
Calving High Debate Club: Monday

"Okay, lets come to order!" Becky called out. "Order! Anyone who 
comes to order gets a cookie! Come on!" 

She had to shout. The entirety of the club was boys, these days, except 
for her...

...and Fiona...

There HAD been plenty of girls. But over the past month, all of them 
had found a new interest in clothing (or rather, in not wearing a lot 
of clothes), in boys, in makeup, or some other stupid feminine crap. 
Interest in debating social progress was at an all-time low. 

"On Monday we will be voting on next semester's Debate Club 
President. I nominate myself, I second, I accept," she beamed at the 
audience. "Any other nominations?"

One of the boys raised his hand.

"I'd like to nominate Fiona for President."  
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Becky kept smiling, With her teeth.

"Fiona! Do you accept?"

"Ummm... I guess?" 

The blonde sat at the very back of the classroom, and had 
absentmindedly let her legs spread open. Revealing dark red panties. 
She barely managed to get them shut before every boy in the room 
turned to look at her. 

Becky fumed.

"Vacuous whore," she thought, rummaging in her vocabulary for 
suitable words.

"I mean, I guess I could be President, if that's what you guys want." 

They all cheered. All of them! 

"Well! We'll do speeches Later this week. Meeting adjourned."

There were still twenty minutes to go in lunch period, but Becky didn't 
care. 
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Becky found Paul after first period. Around them, the increasingly 
nubile and willing girls of Calving High pranced around on high 
heels. It seemed like every female in school had sprouted coltish 
legs virtually overnight.

"Paul. I need your help."

Paul blinked, helpfully. He was the shortest boy in Debate Club, with all 
the muscle tone of a bag of slugs. 

"I need to beat Fiona, and I need to know how."

"Umm..." Paul looked hesitant. "Okay... here's the thing about that. I 
know you know a lot about... you know.. imperialism... but no one 
cares. All they care about is..."

"It's my boobs, right? It's going to be my boobs," Becky said.

They had already been reasonably big last year. Now they were huge. 
And they kept growing. Becky had to put special cream on them every 
morning.

She unbuttoned the top button, let her sweater kittens breathe. 
Actually, it was kind of a relief.

"That's GOOD, but..." Paul said.



"Oh lord, do they need more? Here, I'll just give them my best sex 
kitten look," Becky said, seething. 

She arranged her blouse, curled up in a vaguely sexy pose, and gave 
Paul a coquettish smile.

Too late she noticed him staring, blushing. Her skirt had ridden up, 
giving the small boy a great view of the plain white cotton 
underneath. She tugged it down, hastily, and tried to ignore a hot 
tingle from down there.

"Look," Paul said, shaking his head. That's not going to do it. The 
problem isn't you. The problem is... Fiona."
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"She's been letting some of the guys feel her up," Paul explained, 
shuffling his feet. His eyes kept examining Becky's bountiful tits. It was 
leaving her quite hot and bothered. 

"Feel her up!" 

"Timothy. Robert. Michael Y. Michael R. They've all gotten a touch of 
those boobs."

"They aren't half as big as mine!" Becky exclaimed. She shook her head. 
This was.. out of character... right? But she wanted to win so badly...

"Yeah, but a feel up is a feel up. You see all the girls in this school, 
lately. It's like they're in heat. Even the Debate Club guys are getting 
their hopes up."

"Well! I guess... okay, thanks Paul. Thanks."

She shuffled away, flustered. All this talk of boobs had gotten her 
nipples uncomfortably hard. Stupid body was betraying her, these days.
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Timothy was in her Calculus class. Becky didn't pay any attention to 
the material. She paid attention to Timothy. He was, at least, a pretty 
good looking guy. Some muscles. Reasonable body. Her boobs were 
sweating in anticipation. 

The class ground through. Several girls had already transferred out, 
claiming headaches from "too much math." Those few that were left 
were arrayed in skirts, and sat near the back. 

"Hey, Tim! Timmy. Timothy," Becky called out, once class was out and 
the room emptied. "Hang on a second. I've got a quick question."

"Yeah, Becky?" 

Here it went. And Becky was surprised how easily her legs swung open, 
like a well-greased door, and was equally surprised how warm and 
hot the air felt on her slit. Only a small part of her shouted that 
something was wrong.

"Just wanted to talk about your vote. I wanted to say that I see 
myself as... accessible..."

His cock sprang up, and Becky unconsciously licked her lips.
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He was behind her, suddenly, once Becky closed her eyes to take in the 
sudden sensations. Boys moved fast.

Then there were hands on her boobs, her big mounds, and the 
pillowy, endless flesh suddenly glowed with all the repressed 
pleasure they contained. Timothy was boyish, mauling them together, 
but every nerve glowed electric at his touch.

"A boy is twisting my nipples," Becky thought, and ground her thighs 
together. 

She let him play, panting and squirming. "So-o-o... I think.. you can 
see... why I'd be a good... President... for whatever..." she said, 
struggling to talk through the heat.

After an eternity, he let go.

"Do I... do I have your vote?" she said, panting.

Timothy shrugged. "We'll see."

Becky groaned, and slumped back, perspiring. 
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"Becks, time for school!" her Mom called out. Mom had adopted all 
the mannerisms and bright, brainless look of a 1950s Mom, lately. She 
even wore an apron, and cooked roasts. Becky was pretty sure she 
wore makeup to bed.

Becky hadn't done her homework, last night. Just attempting it gave 
her a serious headache. One she had relieved, to her embarassment, 
by sticking two fingers up her virgin slit. 

It had felt seriously good. No wonder the other girls at school 
were acting so brainless. Another orgasm like that and she'd forget 
geography.

She dialed Paul. "Paul. It's Becky. Look, I took your advice. I let a 
guy... uh... touch my boobs... but it didn't help! He's still not voting for 
me."

Paul hesitated, on the line. "Thing is," he said, "Fiona just upped the 
ante."
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"She did a little striptease for us," he explained. 

"Us??? How many of you were there?" 

"Five. We all have AP English together. First she let her boobs flop 
free, which was nice, but then she let us see her... her..." Paul couldn't 
form the word.

"Pussy. Her pussy," Becky's own seemed to like the word, as stern as 
she tried to sound. "Jesus. What a slut."

Paul was stammering, now. "It was w-w-wet.. and she bent over... and 
we all got to look, and it smelled so h-h-ott..."

Damn boys. She hung up on him.

Well. She couldn't go that far. Some touch and feel was fine, but 
Becky was not going to descend into depravity.

Later, frustrated, she couldn't fit on her latest bra. They had needed 
to special order it. It was incredibly expensive. And she had outgrown 
the silly thing. AGAIN. "Mom! I need a new bra! Get out your purse" 
she called out. 
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Becky's English class was a farce. The teacher was a young, pretty 
thing named Mrs. Underwood, formerly a great believer in careful 
deconstruction of serious texts. She had lost that. Along with her 
sensible shoes. And apparently skirts longer then a hand's breadth. 
Now she sat on the desk, thighs opening and closing, and breathlessly 
talked about "lust, lust, lusty lust" in D.H. Lawrence. Or maybe it was 
One Life to Live. 

"Hi Robert," Becky purred, once class was over with. She did her best 
sexy voice. It was surprisingly kittenish. "Can we chat?"

Becky remembered Robert as shy and retiring, in love with puzzles, so 
it was a surprise when he boldly ran a hand up her thigh. It felt like 
rubbing velvet. The purr grew deeper.

He swept her up, and she felt her body go weak and trembling, 
helpless in his embrace. It would've been romantic and sweet if she 
wasn't also achingly aware how much farther he could go, how far 
she would let him go. She wrapped her thighs around him and let her 
expanded chest rub against his. 

Finally he let the embrace go, smiled sweetly, and said "I hope this 
wasn't just to get my vote.”

Becky tried not to groan.
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"So what if it was?" she said, unbuttoning each button on her thin 
blouse. "Is that a problem or something? I'm just trying to be... 
accomodating... to the boys."

Her tits came into view, groaning and pathetically constrained by a 
too-tight bra. Her nipples, little glass-cutters, shone through the 
upper gauzy portion. Her globes filled the old-fashioned cups to 
overflowing, and only zealous underpinning kept them from 
springing out. 

Robert was impressed. How could he not be? But he still matched eyes 
with her and grinned, waiting for more.

Becky huffed, but smiled sweetly, innocently. She had thought this 
through. Fiona could be the basic slut. She would be the achingly hot, 
pure and virginal one. Teasing and looking. 

"All I need is your hand raised on ELECTION DAY," she promised, and 
rested her legs wide open on the desk.
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Grinning, Robert stepped forwards, his breath hot against her. Becky 
was all too aware of how vulnerable she was, wrapped up in strands 
of wispy cotton, nearly naked and basically presenting herself for 
approval.

"Nah ah!" she sang, trying to keep her voice level. "Look but don't 
touch."

"I can touch a little, can't I?" Robert said, and it all sounded so 
reasonable. Why shouldn't he touch her? She wanted to be touched. 
All of her did. His eyes were hitting her libido like a hammer. Where 
she was naked perspiration shone, and where she was still half-
clothed moisture seeped out of every pore. 

Robert put a hand on the outside of her panties, and Becky took in a 
breath. His fingers were probing her sex, seconds away from 
discovering just how juicy and wet she really was. She was going to 
stop him... any second now... she was going to say anything....

"Ehh," Robert said, and took his hand away.

"Wha-- what?" Becky said, stunned. He was.. stopping? Which she 
wanted. She wasn't a whore. But... he was stopping?

"You're a little furry, sweetheart," he explained. "It's not fashionable. 
Why don't you get yourself all nice and shaved and then we can 
talk?"

"I-- no! I'm not... no!" Furious, suddenly, Becky pulled clothes back on, 
ignoring which way was right side out, and stormed out.
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"I am NOT going to shave myself," Becky told the air. Fiona could be 
the smooth, shaven President of the Debate Club. She would not 
CHEAPEN herself by showing up with a perfectly wet pair of pussy lips.

Becky moaned. The problem was, now SHE felt disgusting. And gross. 
And hairy. There was just a shock of black hair down there, it had 
never once bothered her, but now it seemed like a bestial growth on 
an otherwise silky body. 

A body that was still raging, horny, after getting denied earlier that 
day.

"Ohhhhh... fine!" Becky said to her mirror, and stomped off to the 
bathroom, searching for a razor. 

It was all done surprisingly quickly, really in just a few minutes, but 
Becky spent a good half-hour staring at the shockingly pink nest 
between her legs. She had sat on her hands to keep them under 
control, but the thought of Robert's hands... all over her body.. and 
now she was so glaringly soft and girly...

"Fine....fine!" she exclaimed, and ran a shaky finger through her 
school supplies. A pink pencil holder, under the circumstances, 
looked enough like what she wanted. The growing girl pushed it 
inside her pussy, panting, feeling it finally touch at a nub that 
desperately needed the stimulation. 

Her Mom heard the moans upstairs, and smiled.
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The next day, Fiona's fingerbang was the talk of everyone in Becky's 
circle. The blonde, former future salutatorian, had meekly allowed 
Thomas to totally undress her, then slip his fingers inside for a long 
and apparently noisy experience. 

Becky caught sight of her rival from afar, surrounded by two Debate 
Club boys. One of whom had his hand nestled undiscreetly on the 
curve of her ass. To make matters worse, Fiona's boobs were 
apparently growing like weeds under all the attention.

"Yeah, she is pretty cute," Becky's friend Sara told her. Sara had given 
up early to the sexual mania rocking Calving High. She wore bright 
white thigh-highs, with pink boots, and had substituted glossy lipstick 
for geometry. "Why do you want to be in Debate Club, anyway? It's all 
think-y."

Becky stared in disbelief. She had talked college with Sara. Columbia. 
Harvard. The girl had helped her with math homework since fifth 
grade. And now she was talking idly about getting her boobs groped 
outside the movie theater the previous weekend.

Well, it wasn't going to happen to her.

Becky stalked off to find someone to probe her pussy.
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Twenty minutes later she was in a broom closet, getting her boobs 
sucked by the youngest member of the Debate Club, Peter. 

She had tossed away virginal teasing for efficiency. Clearly Fiona 
already had a huge majority of the votes currently wrapped up, with 
just a few days to go. And that meant she had to act fast.

With Peter she had just meant to give him a long, lazy kiss and walk 
away, coy. But then the boy had found her oversized jugs. The surge 
of pleasure wiped away her plans for the afternoon, and left her 
panting for more.

Peter obliged. He was apparently something of a tit man, nuzzling and 
sucking away as he tore her bra loose. Something in it ripped. Becky 
couldn't manage to care. 

"How about... votes..." she murmured, weakly. Something about votes. 
Voting... voters... something. 

"Oh... yeah... sure.." Peter said, between sucks. 

And that's when Becky came. She didn't know she could, from breast 
stimulation alone, but when she came to, her head was still fuzzy 
from pleasure and her tits were sticky. 

She smiled anyway. Her first assured vote!
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The next vote didn't go so great.

She found Michael Y easily enough -- he liked to hang around the 
back of the library in the afternoon. 

And it wasn't hard to get him nuzzling and pawing at her tits. In fact, 
the boys were barely waiting for a smile before assaulting her 
clothes. Becky couldn't seem to discourage them. It was hard 
enough keeping a straight head in the face of such a sensual assault.

Michael Y casually removed her blouse, and Becky discovered dimly 
that she had never remembered to put her bra back on. Oh well. It 
wasn't important, and it hardly fit. Her big bouncing boobs didn't even 
need the support.

The problem was when the Vice-Principal, Mr. Sanders, walked in on 
them. Michael's hand was already nuzzling the outside of an 
embarassingly wet slit, and Becky couldn't speak through low moans.

"Michael," the older man said, crisply. 

"Sir," Michael said. He didn't seem abashed. In fact, he took that 
moment to squeeze a finger inside Becky's pussy, which meant that she 
came right in front of the authority figure.

"I don't mind a little extracurricular activity," Mr. Sanders began, 
then traced the flow of juices down Becky's thighs. 

"But please don't stain school property." 

"Of course, sir!" Michael said. "Come on, baby. I know just where 
we'll go."
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"Something... something isn't right..." Becky murmured. 

She had put her head together while docilely following Michael Y 
outside, into the twilight. 

The Vice-Principal's casual dismissal of their rutting had triggered it, 
but everything seemed... off. Why was she letting so many boys fool 
around with her? Why had everyone become so... easy? So horny? So 
ready to go? 

"You agree, right Mikey? Something's, like, wrong..." Becky pleaded. 
Michael Y responded by plumping her onto his lap and moving his 
fingers down for another feel. 

"Nah, everything's great," Mike said. "Spread your legs a little wider."

"No... something is not good..." Becky said, shifting as his digits again 
found her sensitive spots. Although they all seemed pretty sensitive.

Michael paused, and there was a moment of hesitation. The old 
Michael re-emerged. "All you girls sure are growing huge tits," he 
ventured. But then the fun of feeling up Becky took over, and he 
drove her to giggling climaxes, one after the other.

But this time, Becky didn't forget a sense of... wrong.
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It was... EVERYWHERE... now that she looked for it. 

Becky had been so preoccupied with her own growth spurt she had 
somehow failed to notice half the school -- the girl half -- growing 
similar and equally round tits. Each girl had gravity-defying 
knockers, or was in the process of picking them up, proudly preceded 
by two perfect globes. Even the few stick-thin goths were bursting 
with curves, imperfectly hidden behind fading scowls.

And with all that unexpected largeness, you would expect at least 
SOME of the ladies to be awkward. Instead, tits were worn out, 
underneath tight shirts with lots of bare midriff exposed. And the 
skirts! They were all indecent -- half a breeze would expose who in 
the school shaved down there. 

Which included, Becky noticed, herself.

It was getting harder to convince herself that she was unaffected by 
whatever double-puberty bug had hit the school. Her first thought, 
looking in the mirror, was "does my ass look good?" "Should I wear 
more makeup?"

On the way to school she caught herself pondering between getting 
contacts, or keeping glasses for that "hot nerd girl" niche...
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Becky circled the school, searching for some girl, somewhere, with 
her head held high and a confident look on her face. Or, failing that, 
at least boobs somewhere beneath mammoth range. 

None. Every single female had her eyes demurely downcast. They all 
took careful steps, one ahead of the other. Often they were 
escorted by boys, actually escorted, with one hand on their little 
pert rears, guiding them with squeezes and pinches. 

If Becky listened, she could hear little coos of happiness echoing 
against the school tiles. 

She passed through the cafeteria, where the plump girls picked at a 
few vegetables, determined to drop pounds. In the meantime, their 
knockers acquired sunburns from lowcut tanktops.  

She had to go... she had to THINK... something was... something was 
WRONG... she broke into a half-trot... and her legs, all by themselves, 
put one foot in front of the other, making her sway.
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"Paul!" Becky said, nearly slamming into him. The slight boy was 
sweating, wiping drops of moisture from his forehead. She sniffed, 
involuntarily. He had runner's sweat, that masculine compound of 
activity. 

"Paul... what's going... what.." Becky stammered. It was no good. Any 
bit of boy messed up the words in her head. 

"It's Fiona," he explained, breathless. "She's.. she's giving out 
blowjobs. To anyone who asks." 

The image flashed in Becky's mind. Of course the little blonde whore 
had turned herself into a pencil sharpener. Probably bent over on 
some desk, mouth in an O, a pleasantly stupid little seed receptacle 
for whoever walked by. Damn it! 

But that wasn't important anymore. She had to go. She had to run... 
she...

Becky realized that she was already falling onto her knees.
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Paul was doing it. Little, weakling Paul. He gently put his hand in hers 
and led her downwards. And she was letting him. Becky even felt a bit 
of relief when she was shorter then he was. It felt weird to be taller 
then a guy. Not right. Incorrect. 

But she wasn't going to... even when... Paul was unzipping his pants, 
letting his cock fall out. It was a wet one, clearly already and 
recently sucked by Fiona. Bits of precum were at the base, and his 
pubic hair glistened.

Becky whined, deep in her throat. She... no... she didn't care about the 
contest anymore. She didn't care that Fiona was a better girl then 
she was, attentive to the needs of boys, willing to do what it took. 

She would leave just as she... well, she couldn't leave Paul hanging... 
he had always been so nice to her. 

"Maybe just a handjob?" she said, fuzzy
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Paul just smiled. He was such a nice guy. Letting her give a handy when 
what he clearly wanted... what he deserved.. was for her to wrap her 
thick, growing lips around the girth of his cock.

She put her hands around it. It was thick, thicker then she would've 
thought. Sticky and wet, too. Already there were bits of precum 
leaking from the top, and Becky felt honored they were for her. And 
so soon after letting that whore suck him off! Clearly he really liked 
her.

But jacking the monster felt so... inadequate... Becky unbuttoned her 
shirt with her hand, to give him something to aim for, but even that 
was such a half-measure. A cock that size deserved to be sucked. It 
had earned it. And she was being such a selfish bitch...

And it smelled so good...

She eased forwards, to the warm center of her world, and ran her 
tongue along the tip. 

It tasted better then she had imagined, and she had imagined it tasting 
fantastic.
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Becky was committed, now. She stretched her jaw, as far as it would 
go, and felt something click. Probably it would be sore tomorrow. 
Oh well. 

The hot meat slid into her throat. It was already greased, and she 
didn't want to stop it, letting it come to rest halfway down her 
mouth. Becky touched at it with her tongue, marveling at the fact. She 
had a dick in her mouth. She was a cocksucker now, forever really, 
one of those girls who had done something naughty.

"Suck it," Paul commanded. He had lost the childish trembling. Now he 
was just fucking her mouth. He was only gentle enough not to choke 
her. Which was fine. She had a lot of learning to do. 

Her brain cells were going mad. But they were unimportant. She could 
shut them out. A few more were going pop-pop-pop with every lick, 
every jet of cream into her mouth. Becky could feel her body 
rewiring, ignoring the boring and tedious "thinking" parts, acting on 
sexual instinct, focusing on what the boy wanted.
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It was amazing how much she could fit into her mouth, if she was 
inspired to. And she was. God, she was.

Becky's body glowed. Her tits felt good. She felt so much... better... 
now that the pesky little "math" part of her head was quietly and 
permanently going to sleep. So much better to let boys do the 
thinking.

"I must look pretty silly," she thought, blushing. Lips distended, cheeks 
bulging, like a squirrel with a nut. A boy's nut! Becky almost giggled. 

But she couldn't do that... Paul might now like it.

Instead she decided to get her tits involved. Funny how soft and 
pillowy they had become. Almost like they were SUPPOSED to be 
wrapped around a boy's dick, acting as a cushion. 

"I'm going to come," Paul murmured, but he already was. There were 
tasty streaks of icing coating her mouth. And if Becky thought 
sucking a dick was making her dumb...

..She hadn't seen anything yet.
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Several hours went by. Word had gotten out about the receptacle on 
the third floor. 

Becky briefly lifted from a haze. There was something nuzzling her, 
between her thighs. Oh. A tongue. It was licking at her clit, sending 
her high, not that she could get much higher.

Cum coated her face. Whenever she felt somewhat less then blissful 
the girl licked some of it off. That helped.

"Harder," the boy commanded, between licks. Becky complied. What a 
sweet man, giving back a little to a girl like her. He didn't need to 
tongue her slit. But it was great that he did. 

There were other boys in the room. Were they waiting their turn? Had 
they already gone? Had she already sucked them temporarily dry? 
COULD they go dry? Paul had already shot three loads down her 
throat, the dear boy.

And here came another load. Words and thoughts went spiraling 
away.
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There was a level of heat, sweat, and stickiness that Becky couldn't 
seem to get away from. Most of it came from between her thighs, a 
constant teasing throb coming from each tender nerve between her 
legs. Plus the sweet-wet flow of fluid that kept staining her sheets 
with sex-infused fluid.

But that was far from all. Her tits were like little children, constantly 
demanding her total attention. Simply stroking a nipple would leave 
her panting and stupid, staring blankly with mouth wide open as beads 
of sweat broke out all over titanic breasts.

It was starting to affect her vocabulary. It was amazing there was 
any room for thoughts at all, around the endless pink haze of sex. 
Becky kept thinking in short, quick sentences, just to get a thought 
completed before her hands wandered between her thighs.

"I gotta... call Fiona... work stuff out...."

Her hand was greasy from four-finger fucks, and remembering 
Fiona's number was a chore. But she managed.

"Fiona?" she said, into the receiver. Now it smelled like sex, too. 

"Huh..." Fiona's squeaky voice. "Oh... hi... this is Fiona..."

"Fiona, this is Becky," she said. "We need to talk. Something is... um... 
going on... I think we're being..."

She fought for the word. Manip... manipulatered!

Which is when Fiona moaned.
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"Fiona?" Becky said. "Did you just... moan?"

It was the dusky sound of a girl, aroused. And it was plenty to fire 
Becky's imagination. Fiona, fucking herself with a full hand. Fiona, 
vibrator up seven inches, drenching the floor with lubrication. Fiona... 
just like her.

"Listen, Fiona, get your hands off your tits. I think something is going 
on. I keep... I keep sucking dicks!"

Fiona murmured something. Then, louder: "Yeah... dicks are pretty 
cool... they're big and stuff."

Yes, they really were, Becky thought. The throbbing veins... the way the 
head was so eager, so sensitive, so strong... her hands were already 
caressing the drenched insides of her thighs.

"Look, they're playing with us. I mean, playing us off each other. 
We've got to..."

Becky heard a new voice, over the line. An umistakeably male voice. 

"Is there a GUY there?"
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"Mmmmmaybe one guy... or two..." Fiona said, and giggled. It was 
totally brainless. 

"You have... Fiona, what are you doing? Who are you doing it with?"

"Just... Steven.. and Robert... I think that's his name. They've got uh... 
they've got their dicks in me. It feels great."

It really would. Robert was the biggest guy in the Club. No doubt he 
had a dick like a club. Stuffing it in her slit would probably make 
Becky walk bowlegged for a week. 

Outrage warred with naked, animal arousal. Fiona was a whore -- 
no, she was so lucky, getting stuffed by two great guys -- no, she was 
a dumb slut... no wonder she got so much cock.

"Becky?"

Becky realized she had been masturbating quietly, listening to the 
breathing on the other end. 

"I've got to go, okay? I'm not supposed to use this hole for talking."

And she hung up. 
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It had been a long night. Homework had been completely out of the 
question. Two cold showers had failed to keep Becky from cooling 
down. She couldn't fall asleep until three wet orgasms had kind of 
knocked her out. The girl had woken up in a still-warm pool of her 
own sex. 

Her tits were bigger again. 

"And that's what happened sir," she explained. Mr. Carter looked at 
her, sighed. "Can't you help me?" He was the Debate Club advisor. He 
had to help. 

Mr. Carter took in the big-boobed vision in front of him. He had 
known Becky as the ramrod-straight girl in the front row. Now she 
was bent over with outsized breasts, and she kept touching at her 
nipples.

"I'm awfully sorry it came to this, Becky," he said. "Here, stand up for 
a moment."

"I know!" Becky wailed, obeying automatically. "There's some sort of... 
plot.. the boys are plotting!"

"Lean forward slightly."

Of course Becky did so. A man was asking.

Which was when Mr. Carter grabbed her tits. 
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Becky would've liked to say she fought back. There still flickering bits 
of defiance. Instead, she moaned and pushed back against the warm 
cockhead working its way between her legs.

Mr. Carter wasn't gentle. 

"This entire thing has been a farce," he grumbled. "I told them. I TOLD 
them. Either zap them dumb and horny in like, twenty seconds, or do 
it over half a year so nobody notices. This way is the worst of both 
worlds."

"Oh... you're... you're making us bimbos..." she said, numbly.

"Well, yes! Good job, Becky! Too bad those vaunted brains are leaking 
out of your ears as we speak." 

Becky checked her ears with a free hand. Nothing was leaking out of 
them.

"That was a metaphor, honey. Don't worry about those, anymore."
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"L-listen. I can... I can..." Becky tried.

Mr. Carter had been direct and thorough. He had squeezed her tits, 
then bent her over at the waist, then plunged his cock halfway up a 
sopping canal. It had been the trigger her body had been waiting for. 
Becky was just a clit with a body wrapped around it, floating on 
endless endorphin clouds as the teacher used her.

"You can what? This is a small town. Sorry, baby. You're 90% sex, 10% 
walking towards sex, from now on."

"Nooooooo... Mr. Carterrrrr.... I liked reading... I liked books... I 
liked talking..."

Mr. Carter paused. Then he twisted something just so, and another 
ripple ran up and down Becky's body, sending her tits swaying like a 
slow pendulum.

"Tell you what, Becks. I feel bad for you. You're a good student. So 
how about I let you stay in charge of the Debate Club." 

"Really???" Becky squealed. 

"IF you can make me cum in the next fifteen seconds."
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She COULD make him cum. She COULD. For the first time, Becky 
concentrated on using her body, letting it do all the talking. It was 
perfectly made for making boys cum, after all. The ruby-red tits, with 
endless room for groping, too much surface area to ever get tired 
of. A plastic and pliable pussy that could... she squeezed... GRIP and 
milk a cock dry. 

Becky glowed. Mr. Carter was starting to shiver. She was GOOD at this. 
And to think, she had wasted all this time TALKING! She could be so 
persuasive when they climbed between her legs!

"I'll be the bestest President of Debate Club ever!" she said, as 
kittenish as possible. "You'll never hear me talk! I'll... I'll give all the 
boys super-good blowjobs!" 

She ran a finger down Mr. Carter's chest, and eased her snatch down 
over the back of his cock. 

That did it. She felt the first drizzle of cum spurt against the very top 
of her slit.

Becky checked her ears again. Nope. No brains leaking or anything. 

THAT was a relief.
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Except that, when she walked into Debate Club, Fiona was already 
there.

She was dressed, which seemed strange. So was Becky, although her 
insides sloshed with teacher cum, and her boobs were covered in a 
light and glossy coat of crackling white sperm. She was even sitting 
quietly, simply carressing her slit beneath a pair of panties.

Paul was at the podium, and looked sheepish.

"Okay! We're ready for the elections," the young boy said. "This will be 
a normal debate. Fiona, go sit next to Becky on the couch. Becky, 
your opening remarks?"

Her... her opening remarks. Right. Becky's mind was a sludge pond of 
leftover sex juice, and random reels of porno. 

"I... I will be a good President..." she said, to the assembled gaze of 
any number of boys. Far more then she remembered. "I was thinking 
we would have debates."

She paused. Fiona was... touching the outside of her panties. The 
shrew! Trying to distract her! 

"I thought we would..." 

Now the girl was rubbing up and down the inside of her slit, RIGHT 
where it was still all aroused and puffy! 

"Ummmmmmm..." Becky said, train of thought still at the station.

Fiona took the opportunity to kiss her.

Calving High Debate Club: THURSDAY



"Okay... I think I've got a good program," Becky said, as the boys 
finished undressing her. It was just as well. All those clothes were 
REALLY bothering her. It felt so much more natural and easy to be 
naked.

And it gave Fiona better access, too. The little minx had her fingers 
on JUST the right spot, and delightful Fiona-kisses kept leaving her 
breathless and stupid.

"We'll be the bestest debate teeeeeeammmmM!!" Becky said, just as 
Fiona squeezed something nice. She had undressed, too. Fiona's titties 
WERE bigger, but still just a smidge smaller then Becky's awe-inspiring 
titties.  

This wasn't exactly dignified. Becky's juices had soaked the couch. But 
she had made a REAL SPEECH! And she was just a girl!

There was a light spatter of applause. 

"Fiona, your response?" Paul said.
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"Oh! Uhh...." Fiona thought for a moment. She couldn't think and 
stroke, so her hand emerged. Becky felt empty.

"I was going to give lots of blowjobs every day, to everyone here!" 
she finally said.

THAT got a reaction. A huge reaction. Every boy in the room went 
wild, and every cock sprang up. Becky mewed, disappointed.

"How will that help the Club?" she tried, aware that being naked didn't 
help being stern.

"Club?" Becky said. "What club?" 

"Have we heard enough?" Paul said.

"No! No no no!" Becky exclaimed. She turned around. There was a bed 
in the corner. When had that been moved into a classroom. The girl 
sank her dripping rear onto the sheets, spread her legs so wide they 
nearly touched pillow.

"I'll be the best fuck in the school," she pleaded. "I'm sensitive, and I 
cum really hard, and everyone can fuck me!" 

"Right now?" Paul demanded.

Becky giggled. This felt... right. "Of course right now, silly!"
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"That's six orgasms for Becky, seven for Fiona!" Paul counted off. He 
had started marking them on the blackboard.

Becky pouted. Fiona was so brainless, she would just cum once a guy 
started to pound her. It was like flipping a light switch. Becky liked to 
enjoy herself a LITTLE bit. And that way the guy liked it more, too!

They were both absolutely dripping with boy juice. Cum and cum and 
cum mixed together, dripping off Becky's tits. It had been a very 
popular target. She had kept forgetting to keep her eyes closed, 
fixiated on the boy's balls bouncing in front of her face.

But she was learning. Doggy style, for instance. THAT was the way to 
fuck. It went so quick! Boys came right away when they could thrust 
into her upturned ass. 

Fiona came again. The blonde had a line behind her. A line! 
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A bell rang. 

"And... finish!" Paul called out. 

Becky looked at the blackboard. But the words didn't make a whole 
lot of sense. That letter there... with the crossed penises. That was a 
"t". But what was with the squiggly one next to it?

"Ten to ten!" Paul said, and applauded. He had held back the entire 
competition. 

A... a tie? Becky felt enormously... full. She was chock full of protein, 
that was for sure. It turned out she came quicker when there was 
also a dick in her mouth. 

"What do you say, club? How about co-Presidents Fiona and Becky? All 
in favor?" 

There was a mass cheer. Even the boys were tired, and they were 
repacking wet dicks into school uniforms. 

Becky didn't like that. More fucking seemed right, especially with her 
triumph. Copresident! That was like being president, only Co! 

"I, of course, will be Secretary," Paul said, once it was just him, Becky, 
and Fiona. 

Becky giggled. "That's a girl's job, silly," she exclaimed. 

Fiona scooted behind her, grabbed at her titties. She seemed to be 
getting the hang of co-presidency pretty quick.

Paul shed his pants. Becky spread her legs for him. "Is it?" he said, and 
thrust forward.
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Erika walked nervously through the school halls. Each corridor was 
like an obstacle course. Half-naked, dumb girls holding the hand of 
boys, wearing absolutely indecent outfits and with gigantic boobs.

She hated this school. Stepdad had moved here just a few weeks ago. 
It was like... more of a farm... then a high school. She was the only 
girl in AP English. The others waited outside for their boys to finish 
up. 

Worst of all... it was getting so hard to concentrate on schoolwork. 
There was a reason the girls were so satisfied, Erika could tell. Those 
boys looked... increasingly delicious.

But there was no ending the college resume drive. The school debate 
club had a good reputation. Erika found her way to the club 
classroom and closed the door behind her.

There was a girl there, half-naked, with tits the size of her head. 
Erika couldn't look away from them, even as the girl gave her a 
mindless smile and giggled, jiggling her endowments.

"I'm Becky!" she sang. "Welcome to Debate Club!" 
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