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The Deputy Head's Reward
By

Satyr

(Mf cons oral)

[The new Deputy Headteacher of Match End Schooheata schoolgirl taking her
revenge on the caretaker’s cat. Her mother buysiesce, in a fairly novel waly.

It had not been a good day and, by lunchtime, | nvage than ready for a break.
I'd arrived at Match End School as its new Depugabimaster just weeks before, and
was still trying to come to terms with the discovermile the boys were monsters (as
they all are in every school I'd ever taught irje tgirls (normally fairly amenable)
were, in this school, quite capable of teachinghibées of St Trinian’s a thing or two.
My geography class just before lunch had almosteteted into farce when ... well,
I'll spare you the details. They're just too hotelo recount — and I'm a teacher of 20
years experience too. I'd recovered the situationshill ... At the lunchtime bell I'd
dropped my briefcase in my study, eaten my sandgicAnd headed out into the
school grounds intending to get some fresh air.

Match End is a large English Comprehensive schdothy unusually, still has
its own playing field. The school backs onto famadaand we’ve got a small area of
rough land that was never landscaped adjacenetepbrts pitches. The kids don’t go
there out of choice or at least, not that | knowIofthe winter months, the school
sports staff send them running down the school £f@suntry course, which runs
through it. In winter, it's dark, gloomy and wetsuippose the kids think it's like that
year around, so avoid it. On the other hand, foéeacher wanting solitude, it's an
ideal place.

As | left the main building, | was stopped in mgdks by a loud call. | turned to
find Noddy, the caretaker, standing behind me.f'tdknow his real name, he’s just
Noddy to all of the staff (and children). He wasualdy-faced, heavy-set man of
uncertain years who still wore his fair hair loas¢he shoulders. He'd been caretaker
at Match End for years, nobody quite knew how Iofige reasons for the nickname
are lost in the mists of time, but one school @uijht suggests that he once bore a
startling resemblance to Noddy Holder, the singén Blade, the 1970s band. He was
a nice enough chap who kept himself to himself. akiyone really knew about him
was his fondness for his cats.

‘Arr, sorry to be botherin® you Mr Cadman, zur, blav you seen Tom?.
Nobody’s zeen ‘im.’

| shook my head and tried to look sorry. Tom wasléNos favourite cat, a big,
fat, ginger tomcat, of foul temper and bad hablitsvas an ill-favoured looking
creature, with one ear torn due, it was said, ianain with a local rottweiler dog. The
story was that the cat stood its ground and it thasrottie that had eventually fled
home, its clawed nose bleeding so badly that itleée vet's attention. The animal’s
only saving grace was it was an excellent mouserwhich reason it had the run of



the school; other than that, it had nothing to candit. Virtually every teacher in
the school had had a bad experience with it. Thmalis favourite spot in the entire
school appeared to be on the broad backs of a f@&sy chairs in the staff room. It
was warm and sunny there and, on a winter's daya# very close to a radiator. The
cat always lay quietly on the chair back and, ifi yailed to see it in time, you were
liable to get your hair parted by its claws. Thstftime that had happened to me, I'd
slopped hot tea over my hand. Taylor, the headh®fRE department, had sniggered
while Tina Martin, one of the female PE teacher®wias sitting with him, offered a
sympathetic smile and a napkin. Taylor promptly iwato my bad books. My second
run-in with the animal was only a few days laterewtthe brute had jumped onto a
coffee table and challenged me for my biscuit, WHid unwisely left on the saucer.

| shook my head again, ‘Sorry Mr ... er, Mr ... | pagdisaghast that | couldn’t
remember his name. Noddy didn’t seem to hear amgéduaway from me.

‘Arr, thankee!” he said, ‘zure he’ll turn up.’

As | continued on my way, | could see Noddy peennger the parked cars in
the staff car park, still looking for the wretchadimal. Personally, | didn't care if |
never saw Tom ever again, and | think | speak fosthof the school community
here!

By 12:45, my head was clear again and | headed foad¢ke main building. As |
approached the passageway between the main budaditdscience Block, | heard a
scrabbling and something small and purple shot tdsvane at ankle level. | only
caught a glimpse of it, so busy was | leaping dutsopath. By the time I'd picked
myself up — I'd crashed over a loose flagstone & habbled to the edge of the
building, whatever it was had long gone. As | stosbaking my head in dazed
bemusement, | noticed a purple spot on the pautmges. Then another, then another.
| turned slowly and, looking back along the patdads the Science Block, saw an
irregular trail of purple spots leading away in ftiieection from which the purple
‘thing’ had come. | followed them and slowly, thbgcame more distinct. Then a
faint larger blob appeared, which swiftly developetb the purple impression of a
footprint — one large pad in the centre, and foest somewhat asymmetric, with the
third digit most prominent. The prints were smalhly about an inch-and-a-quarter
across. I've seen that footprint before, of couiMdest of us haveFelis catus- the
domestic cat.

The trail led around the corner of the Science Blaghich was large and ‘L’
shaped. The angle of the ‘L’ houses the schooldbiécgheds and, as | approached, a
girl came into view in their lee. Where she stoodsvshielded from the view of
passers-by by the bulk of the shed. Behind herpamgl floor window was open and a
small hair-drier lay on the sill, its power cordgappearing into the building. The girl,
a tall slender lass with long brown hair pulledlbato a pony tail, was kneeling by a
drain and was so engrossed in whatever she wag dbat my approach went
unnoticed ‘til a stone rattled underfoot. The ¢pdpt to her feet, spinning to face me.
As she turned, the bucket she held crashed aga@astall and flew from her grip.
Behind her, on the ground, | saw a large purplelpat earth, and the hands that flew
up to her face to cover her surprise were stainegl@.

She was a well-built girl, a little over the avesedgeight for her age. She had a
delicate, heart-shaped face, and soft brown eygsite a pretty girl, really. Not a
beauty in the catwalk model sense, but attractheugh and one who made the best
of what she’d got.



| paused for a moment to allow her to regain henmaosure. ‘Good afternoon,’ |
said. The girl remained silent, her eyes like smicéam Mr Cadman, | am the new
Deputy Headmaster,’ | said. ‘And you are?’

‘Tamara,’ she whispered. She coughed. ‘Sorry, Tararr,” she said, somewhat
louder.

‘And what,’ | said, taking the bull by the hornsyduld Tamara Carr like to tell
me about the purple thing that’s just shot pastinsaspect you know something..." |
raised my eyebrow questioningly.

The girl looked embarrassed. ‘Well Sir, it's likeig ...” She stopped, biting her
lip and beginning to shift her weight from one fdotanother. ‘Err ... um ...” She
stopped, her head on one side.

‘Well Tamara, quiet obviously you know somethingou¥ hands are covered in
something purple. What is it?’

‘Hair dye, Sir.’

‘Hair dye. Why are you hands covered in purple ligie? No ... | stopped
myself. Past bitter experience with teenaged girtlicated that the best way of
handling them was not to give any scope for evaeroprevarication: so | cut to the
chase. ‘What have you been dyeing?’

‘The cat, Sir.’

‘The cat,’ | said slowly, a horrid thought formingpray tell, which cat — not the
ginger tomcat known as Tom? The caretaker’s git@acat?’

It all came out then, it seems that it's not otlg staff room that had suffered at
the hands of that wretched animal; so had many@fpupils. For Tamara, the final
straw was when the creature had ‘marked its teyritosight down the side of her
schoolbag, and right in front of a particular yo(ind his friends) on whom she was
sweet. The callow youth’s bellow of laughter at Baails misfortune had mortified
her, and led her to plot her revenge on the awhir

| shook my head in pretended sorrow. | can't degt § was particularly sad
about the cat’s fate: I'm sure the dye’ll come euéventually. However, no matter
how provoked, we can’t really go around dyeing qaisple, can we? | cleared my
throat. ‘This is serious,’ | said. ‘You can't jugb around dyeing cats, no matter if
they've pi..." | stopped, cleared my throat, and reed, ‘no matter what they've
done. This will cause mister, er ... mister, er ...,Naddy, grave offence.” (Oh
bugger, | thought to myself, why hadn’t | taken thee and trouble to learn the non-
teaching staff's surnames?) | cleared my throainag®&ight, this is sufficiently
serious that the Head will have to be told. Expedie summoned to explain yourself.
Now, get this mess and yourself cleaned up. Yogteten minutes ‘til the bell.’

| turned to go, but before I'd taken two pacesvwce stopped me.

‘Sir?’

| turned back.

‘Sir, will this mean de-merits?’

| pursed my lips. ‘I'll be very surprised if it dee't at the very least. Expulsion is
a possibility too.’

The Head's latest scheme to persuade our pupilearm is one from my own
schooldays — House Points, but with a twist. THeets pupils are divided into four
houses, each named after a distinguished locabpeEsach House competes against
the others for a trophy, awarded at the end ofS3aaemer Term, and based on the
number of house points received (for good acadewoik) during the year, and on
the House’s sporting achievements against the dtbases. A bit of competition
seems to work wonders, don’t you know? The twisk veaseries of de-merits



‘awarded’ for misbehaviour. They didn’t affect theuse score, they were simply
used to tackle the unruly child — earn sufficieoings and you disbarred yourself
from those little ‘extra’s’ of school life — the ighg trip, theatre outings, participation
in sports teams’, the school play; selection asgddDaptain, Prefect, you know, the
little ‘extra’s’ of school life.

| headed back towards my study, taking a shorttbrdugh the back of the
building and past the gym. That wretch, Taylor, geg out of Tina Martin’s room as
| passed, giving me a cheery wave when he saw ime, &ccompanied by the tall,
redheaded girl who is the captain of the netbalinteAnnie or Ellie or whatever her
name is, cannoned into him as he stopped. | noddely to him and smiled benignly
at his companions, both of whom looked slightlysfled and unreasonably perturbed
at seeing me. At least, | thought to myself, hads the good sense to ensure that the
girl was properly chaperoned. I'd heard some seaade about him and the netball
and hockey team girls, and the rugby squad lastewih shook my head and hurried
on.

At the last clamour of the bell marking the enduwich, | poked my head into the
School Secretary’s office. ‘Is he in?’ | asked,limog my head towards the Head'’s
door, ‘something | must mention quickly.’

The secretary shook her head, ‘If you're quick aisdurgent, you’ll catch him in
the car park. He’s off to a meeting at the Educafiathority. Budgets or something.’

It is whispered that the Head is Up To No Good wittertain somebody, in fact,
the rather attractive, nicely dressed and fragtdnd Ellis, the secretary of the
Education Authority Budgets Committee. In fact flsStaom gossip suggests that the
Head has beeRloughing Mrs Ellis’ Troughand erSowing His Seed ther# you see
what | mean. He certainly seems to spend an inateliamount of school time in
meetings with the Education Authority... You won'’t arprised to hear that it was a
rather anxious-to-be-away Head that | tried toltcatcthe car park.

‘AhyesDennisgoodtoseeyouHow’sitgoing?MustdashmegattheEducationAuth-
ority.Notmuchtime-late. Willitwait?Good:seeyoutommar!’

With that, and without giving me the chance to aayord, the Head’s car shot
back across the car park, narrowly missing my tblescrashed the gears and sped out
of the gate, leaving a trail of burnt rubber arttia blue haze of exhaust smoke.

‘It'll have to wait,’ | said quietly to myself, amgering the Head’s question as his
engine note receded into in the distance. | shogkead again and made my way
towards my study and my free period of lesson pedjuan.

*k%k

About an hour later, my telephone jangled.

‘Hello? Hello? Mr Cadman? Hello? Ah! Mr Cadman, yEge got Mrs Carr on
the line. Can you speak to her?’

With that, the telephone clicked as the School &aty switched the caller
through to me.

‘Ah, good afternoon,” | said, somewhat surprisellirs Carr? I'm glad you
called. | was going to have to call to you thiseaibon — a little matter that's come

up...’
‘Yes,’ said the very cultured female voice at thikeo end, ‘that’s just what I'm
calling about. Tamara called me on her mobile totkat I'd probably get a call. As
I’'m between meetings now and you hadn’t rung, utitd I'd take pre-emptive action

and call you. Tell me, have you had the chanceealsto the Head yet?’



This conversation wasn't taking the usual courssugh conversations at all. ‘Er,
well, no,’ | replied, ‘He’s had to go off to a mewg, but when he gets back, I'll see
him then and we’ll decide how to resolve this matte

There was a moment’s silence at the other end; tMenCadman, I'd ... We'd
be very grateful if you'll hold off speaking to the Headtu I've had the chance to
speak to you further - in person - about this. Nayw there was a rustling at the other
end, as if diary pages were being turned, ‘shalbaye 3.45pm today? I'll come along
to the school and I'm sure we can resolve this?

‘I won't have had ... er, the Head ..." | began.

‘3.45pm, Mr Cadman, at your office. Sorry | can’ake it earlier, I'm just about
to go into a meeting. I'll see you then, and | trusanrely on your discretion ‘til
then?’

What can a gentleman say to such an appeal, dtheryes?’

*k%k

As the last of the heavily-laden school buses putlet of the school gates at a
little past 3.30, | turned and strolled back inte@ how deserted school towards my
study to await my meeting with Mrs Carr. The staf park was emptying fast, with
only my car and that of Mr Ffrench, the rather &ffgoung man who taught music,
still left. The rest of our highly motivated stdfdd decamped with unsurprising speed
once the final bell rang. Even nhéte noire that odious man Taylor, had gone;
strolling out of the gate with Tina Martin, thattball captain girl and a couple of his
rugby players.

At just short of 4pm, | nearly jumped from my skith surprise when an elegant
arm came through my door - through my open doat, h— and beat a heavy tattoo
upon it. The arm was followed by an elegantly dedsswillowy blonde lady. Her
dark-blonde tresses were worn dressed up, abovecdhar of her (no doubt)
expensive silk blouse, which she wore sufficiemihen to display a generous amount
of cleavage. About her throat was a double-strihgearls, and the ensemble was
completed by an expensively cut pair of black tesssand highly polished strappy
high heels. The family resemblance to Tamara @drg, followed her into my study,
left me in no doubt that this was her mother.

‘Ah, Mr Cadman, she said from within a cloud ofpexsive, yet discreet,
perfume, ‘Sorry to have kept you — meeting overfidrank you for seeing me.’

She settled herself into my visitor's chair, cragsone leg elegantly over the
other. Her daughter stood quietly by the door, Wwiske’d closed behind her mother.

‘Now, Mr Cadman, | wonder if we can come to somigasle arrangement about
this sorry affair? Can | take it that you've notadeaany mention of this to the Head?

| shook my head.

‘Good,’ she continued, ‘so it's only us,’” her gast@ncompassed the three of us,
‘who know about Tamara and that wretched cat?’

‘Yes,’ | replied. ‘I've not had cause to mentioneisewhere and, as you'd asked
to see me, it didn’t seem appropriate to do so.’

‘Ah, good. Now, Mr Cadman. | fully appreciate wHatink your position will
be. It's one thing to take your revenge on the loat, as the animal belongs to a key
member of staff, you presumably have to view thartipular transgression
particularly seriously. Am | right?’

| nodded.



‘As you know,” she continued, ‘the Head has a dénsgstem. | realise you've
not been here long but take it that you know aodintd how works? No skiing trip,
school plays ...? Good, good,” she said, nodding. $lhepped her voice
conspiratorially, making me lean forwards to hear. iAs she leant forward in turn,
her cleavage swam into my view. For such a slem@#nan, | thought, she’s got big
titties. | blinked and dragged my attention backvtat the owner of the objects of my
attention was saying. ‘Now, Tamara’s a bit of adfah And she’s managed to get a
few demerits.” She paused for a moment.

Mmmm, they were big, and round, and brown ...

Her voice jerked my attention back. ‘Now, | woultlwant Tamara to miss out,
and I'm sure that my husband wouldn't be too keenshall we say, we have
domestic arrangementkat would be severely ... ah affectedif Tamara couldn’t
go on the trips. So, | wonder, can we ..." She paasebturned to her daughter. ‘Just
step outside, honey, and wait for me — as we agreed

As the door closed behind the girl, Mrs Carr turbadk and leant towards me. If
anything, her cleavage was even more on display before. | swear that | could see
the lacy tops of her bra cups where they crossedrdhind, brown, swells of her
boobs. | shivered involuntarily, and dragged myeghack to her face. She looked
smug: I'm sure she’d seen where | was looking, dhé continued talking as if she
was totally unaware of the effect she was having.

‘Now,” she said, ‘| hope we can come to some areamgnt ... She uncrossed
her legs and stood up, stepping over to the winddnere she stood silhouetted. My
God! | thought, those titties. Against the lightetblouse had gone semi-transparent
giving me an excellent view. | licked my lips, fieg light-headed. My erection
swelling rapidly.

Suddenly, she was perched on the edge of my desthinlg over me. It was hard
to keep my eyes from the chasm between her brélsis,” she said softly, ‘could
we come to some arrangement, do you think, thatldvbelp Tamara with her
problem, our family problemwith Tamara’s demerit situation ... school tripsdan
your problem with that erection?’

| almost jolted upright. | couldn’t believe whathiought she’d just said ...

‘Would a blow job do, | wonder?’ she paused. ‘Ye&ss, | think from your
expression ...’

‘Yes,’ | agreed. Mentally, | cursed the quiver ity noice.

‘Good boy,” she said huskily, then, raising herceoislightly: ‘Tamara!” she
called. Almost immediately, the study door openad the girl came back in. Only
this time, apart from her school shoes and longteveocks, she was completely
naked.

My eyes nearly popped from my head. My heart thdddemy chest. | looked
aghast at the woman perched on the end of my #&esk afar | heard Mrs Carr say,
‘I'm sure you didn’t think I'd be doing the BJ my&d’'ve just had my hair done and
don’t want it messed up before tonight. Besides, ditly girl’s got herself, and us,
into this scrape and she can jolly well get herseif of it. Anyway, she’s quite a
skilled cocksucker, and she’ll be doing this ondermsupervision — my supervision —
so it'll be the best one you've ever had.’

As her mother spoke, Tamara strolled unhurriediyad the desk to stand before
me. Her unsupported breasts jiggled and swayedtitsligs she walked. Like her
mother, she was tall and slender. Her long brownwas loose now, cascading down
past her shoulder, the ends almost brushing theeqmabl nipples which crowned her
dainty, tip-tilted, breasts. Below; her narrow wapread into well-proportioned hips



and long, smooth, brown legs. At their juncturetleelsa small brown, neatly
trimmed, patch of curls. My mouth went dry. Totallyy. There wasn't a trace of
puppy-fat left on her. | licked my lips.

‘She’s fifteen,” | heard her mother say in a matiefact way. ‘She’s been
sucking cocks for a year or so now. Rarstedand selectedgentlemen only, you
understand? She’s quite good at it, or so I'm tditien, ‘Turn ‘round dear, I'm sure
Mr Cadman would like to see your arse.’

Without trace of shame, the girl pivoted in platee back was easily as good as
the front. Her long, smooth, back blended well iatbeart-shaped bottom, and then
into trim thighs and shapely legs. The whole paekags well-tanned, with no hint of
tan-lines or any white at all — no bathing suitalitwhen sunbathing, | surmised. |
licked my lips again.

‘By all means, feel free to touch her,” came MrsrGavoice again.

| didn’t need a second invitation, and reached &dyrunning my hand over the
girl’s smooth flank before cupping her ass ched&kg.other hand stroked the side of
her thigh then down to a well-muscled calf.

‘She dances,’ observed Mrs Carr, ‘hence the wetldd calves. She also rides,
so they're strong: she’s quite used to a big, thiodp, animal between her legs.” She
paused. Our eyes met, the twinkle in them told hat thedouble entendrevasn’t
unintended. ‘I suppose,’ she continued, ‘as yoaleut to get very well acquainted
with my daughter, you may as well call me Antonia.’

‘Thank you ... Antonia,” | mumbled, my right hand na@hding across the girl’s
firm buttocks towards her inner thigh. Palm uplid sny hand between them, feeling
the moist heat of her pussy.

‘I'm Dennis,’ | offered hoarsely, as my index fingglid between a pair of well
greased cuntlips. The girl twitched and gasped pgrmbing finger found the hot,
hard, nubbins of her already swollen clittie.

‘You may as well have a proper look, and feel. Twound Tamara, ... Dennis
may as well get the full benefit of the front too.’

The girl pivoted to face me and stood square on,féet planted well-apart.
Below the tangled triangle of pussy-fur, | coulearly see the engorged pink of her
cuntlips. The girl shivered as | ran a finger tiprgg them. Above me, the pink-coral
of her nipples had changed to a darker hue: nownipgles stood out, puffy and
darkly swollen with excitement. | reached up angpmd one — it fitted comfortably
into the palm of my hand, the hot point of the tepgpeeming to burn into my palm.

‘Give him a taste Tamara,” encouraged Antonia,seéems to appreciate them.’

Obediently, the girl leant forwards, balancing ledren my chair arms. Slowly,
sensuously, she touched her engorged nipple tmrepnéad and trailed it down to my
mouth. As it touched my lips, | swept it in, mydiforming a seal about the aureole. |
sucked the hot teat into my mouth and, at the siime, used my tongue to press
against the sensitive bud. The nipple stiffenedfyaher, and | could feel the real
wetness of her pussy on my probing fingers. Theggiifened and threw her head
back. She moaned in the back of her throat andrbgpant quite gently.

‘Good, is it?” Antonia questioned rhetorically. ‘Hinm, there may be more to
Dennis than meets the eye.’

| brought my hands up, resting them on the girlipshto steady her, as |
transferred my attention to the other nipple. ‘Tirhéhink, for the main event,” said
Antonia after a pause. ‘Time to get his cock oatmara, and to give him the best BJ
of his life.’



Tamara straightened up, disengaging her nipple froyrmouth in the process.
With a deft movement, she tugged my zipper allwla down. My hands wrestled
feverishly with my belt buckle as the girl leantvi@rds, her lips brushing against
mine as she made time for me to complete the utibgckrocess. That first gentle
touch turned into a long, lascivious kiss, her tengrobing mine, her sharp little
teeth dancing along my lip. Suddenly, | felt coldas my trousers fell open. | eased
my buttocks off the chair and, with Tamara’s aighushed my garments down. My
cock sprang free. Already, you won't be surprisechéar, | was massively erect, a
dribble of pre-cum showing at the tip.

‘What do you want to say Tamara?’

The girl spoke for the first time. ‘I'm sorry abotlte cat, Sir. I've no excuses. I'd
like to help you forget about it.’

| nodded dumbly.

‘Now, Tamara, remember what I've taught you abauing a good blow job.
The secrets are good preparation, and plenty ofcegact with the recipient. Men
like that, don’t they Dennis?’

| grunted affirmatively.

Antonia continued as if she hadn’t heard me. ‘Ndvamara, let's get him
properly hard.’

Tamara knelt between my parted thighs; | could feelhot, hard, points of her
titties grazing them. Almost shyly now, she glanagd under her eyelashes and
through the curtain of her hair. Tamara gently gealsmy swollen organ, sliding her
hand over the tip, spreading my pre-cum over mgdkin and her hand. Slowly and
gently, she began to stroke downwards, slowly sipkine foreskin back and exposing
the engorged, purple head of my dick. Every sonpi@e stroked her palm across the
tip, which soon glistened with pre-cum. Ever sotbeshe leant forward and blew on
me. The sensation was divine! | trembled in an#éittgn as she wet her lips and gently
teased the head with it. | could see the saliviigliagtening over the head, and feel it
starting to run down my shaft. With her free haside gently ran a finger over my
tight sac. With gentle butterfly kisses, she begathe base of my glans, working her
way slowly down the full length of my dick to myllsa Then up one side, and down
the other; her hand keeping up a gentle strokinggamdhroughout. | lost track of
time, it seemed to go on and on and on, raisingartegher and higher plateaux of
feeling. | felt her tongue run around the rim of gigns then over the top. Gently, her
tongue probed at my urethra, sending a new wagemgation through me. | glanced
down quickly to see her dip her tongue into my quas.

| can’t really say when she finally took the futdd in her mouth, but suddenly it
was in. | looked down to see the little minx witle head — just the head, mind you —
inside her mouth. Our eyes met. | could feel mygeihg light-headed. Gently but
firmly, Tamara pressed down on the base of my ctuk;feeling abating with the
pressure. Slowly, she began to bob up-and-dowimgdakore of me in on each bob.
She was very, very, gentle, keeping just enougspire on my engorged stalk to
prevent me cumming there and then.

| could feel the sensation building. Far away, dildohear a scratching. ‘Fucking
mice,’ | thought to myself, before | realised tlitatvas my own fingernails scraping
on the arms of my chair. All of a sudden, | wasoéllhe way in. Tamara held position
for a moment, looking deep into my eyes, her lgpsning a large ‘O’ around the base
of my cock. God! | must be part way down her thrttatvas that thought that did it. |
felt myself loose it. | gurgled and tried to thrusty hips. With Tamara’s weight
against me and my legs thrust well out, | didn¥é¢he leverage - | barely moved.



‘He’s about to finish Tamara, use your throat mesclust like | taught you.
Drink it all down.’

| felt her throat contract against my glans. | sped. Then spasmed again and
again and again. | could feel the hot jism spurfiogn my cock, my balls emptying
into the girl's throat. My head rolled back, breakimy eye contact with her. |
moaned deep in my own throat.

From far away, | heard Antonia say, ‘That’s gooanBaa. Keep your throat open
and his dick in the back, that way, you'll take @i cum down. It'll just shoot down
without you having to swallow.’

It seemed to take an age for me to stop spurtingitoweality, it could only have
been five or ten seconds. Almost immediately, nok dtarted to deflate.

‘Gently, said Antonia, ‘gently keep going. Cleamhoff.’

| could feel a hot little tongue sweeping around gigns and shaft then,
suddenly, Tamara appeared in front of me, her frangely flushed and a small
dribble of cum running from the side of her moutfith an angelic expression, she
kissed me again, full on: tongues ‘n all. | coudste my own cum on her tongue.
Then it was over. Gently, she broke the kiss, stepaway from me.

‘Thank you, Sir,” she said sweetly.

Antonia inclined her head towards the door andT@®ara stepped outside to
dress, she smiled down at me. ‘That good?’ shedaske

| nodded, still unable to speak.

‘Good. I'm glad you enjoyed it. Now, | hope thalt that's happened here today
can be a secret between us?’

| nodded again.

‘Good. Now, it would be unfair not to give you tfieal treat. You've been
ogling them enough.” With that, Antonia opened firent of her blouse — she must
have unbuttoned while Tamara was blowing me, amtipped the catch of her front-
fastening bra. Released from restraint, her maggnmiti titties sprang out. Like her
daughter’s, Antonia’s were fully tanned with noceaof white. They were big for her
slender frame, and showed no sign of sagging. Huples were dark brown and
swollen, the teats jutting a full quarter-of-anhnforward. Antonia stepped forwards
and dropped her weight onto my wrists, pinning ragds to the chair arms.

‘I don’t want my hair messing,” she said, as sloevl} traced an arabesque along
the length of my cock with her nipple. | begantiffen again.

‘Naughty, naughty,” she cooed.

As her nipple reached the glans, she pushed upkigsdd me as fully as her
daughter had done, her tongue probing my mouth.

Suddenly, she was upright, her bra clipped andhheds busy with her blouse
buttons as she strolled casually towards the door.

‘Thank you for your co-operation and understandioday. We'll let ourselves
out and ..." she paused for a moment, ‘I've got yoame and number. | may be in
touch — if you know what | mean. | might need sdme#p at one of my little socials.
You've got some ... er, stamina. | didn’t really egpgou to last that long, not with
Tamara working on you ...’

She stood in the doorway and smiled, then was deaeing only a faint aroma
of expensive perfume, cum, and hot pussy.

*k%



It took half-an-hour for me to recover enough tohga my things and head for
home. As | walked down the now dark corridor tovgatde main entrance and my
car, | heard the scrape of claws on the parquet.

| saw a shadow move along the floor and, into atpat moonlight on the floor,
stepped a cat. A large ginger cat, with a torn & |egacy of a fight with a rottie ...
Now, | mused, if Tamara hadn’t dyed Tom, the actcWwhad provided me with a
superb BJ, which cat had she dyed ...

The End

[Author’s note: | did some research for this story, honest! IWwn@u don’t usually expect writers of
eratic fiction to do, or need to do, any researbht | did, if for no better reason than | don’vgiBJs
myself and, while I've had a few good ones overtwgs, | don't really know how the girl managed to
do it. They felt superb, but something large wathéway, so I've never seen what's been goingon t
well ... (OK, you're right. I've heard the joke in iwh a chap is asked to describe the worst BJ tleey'v
ever had, and the questioner supplying the answeantastic! — before his foil does. Ladies, it'sdr

| don't think I've ever had a BJ that wasti&ntastic! — it's just that some have been more fantastic!
than others.) However, the idea in this story isfamara to give Dennis the best BJ of his lifé kad

to do some research on how others think a reallgdg8J is given ... For those of you who are
interested (or might like to have your lady impravreher technique — your call as to how you broach
thatone!), here’s a small selection of sites whichpdieg useful information for this story:

e http://lwww.skullsite.co.uk/prints/Cat/cat.htm

e http://www.dontspitswallow.com/

»  http://dva.gbrit.com/~dougadams/blowjob_trainingaph

o http://tdte.porkyhost.com/instruction.htm

e http://www.asstr.org/files/FAQs_and Information/Hodw Suck a Cock.txt

o http://lwww.asstr.org/files/FAQs_and Information/[Pé®oating_gquide-summary.txt

The web addresses were correct at 01:00 hours Givi3loDecember 2007.]

h_k_h_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_%_k_% _k_%

The author does not condone child abuse or undesmgeThis story is meant as an erotic fantasyreait life.
Anyone acting out such scenarios in reality cark imoward to many unproductive years getting itthe ass from
a fellow prisoner in their local prison.

It's okay to READ stories about unprotected sex witiers outside a monogamous relationship. Bsnit bkay
to HAVE unprotected sex with people other tharuated partner. There are a number of very unpleasseases,
some incurable, some fatal, some both incurablefaatl which can be contracted that way. Genigaphs is still
a fact of life! HIV/AIDS is still a real threat.

You only have one body per lifetime, so take goark ©f it!

Kh_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_k_%k_k_%k_k_%k_k_%_k_% _k_k
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