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Breathing hard, James Pertwee ran with all the speed his tired legs could summon. It was nearly four in the afternoon but instead of heading home, he found himself running down one of the school's upper-floor corridors, towards a detention that he still fought to be underserved. However, fresh from last period's Physical Education lesson; he was racked with exhaustion and could barely muster the strength to move his legs another step.

Likewise, his childhood friend and classmate, Sean Criffin, was running with him and seemed to be having the same troubles. By some strange coincidence, they'd both been sentenced to the detention after their substitute teacher and her aid had apparently caught them talking.

'It's completely unfair.' James thought angrily. They'd merely been discussing how best to solve a particularly testing problem when suddenly that frigid bitch had descended upon them like a giant vampire bat. No amount of protesting or explanation could save them, and she had promptly issued them with the detention and an express order that they were not to be late. 'How are we supposed to work together to solve problems if we can't talk or pass notes?'

However, his time for brooding was quickly approaching its end as just a little further down the seemingly endless passageway, he could, at last, see their destination. But relieved as he was to think that he won't have to run much further, the sight of the ominously dark door didn't inspire much confidence.

There had been a lot of stories going around the school as of late about this teacher's detentions. Although she'd only been at the school for a couple of days, she'd apparently handed out more detentions than any other teacher had in the past term and although her victims had all emerged after about an hour; none had been the same since.

With that in mind, James and Sean couldn't help but look at each other with nervous faces. Both wanted to turn and walk away but neither wanted to be responsible for saying it and after a moment’s silence, both gave a nod. Late as they were, playing truant wouldn't help them in the long run, not now anyway.

Their decision made, they both made a show of trying to tidy themselves up and appear more presentable before James put his hand on the door and pushed it open.

To his relief, the classroom appeared to be empty and a quick glance around the door confirmed his suspicions that there was no sign of either their sub or that cow of a TA who she kept at her side at all times like some snooty little dog.

“She's not here.” He breathed, unable to keep the note of surprise from his voice as he slowly crept further into the lightly lit chamber. Weary, his eyes darted from desk to desk, searching for any sign that might suggest the usually prompt and punctual pair were in-fact hidden; ready to pounce on them should they make a fatal flaw in judgement.

“Well, we are already five minutes late,” Sean said, coming up behind James as he dared to let a smile cross his lips. “What's the point in waiting. Come on; let’s go before they get here. If anyone asks, we can just say we waited but thought they weren't going to show so left.”

James had to admit it was a tempting offer. No one could blame them for going if the bitch wasn't here, but would anyone believe them if she said she was her? It would be their word against hers, and neither James nor Sean exactly had a spotless track record when it came to the truth. Everyone would think, quite rightly, that they'd plaid truant and then they'd be in even deeper trouble.

“Yeah, but what's to stop her saying we didn't show up?” James asked before looking back at the door to see if it was still clear. “I say we wait another ten minutes. If she's still not here by then than it's obvious she'll never turn up.”

Sean looked shocked at the suggestion. Obviously, he'd been hoping for a hasty agreement, so they could get the hell out of here. “Wait? What the hell for? She hasn't arrived so much as a second late for class yet she's more than five minutes late now. No way she'd likely to turn up.”

“It's just ten minutes. I promise we'll go after that. Anyway, what's the rush, you managed to finally get a date with that waitress from the arcade?”

Sean ignored the comment, instead, he sat at his normal desk while muttering something about “being already obvious.” A comment to-wit, James choose not to respond. Better to let his friend stew for a while instead of risking a needless confrontation.

Unfortunately, those ten minutes were not about to pass quickly and unable to think of a single topic of conversation to have with Sean whilst he was in such a foul mood; James quickly found himself regretting the decision to stay. Besides glancing at his watch every couple of seconds, the only means of passing the time was to listen for the sound of approaching footfalls. Yet after about 30 seconds, that had grown beyond tedious.

“All right, I'm through sitting around here like some dumb lap dog!”  Sean finally yields, almost exploding out of his chair in his rush to get up from the desk “Come on James, it has been ten minutes and the bitch still isn't here. Let’s get out of here.”

This time, James didn't object. Already bored stiff by the wait, he didn't even bother to check his watch before standing up and joining his friend. However, before either of them could disentangle themselves, a chillingly familiar voice made them stop dead in their tracks.

“Well, look what we have here Castor,” Pollux said, her blood red lips curving up into a smile as she watched the boys stiffen. “It seems those two naughty boys from our third-period class were thinking about running off and leaving detention without our permission.”

Suddenly, James couldn't breathe. Panic flared inside of him as he realised they'd been caught at the worst possible time. How were they to talk their way out of this one? With his heart drumming loudly in his ears, he and Sean shared a look of apprehension before giving another nod as they slowly turned on their heels. Sure enough, standing there in the doorway was their substitute teacher, Mrs Polloux, and her teaching assistant, Castor. Dressed in matching suits, it would have almost been impossible for the teens to tell them apart if not for their strikingly different hair shades. However, so alike were they still that it was hard to believe they weren't twins. Everything, from their piercing grey eyes to their delectable thighs was identical to the smallest detail.

“I agree, Pollux.” Said Castor, mischief alight in her eyes as she brought her hand to her lips and fixed James with an intense stare. “How do you think we should them now? Writing lines simply won't do for such naughty boys.”

“Hhmmm... Well, I'm sure we can think of something more... Appropriate.”

They moved so quickly that before James or Sean could even raise a word in their defence, both women were upon them and with a strength that belied her smaller stature, Castor quickly pushed James back into his seat. Stunned by the overly aggressive action, he could only look up in disbelief as she pushed the dark jacket from her shoulders. Dressed in an impeccably ironed shit and skirt, the Teaching Assistant looked like something fresh from his book of fantasies as she pulled her long chestnut coloured hair from its bun and let it cascade down her shoulders. However, his eyes weren't the only things to be enthralled by the sight and James couldn't help but let out a pained groan as his arousal strained against the tight fabric of his school trousers.

Hearing his distress, Castor couldn't help but smile as she looked down and examined the outline of James's cock as it struggled against the taut fabric.

'Mmmmm... Not bad for a boy of his age.' She admired, mentally measuring him to be about seventeen centimetres. Certainly not the biggest she'd ever encountered but still an impressive package for a human teen. 'This could be fun after all.'

With a devious lick of her lips, Castor reached down and expertly untied the bonds which held James's trousers in-place before stepping back to watch as his solid erection burst free. He was thicker than her was long and the sight of it made her shiver in anticipation. 'Ooohhhh... very fun indeed'

“Miss Castor?” James asked as the sensation of the cool air washing over his cock had jolted him back to life; and suddenly he felt fearful as he saw an inhumanly, predatory look light up her gaze as she stared down at his erect member. But, before he could press her about it; a low moan was ripped from his lips as she moved forward and ran the head of his cock against the inside of her open mouth. Her tongue coming forth to play with the tip of his cock as she wrapped both of hands around the body of his shaft and gently massaged him with impressive force.

"Mmm... Do you like this?” She finally asked, moaning around the head of his cock as she continued to tease with unbelievable skill. “Do you like this the feel of your cock in my mouth naughty boy?" 

“Yes...” James gasped, barely able to form a coherent phrase as he felt the vibrations coursing through his rigid flesh, making it buzz and hum with energy until he feared it might explode.

“You want more?” she asked, already knowing the answer though as she felt his cock jerk between her pursed lips. It never ceased to amaze Castor just how easy young males were to bend and mould as she saw fit. They were like pawns, only able to move one way and she and her sister had learned that the best was to take what they needed from them was to do so through the one thing they'd always fall prey to, sex.

“Yes! I want... morreeeeeeeeeee!!!!” He begged, but Castor had begun before he could finish; causing him to trail off in a long moan as swooping down, she enveloped the first few inches of his shaft in her mouth. Squeezing it with her lips, she caused the veins and ridges of it to throb whilst she relaxed the back of her throat, allowing her to swallow him almost entirely without so much as a second wasted.

“Oh God, Miss Castor... more... more” James gasped, his voice low as he tried to speak between moans. At that moment, the skin of his member was so sensitive with arousal that he could feel every movement her tongue made against his flesh, the ways her teeth happened to scrape against him, even how her breath travelled over him every time she inhaled.

Hearing his pleasure drunken ramble, Castor couldn't help but inwardly smirk as she started to slide her lips up and down the rigid organ, twisting and turning her head while her tongue massaged the underside of his cock. She wanted this to be over quickly when his arousal peaked so too would his energy level, and only then would she start to feed off him.

“Oh Fuck! Miss Pollux, you're so tight!”

The distant words cut through James's pleasure dazed brain like a sledgehammer and looking around, he saw that their normally prim and proper sub had straddled Sean’s hips and was now fucking his brains out with a wild abandon. Unable to tear his eyes away from the sight, he became lost to the world as he watched his friend be viciously pleasured by their sapphire haired teacher, almost forgetting about the goddess who happened to be kneeling between his legs with his cock in her mouth.

Watching her young lover's attention starting to drift, Castor couldn't help but feel a little jealous. Regardless of the circumstances behind this illicit encounter, the fact that James could be so cruel as to watch another while she was trying to please him, made her feel somewhat dejected. Why did Pollux always have to steal her limelight? No matter what she did, Pollux always had to outdo her, regardless of how little it would gain her. The thought made her temper flare and suddenly, she was consumed by the desire to outdo her twin.

Reaching down to the still exposed base of his swollen member while she continued bending up and down on him, massaging the exposed skin with her fingers before applying a dab of pressure with her thumb; coaxing a low groan from his lips as his hips suddenly bucked up from the bed. Quickly, his eyes darted back to her and pleased to know that she had recaptured his attention, she decided that it was now time to turn things up a notch.

“Fuck you're so good at this Miss Castor.” James gasped, biting his inner lip as he felt her tongue greedily lick and suckle his flesh, enjoying his body as if it were some sort of sweet ice treat. Her teeth had started to lightly press against his taut skin and for a moment, he
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