game.”

Sophia kissed him softly, her hand giving his arse a cheeky pat. “Bring extra tools next time. We might break something else on purpose.”

Jack fastened his trousers, the front now sporting large damp patches and his enormous prick still leaving a prominent bulge. As he gathered his toolbox the students blew him kisses and gave final deliberate bends over the table, flashing cum-smeared knickers and heavy, glistening balls.

The games hall fell quiet once more as he stepped outside into the cool night air. Another long day of repairs at St. Titania’s had ended in the most enjoyable way possible, yet Jack knew there were still countless more doors, fixtures, and eager women and shemales waiting for his attention.




Chapter Eight The Dance Studio Rehearsal

Jack wiped his brow as he entered the bright, airy dance studio on the upper floor of the performing arts block. The afternoon sun streamed through the tall windows, reflecting off the wall-to-wall mirrors that lined one entire side of the room. The sprung wooden floor gleamed underfoot, and a long ballet barre ran along the mirrored wall. Mrs Danielle Brooks had recommended him for this job after the dance instructor complained about cracked mirrors, a squeaky section of floor, and a slightly loose barre.

Miss Isabelle Moreau, the senior dance teacher, greeted him at the door. She was a graceful thirty-four-year-old shemale standing five foot eight, with sleek dark hair pulled into a tight bun and sharp, elegant features. Her dance attire consisted of a black leotard stretched to its absolute limits over a truly spectacular pair of heaving, rounded breasts that threatened to spill out with every breath. The thin fabric clung to every curve, the outline of her heavy-duty black satin brassiere visible beneath — wide straps digging gently into her shoulders under the colossal weight they supported. A short, sheer wrap skirt in deep crimson fluttered around her hips, barely reaching mid-thigh and offering constant flashes of smooth legs and the lacy edges of her dance knickers.

“Mr Turner, thank you for coming so quickly,” Isabelle said, her voice smooth and cultured. “The mirrors have hairline cracks that distort the girls’ lines during rehearsal, the floor squeaks on the left side, and the barre wobbles during grand pliés. The class is just starting, so please work around us.”

She turned and walked toward the centre of the studio, her hips swaying with practised grace. The short wrap skirt flipped up with the movement, revealing sheer black dance knickers stretched tight over her full arse. Beneath them dangled two enormous, smooth balls, heavy and low-hanging, the delicate fabric outlining the full, plump sac as it swayed gently.

The studio was occupied by eight senior students, all eighteen or nineteen, engaged in warm-up stretches. Every one of them was stunning, their bodies curvaceous and feminine. They wore tight black leotards and tiny wrap skirts in various colours, the thin material already damp with effort and clinging transparently to their monumental chests. Brassiere straps peeked out at shoulders and backs, wide and reinforced to handle the immense, jiggling loads they carried.

Jack set his toolbox down near the mirrors and began inspecting the cracks. Almost immediately a pretty blonde student named Miss Hannah Price positioned herself in front of the mirror for stretches, bending forward into a deep forward fold. Her short wrap skirt rode straight up, flashing pink satin dance knickers and the smooth cleft of her bum. She held the pose, glancing back at Jack with a small smile.

A shemale student, Miss Lila Kensington, took a position at the barre right beside where Jack was working. She performed a series of slow pliés, rising and sinking with fluid motion. Each time she bent her knees her short skirt flipped upward, revealing sheer white knickers stretched obscenely over a thick cock and, more noticeably, a pair of colossal smooth balls that hung heavy between her thighs. The heavy orbs swung with each repetition, the satin pouch pulling tight over their impressive size and weight.

Isabelle clapped her hands lightly. “Girls, continue with centre work. Mr Turner needs space, but feel free to use the barre while he repairs it.”

Jack knelt to check the floorboards near the barre. Lila “accidentally” dropped her water bottle right beside him and bent low to retrieve it, her massive balls dangling prominently just inches from his face. The smooth, hairless sac looked warm and full, glistening slightly with sweat from the warm studio.

“Clumsy of me,” she murmured. “My boyfriend tried dancing with me once. His little prick could barely keep time, and his balls are like tiny dried peas. Nothing like what I’m seeing right now.”

Jack’s hands trembled slightly on the floorboard as his enormous prick thickened inside his trousers, the heavy bulge becoming more obvious with every passing minute.

Isabelle moved to assist him with the barre, standing close and demonstrating the correct height by gripping it and performing a deep stretch. She bent forward at the waist, legs straight, arse high. Her wrap skirt flipped completely up, exposing the full weight of her enormous balls hanging low in the sheer black knickers. The heavy sac swayed hypnotically as she held the stretch. “See how it should feel?” she asked, voice husky. “Firm support is essential.”

The rehearsal continued with constant movement. Students performed high leg extensions and deep lunges, their short skirts fluttering and riding up to reveal colourful knickers and, for the shemales, dangling pairs of massive, pendulous balls. Sweat began to glisten on skin and soak into leotards, making the thin fabric cling transparently to spectacular breasts and hard nipples.

Jack finished the mirror repairs and moved to the squeaky floor section. He had to crawl underneath the raised platform in one corner to access the springs. While he worked, two shemale students — Lila and a curvaceous brunette named Miss Beatrice Hart — positioned themselves directly above him, performing floor stretches that involved spreading their legs wide. Their skirts rode up completely, treating him to an uninterrupted view of four enormous, smooth balls hanging heavily in damp satin knickers, swaying with every stretch.

Isabelle eventually declared a short break. She locked the studio door with a soft click and turned to Jack with a predatory smile. “Mr Turner, the girls and I were wondering if you could help us with some partner work. Proper lifts require a strong, reliable partner.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. Isabelle stepped close, pressed her monumental chest against his, and reached down to squeeze the thick bulge in his trousers. “We need to test your… endurance.”

The atmosphere shifted instantly. Leotards were peeled down shoulders, wrap skirts untied and tossed aside, and soon the studio was filled with the sight of spectacular naked or near-naked bodies. Massive brassieres were unhooked and set carefully aside, freeing colossal, jiggling breasts that bounced freely with every movement. For the shemales, thick cocks sprang hard while their enormous balls hung low and full, smooth and inviting.

Isabelle dropped gracefully to her knees first. She unzipped Jack and freed his enormous prick, the thick veined shaft throbbing in the air. Her eyes widened with delight. “Magnificent. My boyfriend’s sad little cock looks like a child’s toy next to this. And his balls? Pathetic wrinkled things.” She cupped Jack’s heavy sack, lifting the weight reverently, then leaned in and sucked one large ball into her warm mouth while stroking his shaft.

Lila and Beatrice joined her, licking along the thick shaft and taking turns worshipping his massive balls. The other students watched hungrily, touching themselves and each other, their own heavy breasts and dangling bollocks on full display in the mirrored walls.

After several minutes of wet, eager oral attention, Isabelle stood and bent over the ballet barre, gripping it tightly. She arched her back and pushed her arse out, her enormous balls hanging low between her spread thighs. “Lift me properly, Mr Turner.”

Jack gripped her hips and pushed his fat cockhead against her tight arsehole. He slid in deep in one smooth thrust, bottoming out so his own heavy balls pressed against hers. Isabelle moaned loudly, the sound echoing in the studio. He began to fuck her with strong, rhythmic strokes, their massive balls slapping together wetly with every impact. The barre creaked but held as he pounded her.

Lila climbed onto the barre beside Isabelle, presenting her own arse. Jack switched between the two shemales, fucking one for a dozen deep thrusts before moving to the other, their enormous swinging balls providing a constant, erotic backdrop. Beatrice lay on the sprung floor beneath them, licking Jack’s shaft where it entered the girls and sucking on the heavy, bouncing bollocks whenever he paused.

The mirrors reflected every angle of the scene — multiple views of Jack’s thick cock stretching tight holes, colossal breasts bouncing wildly, and pairs of massive, smooth balls swinging and slapping. The students took turns in every position. Jack fucked Beatrice against the mirrored wall, her breasts squashed against the cool glass while her heavy balls bounced with each thrust. He lay on his back on the floor and let Lila ride him vigorously, her short wrap skirt discarded, her own thick cock bouncing untouched as her enormous bollocks slapped against his thighs.

For well over an hour the dance studio rang with moans, gasps, and the rhythmic wet sounds of vigorous sex. Jack came first deep inside Isabelle, flooding her arse until thick cum leaked out and ran down over her swinging balls. He pulled out and painted Lila’s heaving chest with the next load, thick ropes coating her deep cleavage and hard nipples. The girls licked each other clean while continuing to touch and suck him back to full hardness.

They rotated again and again. Jack took Beatrice from behind while she ate out one of the girls. He stood and let two students kneel before him, their mouths working his enormous prick and heavy balls in tandem. Isabelle directed the action with graceful authority, occasionally joining in to ride him or present herself for another deep fucking.

By the end everyone was flushed, sweaty, and thoroughly satisfied. Cum glistened on breasts, arses, thighs, and the polished floor. Leotards and skirts lay scattered around the studio like discarded petals. Massive brassieres hung from the barre, and pairs of enormous, cum-streaked balls still swung heavily between thighs.

Isabelle finally straightened up, smoothing her hair back into place even as cum trickled down her inner thighs. “The mirrors are flawless now, the floor no longer squeaks, and the barre feels wonderfully stable,” she said with a satisfied smile. “We have rehearsals every Tuesday and Thursday afternoon. I expect you to return for regular… partner work, Mr Turner. The girls’ technique still needs considerable improvement.”

Lila gave Jack’s arse a firm pat as he gathered his tools. “Bring stronger hands next time. We might need more advanced lifts.”

Jack left the studio with his trousers ruined by damp patches and his enormous prick still half-hard, creating an obscene bulge. The reflections in the mirrors followed him out — multiple images of a very well-used handyman and a room full of glowing, cum-covered dancers.

Another demanding repair completed at St. Titania’s. Yet the list of jobs, and the eager women and shemales ready to bend, stretch, and spread for him, seemed endless.




Chapter Nine

Jack was wiping down his tools in the quiet corridor outside the dance studio when the familiar click of heels approached. Mrs Margaret Hudson, the headmistress of St. Titania’s, appeared around the corner, her elegant figure moving with purposeful grace. Her cream silk blouse remained buttoned to the limit over the formidable black satin brassiere that cradled her colossal, overflowing breasts, the wide straps visibly digging into her soft shoulders. The charcoal pencil skirt hugged her generous hips tightly, the hem sitting precisely where it could ride up with the slightest movement.

“Mr Turner,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “A word in my office, if you please. Immediately.”

He followed her without question, the heavy bulge in his trousers shifting with each step. Once inside the grand oak-panelled room, Mrs Hudson closed the door and turned the key. She leaned back against her desk, crossing her legs so the tight skirt rode higher, offering a glimpse of smooth thigh and the faint outline of her thick package beneath.

“I’ve been watching you these past weeks, Jack,” she began, using his first name for the first time. “You’ve become quite the favourite among the staff and students. The repairs are impeccable, of course, but your other… talents have not gone unnoticed.” Her eyes dropped pointedly to the prominent ridge in his trousers. “However, the constant demands here are exhausting even for a young man like you. I have a proposition that might suit us both.”

She paused, letting her gaze travel slowly over his broad chest and down to the heavy weight between his legs. “I have a large house on the edge of the grounds — private, comfortable, and in constant need of a strong pair of hands for maintenance. I propose you move in with me as my personal live-in handyman. You would continue your work at the college during the day, but your evenings and nights would belong to me. In return, I would provide a generous monthly allowance, far exceeding your current wages, along with full board and lodging. You would be my toy boy, Jack — available whenever I desire, for whatever I desire.”

Jack’s eyebrows rose, but the idea sent a fresh throb through his massive prick. Living under the same roof as the headmistress, with her spectacular figure and insatiable appetite, sounded like heaven wrapped in satin and tight skirts.

Mrs Hudson continued, her tone turning slightly teasing. “Naturally, there will be rules. You will keep the house in perfect order — leaky taps, creaky floors, anything that needs attention. And you will be discreet. My position requires certain appearances to be maintained.” She uncrossed her legs and stood, turning slightly so the tight skirt pulled across her full arse. “Do you accept?”

Jack didn’t hesitate. The thought of waking up every morning to the sight of her monumental breasts straining against yet another elaborate brassiere, of bending her over various pieces of furniture whenever the mood struck, was too tempting to refuse. “Yes, ma’am. I accept.”

A satisfied smile curved her lips. “Excellent. Pack your things tonight. My car will collect you at eight tomorrow morning. We’ll drive straight to the house.”

The following morning, Jack found himself in the passenger seat of Mrs Hudson’s sleek black saloon as it purred along the quiet country lane bordering the college grounds. She drove with one hand on the wheel, the other occasionally resting on his thigh, fingers tracing the thick outline of his enormous prick through his trousers.

The house was a handsome Victorian villa set back from the road behind high hedges. Red brick with white trim, tall windows, and a sweeping gravel drive. Mrs Hudson led him inside, her heels clicking on the polished parquet floor. The interior was elegant and feminine — heavy velvet drapes, plush carpets, and furniture that looked both expensive and sturdy enough to withstand vigorous use.

“Welcome to your new home,” she said, gesturing around the spacious hallway. “Your room is upstairs, next to mine. But first, let me introduce you to the household staff.”

She rang a small silver bell on the hall table. Moments later, light footsteps approached from the kitchen corridor.

The young woman who appeared was breathtaking. She stood at five foot six, with porcelain skin, large doe-like eyes, and cascading golden curls pinned neatly beneath a frilled white maid’s cap. Her French maid uniform was the very picture of provocative servitude: a tight black satin bodice laced so snugly that her colossal, rounded breasts were pushed up and forward into two perfect, jiggling mounds that strained against the low neckline. The dress featured a scandalously short skirt made of layers of crisp black and white ruffles, ending high on her thighs and flaring out with every step. Beneath it, white lace-trimmed petticoats rustled softly, and sheer black stockings clung to her shapely legs, held up by delicate garters.

A tiny white apron tied at her waist accentuated the dramatic hourglass of her figure, and the entire outfit was completed with a frilled headpiece and black patent heels that made her calves flex enticingly. Most noticeably, the front of the short skirt showed a prominent, heavy bulge. The satin and ruffles did little to conceal the thick root of her cock or, more prominently when she moved, the large, full weight of her massive balls nestled beneath. The fabric stretched taut over the smooth, heavy sac with every step, outlining the generous size and shape.

“This is Sophie,” Mrs Hudson said smoothly. “My personal maid. She keeps the house immaculate and attends to my every need during the day. Sophie, this is Jack Turner, our new live-in handyman. He will be staying with us permanently.”

Sophie curtsied deeply, the motion causing her short ruffled skirt to flip upward and reveal even more of her smooth thighs and the lacy white knickers beneath. The knickers were stretched tightly over her thick, semi-hard cock and, even more noticeably, the two enormous, smooth balls that hung heavy and full between her legs. The delicate fabric cupped the plump sac perfectly, the weight making the material sag slightly as she held the curtsy.

“Very pleased to meet you, sir,” Sophie said in a soft, musical voice, her cheeks flushing prettily. She straightened, but not before giving her hips a tiny, deliberate wiggle that set her ruffled skirt fluttering again and made her massive balls shift visibly in their satin prison.

Mrs Hudson’s tone turned firmer as she addressed Jack. “Sophie is under my personal protection and employs the highest standards of service. You may look at her as much as you like — she is quite used to being admired in that uniform. But you will not touch her. Not without my explicit permission. Is that understood?”

Jack nodded, his eyes still drawn to the way Sophie’s monumental breasts rose and fell above the tight bodice, and the constant, teasing sway of her short skirt that threatened to reveal more of those heavy, inviting balls with every small movement.

“Very good,” Mrs Hudson continued. “Sophie will show you to your room shortly. But first, there are a few minor jobs to attend to this morning. The upstairs bathroom tap has developed a drip, and one of the wardrobe doors in my bedroom is sticking. I expect you to begin immediately after you’ve settled your things.”

Sophie gave another quick curtsy, her ruffled skirt flipping up once more. This time Jack caught a clear view of the way her lacy white knickers clung to the thick shaft of her cock and cradled the full, pendulous weight of her enormous balls. The smooth skin of the sac looked soft and warm, the fabric stretched thin enough to hint at every contour.

“Shall I prepare some tea for you both, ma’am?” Sophie asked sweetly, already turning toward the kitchen. The movement caused her short skirt to swish and flare, offering yet another flash of stocking tops and the heavy sway beneath.

Mrs Hudson smiled indulgently. “Yes, Sophie. And bring it to my bedroom once Mr Turner has seen to the wardrobe. I want to supervise his work personally.”

As Sophie disappeared down the corridor, her heels clicking and ruffled skirt bouncing with each step, Mrs Hudson turned back to Jack. She stepped closer, pressing her monumental chest against his arm so he could feel the soft, warm overflow of her breasts through the silk blouse and sturdy brassiere.

“You’ll find the arrangement most agreeable, Jack,” she murmured, one hand drifting down to give the heavy bulge in his trousers a possessive squeeze. “Days at the college, evenings and nights here, keeping my home — and me — in perfect working order. And Sophie will be a delightful distraction for the eyes, won’t she? All that satin and lace, those pretty little curtsies, and the way her uniform barely contains everything she has to offer. But remember — look, enjoy the view, let it tease you… but no touching. That privilege belongs to me alone until I decide otherwise.”

She gave his massive prick one last firm pat through the fabric, then turned toward the staircase, her own tight skirt riding up just enough to flash the curve of her arse and the heavy hang of her own colossal balls beneath her knickers.

“Bring your toolbox upstairs, toy boy,” she called over her shoulder. “We have a sticking wardrobe door that needs your immediate attention. And I intend to watch every stroke of your tools very closely.”

Jack followed her up the stairs, the weight of his enormous prick and balls shifting heavily in his trousers. Behind him, he could hear Sophie humming softly in the kitchen, the faint rustle of her frilled petticoats and the occasional swish of that tiny skirt promising constant visual temptation in the days to come.

The new arrangement at Mrs Hudson’s private home had only just begun, but already the air felt thick with promise — endless opportunities for repairs, constant teasing views of satin, lace, and heavy, swaying balls, and the certain knowledge that his nights would be spent satisfying the headmistress’s considerable appetites while Sophie’s provocative French maid uniform provided an ever-present, strictly hands-off distraction.

He smiled to himself as he reached the top of the stairs. Life at St. Titania’s had just become even more interesting.




Chapter Ten

Jack stood at the tall window of Mrs Hudson’s master bedroom, looking out over the manicured gardens that stretched behind the Victorian villa. The college grounds were visible in the distance, the spires of St. Titania’s just peeking above the trees, but they already felt like a pleasant memory rather than his daily reality. Three months had passed since he had moved into the headmistress’s private home, and his life had settled into a luxurious, intensely pleasurable routine.

During the day he still answered occasional calls from the college for urgent repairs, but most of his time was now spent maintaining Mrs Hudson’s elegant residence. Leaky taps were fixed before they dripped twice. Creaky floorboards were silenced. The garden paths were kept clear, the cars polished, and every piece of furniture was kept in perfect working order — especially the sturdy four-poster bed that saw nightly use.

Mrs Hudson had proven insatiable. Every evening after dinner she would summon him to her room, dressed in one of her favourite ensembles: a tight silk blouse stretched over whichever massive brassiere she had chosen for the day, paired with a pencil skirt so snug it required a deliberate wiggle to remove. She enjoyed making him watch while she slowly unbuttoned the blouse, revealing the industrial-strength satin and lace that struggled to contain her colossal, quivering breasts. The wide straps always left faint red lines on her soft shoulders by the end of the night.

Tonight was no different. She lounged on the chaise longue by the window in a deep burgundy blouse and a black pencil skirt that had already ridden high on her thighs. Sophie, the beautiful young shemale maid, moved gracefully around the room, straightening cushions and laying out a silver tray with brandy. Her French maid uniform remained as provocative as ever — the tight black satin bodice pushing her spectacular breasts into two overflowing mounds, the short ruffled skirt swishing with every step and constantly threatening to flip up and reveal the lacy white knickers stretched tight over her thick cock and enormous, heavy balls.

Sophie curtsied deeply as she placed the tray down, the motion causing her ruffled skirt to flare upward. Jack’s eyes were drawn, as always, to the way the delicate fabric cupped her massive, smooth bollocks, the weight making the satin sag slightly. The heavy orbs swayed gently as she rose, a constant teasing sight that Mrs Hudson allowed him to enjoy but never touch.

“Thank you, Sophie,” Mrs Hudson said smoothly. “That will be all for now. You may retire to your quarters once the kitchen is tidy.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Sophie replied with another pretty curtsy. As she turned to leave, her short skirt gave one final, deliberate swish, flashing the full curve of her arse and the prominent, full hang of those colossal balls once more. She caught Jack’s eye for a brief second, offering a small, knowing smile before disappearing down the hallway, her heels clicking softly.

Mrs Hudson watched her go, then turned her attention fully to Jack. “She is quite the vision, isn’t she? All that satin and lace, those pretty little curtsies, and the way her uniform barely contains her generous assets. I do enjoy how it teases you every single day.” She stood and crossed the room to him, pressing her monumental chest against his arm. “But remember, toy boy — she is for looking only. Your hands, your mouth, and that magnificent cock of yours belong to me.”

Jack nodded, his enormous prick already thickening inside his trousers at her proximity. “Understood, ma’am.”

She smiled, pleased with his obedience, and began unbuttoning her blouse with deliberate slowness. The black satin brassiere came into view, straps digging deep into her shoulders under the immense weight of her overflowing breasts. “Good. Now come here and attend to your duties.”

Jack stepped forward, hands sliding around her waist as he pulled her close. Mrs Hudson moaned softly as he kissed her neck, his fingers working the remaining buttons free. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor, then turned and bent slightly over the chaise longue, presenting her arse. The tight pencil skirt rode up on its own, revealing the black satin knickers stretched taut over her full cheeks and the heavy, pendulous hang of her enormous balls beneath.

“On your knees first,” she commanded softly. “Worship what you’ve earned.”

Jack dropped down behind her, hooking his fingers into the waistband of her skirt and knickers and pulling them down together. Her thick cock sprang free, already semi-hard, but it was the sight of her massive, smooth bollocks that made his mouth water. Two heavy, hairless orbs hung low and full, warm and inviting. He cupped them reverently, feeling their impressive weight, then leaned in and ran his tongue slowly over the smooth sac, sucking one large ball into his mouth while his hand stroked her thickening shaft.

Mrs Hudson groaned with pleasure, pushing back against his face. “That’s it… so much better than my useless ex-boyfriend. His pathetic little prick and tiny balls could never satisfy me like this.” She reached back and spread her cheeks wider, giving him full access.

After several minutes of devoted ball worship and cock sucking, Mrs Hudson straightened and led him to the large four-poster bed. She pushed him onto his back and straddled him, her short skirt now completely discarded. Her monumental breasts bounced heavily as she lowered herself onto his enormous prick, taking him deep into her tight arse in one smooth motion. The sensation made both of them moan loudly.

She rode him with practised skill, her heavy balls slapping against his own with every downward thrust. Jack’s hands roamed over her body, squeezing the soft flesh of her colossal chest, rolling her hard nipples between his fingers while she ground down harder.

“Fuck me deeper,” she gasped, leaning forward so her breasts smothered his face. “Fill your headmistress properly.”

Jack thrust up into her, his own massive prick stretching her fully while their heavy balls bounced and slapped together. The bed creaked rhythmically beneath them as Mrs Hudson’s thick cock bounced untouched between their bodies, leaking steadily onto Jack’s stomach.

She came first with a long, throaty cry, her arse clenching tightly around him as thick ropes of cum splattered across his chest. The sensation pushed Jack over the edge. He gripped her hips and buried himself to the hilt, unloading pulse after pulse of hot seed deep inside her until it overflowed and ran down over both sets of massive, swinging balls.

They stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing hard. Mrs Hudson finally lifted herself off him, cum trickling down her thighs, and collapsed beside him on the bed with a satisfied sigh.

“Perfect,” she murmured, tracing lazy circles on his chest with one finger. “This arrangement has been everything I hoped for, Jack. The college manages perfectly well without you there full-time now. St. Titania’s is a pleasant memory — full of delightful encounters, but nothing compared to having you here every night, ready and willing.”

Jack smiled, pulling her closer so her monumental breasts pressed warmly against his side. “I’m happy here, ma’am. The work is satisfying… and the benefits are even better.”

Mrs Hudson laughed softly, her hand drifting down to give his still-heavy prick a gentle squeeze. “Good boy. Tomorrow you can start on the conservatory roof — there’s a loose tile that needs attention. And in the evening…” She leaned in and nipped his earlobe. “I think I’ll wear the new red satin brassiere I ordered. The one with the extra-wide straps. It barely contains me, but I know how much you enjoy watching me struggle to fasten it.”

Downstairs, the faint sound of Sophie’s heels could be heard as she finished her evening duties. Jack knew she would appear again in the morning in that teasing French maid uniform — short ruffled skirt flipping with every curtsy, lacy knickers stretched tight over her thick cock and those enormous, swaying balls — providing endless visual temptation without ever being allowed to touch.

It was the perfect balance. Days filled with honest maintenance work around the beautiful estate, evenings and nights spent satisfying Mrs Hudson’s considerable appetites, and the constant, delicious tease of Sophie’s provocative presence keeping him perpetually aroused and eager for his mistress’s commands.

Mrs Hudson nestled against him, her colossal breasts rising and falling with contented breaths. “Sleep well, my toy boy,” she whispered. “You’ve earned it.”

Jack closed his eyes, the distant memory of St. Titania’s fading comfortably into the background. His new life — luxurious, sensual, and utterly satisfying — had only just begun.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
Peter M. McMillan

/ /A St. Titania’s

Ed

! Duology





OEBPS/image_rsrcME.jpg





