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I was right on time. In time to see the three girls walk into the cafeteria as if they didn’t know every male’s eyes (including some belonging to females) were drinking in the sight of their gorgeous hair, curvy bodies, and short plaid skirts. As if they didn’t know how many wet dreams (for both sexes) they’d cause that night.

Which of them would be the cause of the most wet dreams? The short-haired blonde? The long-haired redhead? The goth with shoulder-length pitch black hair, fierce black eyeshadow, and more piercings than I could count (and probably several I couldn’t see, but could guess at)? Take your pick.

The hot girls giggled and wiggled their tight asses barely covered by their short plaid skirts to a table. For some reason bits of their bags sparkled.

All the other girls in the place seemed to pale in comparison. Which was strange because they all wore the same clothes. But the three girls just seemed to wear them better. 

Out of the corner of my eye I caught sight of two girls at the table to my right whispering to each other and glancing at the clothes and bags the girls came in with. I knew fuck-all about fashion and what bags went with what. But even I could tell these were expensive bags. And what were the sparkly bits? Glass? Crystals? Diamonds? Nah, couldn’t be. Probably dupes. Didn’t know. But the girl that was whispering with almost ferocious intensity seemed to know something I, as a male, wasn’t privy to. I recognised her from my biology class. The name Carrie seemed to strike a chord. Maybe she’d be a good person to ask if they were real diamonds or not. 

I took a last bite of my sandwich (which I’d completely forgotten the contents of as soon as the girls walked in), slung my backpack over a shoulder and waited until she’d got up with her friend and were heading to the tray return wheeled shelves. We arrived at the same time and I politely waited while they put their trays back. 

“Um, hey, Carrie?” I said, to the back of her head.

They both turned and looked blankly at me. Maybe she wasn’t called Carrie?

I tried again, “Biology, remember? Same class?” Still nothing. Maybe I should try her shorter, slightly wider friend that I didn’t recognise, “Hi?” 

“Oh, hi,” possibly Carrie eventually replied, still looking blankly at me.

“Steve,” I said, vaguely indicating my face. “Can I ask you about–” I indicated with my head behind me at the trio who, even without looking at them, I could tell had their heads together and were whispering away to each other like their lives depended on it.

Carrie’s eyes flicked past me at them, gave them a stone cold look, and then returned back to mine.

She shrugged a reply. I took this to be assent.

“You know them?”

This time she glanced to her friend.

“Why? You want to get into their panties?”

My cheeks bloomed into flame. “No!” I hastily whispered, worried the three girls would either hear me or sense I wanted to know about them. Well I did but wasn’t going to give Carrie and her friend the idea I was some sort of creep.

“Lots of boys do,” her friend said in a dismissive tone, like she knew every boy was a sex-crazed maniac.

I needed to get us out of earshot. 

“I’ve got English now, can I walk with you guys part of the way?”

Another glance and shrug between them and we made our way out of the food-smelling cafeteria into fresher air.

We walked along the concrete path towards one of the several four-storey buildings that made up the college. The sky was clear and a chill in the air indicated Winter would be along soon. 

“You want to know about Marianne and the others?” Carrie asked, her breath misting slightly. I could tell by the tone in her voice that she and they didn’t get on. She walked next to me with her shorter friend using her as a shield against me.

I didn’t know which of the three Marianne was, maybe I’d find out later. “Yeah, what’s with them? Those bags they’ve got, never seen them before?”

“You wouldn’t,” Carrie’s friend said, “They’ve come back from one of their shopping trips. They brought them here just to show us hicks how rich they are, and how insignificant we are.”

“So... The sparkly bits?”

“Diamonds.”

“Woah! Really?”

“Yeah, they’ve been loudly talking about getting them for a while now,” Carrie began, and her friend added, “Like they wanted everyone to know. And now they’ve got them they wanted to show them off today.”

I silently digested this information.

“They love rubbing our noses in it. How much money they have,” Carrie added, almost bitterly.

Some envy issues there, I felt.

But how the hell could they afford real diamonds? Where did their money come from? I guess rich families?

And why the fuck was I so interested? Hot girls, yes. But would they ever be interested in me? In my dreams I suppose. But the money aspect sounded good. Maybe worth investigating further?

I said goodbye to Carrie and her friend at a junction in the concrete path. Now had I remembered to do the homework essay? Good question.
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That night (after making sure I finished the essay due to being warned I’d get a failing grade if I didn’t bring it in for next time, oh as well as that day’s essay assignment as well) I dreamt of Marianne and her friends. In my dream Marianne was the hot goth chick (whether she was or not I didn’t know, nor care) and had her black hair in a ponytail. She wore a cropped white short-sleeved blouse and the short plaid skirt I’d seen all the girls in earlier. She sat in a black leather armchair with her short skirt up around her waist. Her smooth legs straddled over the chair arms either side. Her feet, in short white socks, dangled over the sides. Her left hand pulled her white panties to one side of her shaved pussy while her right slowly slid a big black dildo in and out of her cunt. Apparently I was right in thinking she had more piercings as her pussy lips and clit had several metal rings in them.

Her chair faced a wall where the other two girls (who just happened to be naked) were facing her, their wrists chained above their heads and their ankles chained apart so that they couldn’t close their legs. Although their loud moans told me they didn’t really wanted to close their legs.

Their nipples were hard and they thrust their hips towards her, desperately begging Marianne to fuck them with her wet dildo. But Marianne loved teasing them, her glossy black lips parted as she gasped her pleasure, using the dildo to play with her pierced pussy lips and clit and then sliding it in and out of her cunt.

Her eyes flicked up to the girls, a selfish smile on her face as she drank in their sexual frustration, using them to heighten her own pleasure. She closed her eyes and her legs tensed as she bucked her hips up and down as if imagining a hard lover was fucking her brains out. Then her legs froze, the muscles contracting, holding her sweet ass up in the air, the dildo deep inside her cunt. Her mouth opened in a silent gasp and sweat broke out on her brow as she rode the heights of her orgasm.

Eventually sated, she lowered her ass cheeks back down to the seat at the same time as sliding the big dildo out of her cunt. I could see the juice slicking its ribbed surface. Her breathing slowed and she pulled her white panties back over her well-used pussy lips and clit. The soft material immediately soaked up her musky pussy juice making the front of them almost see-thru.

Then, shaking slightly, she moved one leg then the other off the chair arms so her feet were flat on the floor. Using her elbows she levered herself up out of the chair, then stood for a moment regaining her balance. Her short plaid skirt barely covering her wet white panties.

Slowly, her hips swaying from side to side, she stalked towards the chained girls. Holding the wet black dildo upright she moved the tip back and forth, enjoying the sight of the girls’ eyes following its movement, as if she were using it to hypnotise them.

Almost without thinking their moans increased, and they widened their legs even more, offering their moist cunts to Marianne to fuck with the wet dildo. Neither one had their pussy lips pierced like Marianne.

She stopped in front of them, one hand on her hip while the other held the tip of the dildo up to the redhead. “Sniff it, slut,” she ordered.

Obediently the girl moved her nose closer to the shiny black dildo and gently sniffed Marianne’s pussy juice scent.

“Like it?”

The girl nodded.

“Yes what, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she meekly replied. “Please fuck me,” she added in a whisper, as if worried she’d be punished for voicing her desire.

Marianne then turned to the blond and held the tip of the dildo up to her. “Sniff it.”

The blond girl did. Keeping eye contact with Marianne and taking her scent deep inside herself.

Then Marianne moved the dildo so that she wiped the tip across the girl’s glossy red lips, smearing wetness over them.

“Taste me, bitch.”

The girl’s tongue flicked out and daintily licked Marianne’s pussy juice off her soft lips.

“Like it?”

The girl swallowed and moaned with pleasure, then said, “Yes, Mistress.”

The dildo moved back to the redhead. “Lick it, Slut.”

The red-head's tongue flicked against the wet black dildo. Slowly Marianne moved it around so that the girl’s tongue licked every part of it, swapping the pussy-juice with saliva.

When she was sure all of it had been licked clean of her juice Marianne slowly, gently slid it down past her mouth, over her chin down her neck and then over the top of her right breast. The girl’s body shivered slightly as it touched her erect nipple.

“Please,” the redhead whispered, begging for more.

Then Marianne slowly dragged it across the sensitive skin to her left breast and gently tapped the tip of it against the nipple. The girl shivered in time with each tap and moaned as her hard, sensitive nipple fired pleasure through her body.

Marianne then moved the dildo to the blond and said, “Lick it.” the girl flicked her tongue out and licked the dildo’s tip. Then Marianne moved it so that it was pointing towards the girl’s mouth as if she was about to push it in and make the girl suck it like a hard cock.

But instead, like she had previously, she slid the tip down over her chin and neck. Only this time, instead of heading for the girl’s nipples, she slid it down between her breasts. The girl moaned in frustration, wanting her breasts and nipples to
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