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The special assembly hall where this
year's high school reunion is being conducted is the exact same one
where 14 years ago Hannah, at the tender age of 18, said her fond
farewells to her school life at the elite Washington State private
school for girls, Mount Tren High School, in and since she
graduated the space hasn't changed much. Specifically, the polished
wooden interior, the musty aroma of the facility's extensive
heritage and the rows upon rows of bench seats, which when set up
give the space an almost church-like feel, remind her of all the
fun she had in this hall and looking at it now so many years later
brings forth a nostalgic desire to relive those cherished times.
However, despite feeling this way, it isn't her surroundings that
have the bulk of her attention but rather something
else.

Just over 20 feet ahead of her among a
close-knit mass of their now 30-something classmates is her best
friend - the always super popular and quintessentially intellectual
Olivia Harris - and another 10 feet to the left of that
raven-haired stunner is the flawless blond angel who captured and
later shattered Hannah's youthful heart, Anna Williams.
Nevertheless, it is Janet Peterson - the opulent brunette
sweetheart of their friend group who just returned from Paris after
2 years employed abroad in the fashion industry - that she can't
bring herself to take her eyes off.

"... and my daughter has
just..."

Hannah grudgingly pivots her
hazel-colored eyes away from the slender brunette fashionista who
so readily stimulated in her a series of rather filthy imaginings
and idly redirects them toward, well, someone she may have attended
school with (as she's not actually sure) whom she (possibly?)
hazily recollects talking to at last year's reunion.

"Oh, I see. That's
interesting."

Candidly speaking, the platitudes and
hollow praise of those who she hardly even remembers have her near
bored to tears after only 30 minutes of it and so when "It's time"
is spoken gently behind her while trying to escape someone's drunk
and horny idiot husband at the small table bar near the back of the
hall, Hannah actually feels a solid sense of relief that her ordeal
is finally over.

Apologizing that she won't be able to
take the overly handsy moron's business card and/or rendezvous for
'a nightcap' at a local hotel bar, she spins on her heel to admire
Olivia waltzing up to Anna from the rear and lightly touching her
petite shoulder before murmuring the very same words she just did
to Hannah into the blond goddess's right ear and then turns to spot
that Janet is already on the move after witnessing the true
beginning of this year's reunion and, in response, starts making
her way towards the hall's entrance.

"Sorry, I just saw someone I need to
speak to," Hannah absentmindedly mumbles off in the direction of
the foolish man still endeavoring to capture her interest despite
her now facing fully away from him.

A minute is all it takes for her to
collect the oversized designer handbag that Janet gifted her last
year for her birthday from the neatly assembled collection
monitored by the event staff near the assembly hall's double entry
doors and venture out into the school's corridors towards their
usual agreed upon rendevous point and on arriving at the door
labeled 'Gymnastics Storage Room', for a moment Hannah's heart
begins to race as naughty thoughts of what is about to occur in the
space beyond rush through her mind, but then, as usual, she
carefully pushes down the overwhelming excitement she feels, puts
on a warm smile and pushes open the door so that she can walk
inside and at last properly greet whichever of her friends has
beaten her to their secret spot.

Inside the cramped storage space
Olivia is waiting with a standard-size bottle of French champagne
in hand and four half-full plastic cups spread out on top of one of
the room's two pommel horses and, as usual, she looks as strikingly
gorgeous as ever in a sleek and sophisticated tailored suit that
demonstrates perfectly the woman's impeccable taste in
apparel.

"Would you like one?"

Hannah wanders over leisurely, gently
lays down her bulky handbag next to the horse, accepts the offered
cup of chilled champagne and speculatively swirls the sparkling
liquid around within its plastic receptacle a few times before
cautiously taking a sip and promptly scrunching up her nostrils
because, as expected, the drink was a little too carbonated for her
delicate palate.

"By the way, I'm surprised Janet
decided to attend the reunion so soon after returning from Paris,"
Hannah mentions after her oral discomfort comes to an end. "I'd
assumed she would have reneged on our promise or bailed on us after
only being back in the country a few days now."

"Maybe..." Olivia idly offers while
lazily swirling her drink. "I suppose that I understand where you
are coming from with all that happened in Paris with her ex and
such, but my thinking on that was more along the lines of her being
unwilling to miss the only time the four of us are guaranteed to be
in the same space just because of a little jet lag or
something."

Before either of them can properly
follow up, the storage room's door is drawn open and in steps Anna
and Janet looking about as sumptuously delicious as a giant slice
of heaven served up here on Earth by the blond goddess that the
prior of the duo in Hannah's eyes has always looked to
be.

"You two were quick," the angel among
them declares as she saunters over to pick up one of the half-full
plastic cups.

"I guess we were both feeling a bit
more enthusiastic than usual this year," Hannah admits with her
eyes hungrily traveling past Anna to center on the chic brunette
standing beside the stunning blond.

A small wicked smile touches the
naughty curves of Olivia's boldly red-painted lips as she far too
casually mentions, "You know, Hannah thought you wouldn't come
because you've only been back a few days."

This appears to amuse the woman in
question and Janet returns, "Why would you think that? I definitely
- not once in the time I was away - forgot about this." Her eyes
unfocus a tiny bit then refocus on the others, "Though, really, to
be honest, it almost feels like yesterday when we all ended up in
here together on that wild rainy Saturday after the spring school
festival and first came out to each other."

"But that was over a decade and a half
ago," Anna cheekily points out, "and we were a lot younger back
then. I mean, for all we know you might have forgotten how it feels
to kiss a woman after dating only men in Paris, so it wouldn't have
been unreasonable to think you had turned straight on us and quite
sensibly decided that tonight's 'special reunion' wasn't for you
anymore."

"And you declare all that when you're
married with two kids?" Janet gleefully returns. "Anyway, aren't
you really just eager to make out with me? If that's the case, you
don't have to hold back because I'd be more than happy to show you
that I haven't forgotten how you like to be kissed."

Anna smirks broadly at the woman and
replies, "Well, I see you haven't lost your confidence. Oh, by the
way, did you hear? Olivia has a boyfriend now and so she's probably
going to get married and forget all about us."

The raven-haired beauty shrugs.
"That's old news. Unfortunately, we weren't meant to
be."

A brief moment of silence is granted
for the foolhardy man who passed up on partnering up with a woman
as incredible - in many, many ways, and not just sexually - as
Olivia and, in the end, the woman changes the subject with, "So,
I'm assuming you all brought along this year's delegated item.
Let's lay them out on the mat and see what everyone
selected."

After topping up their plastic cups of
champagne, the group settles down on the gymnastics mat in the
middle of the storage room and sets their handbags down in front of
them.

"Isn't yours a little large?" Hannah
notes to Olivia beside her.

"Well, it's not like we imposed a size
restriction this year," the woman slyly points out. "Also, this one
is a lot of fun. You'll see what I mean in just a second when I
show you."

Out from Olivia's large genuine
leather handbag arises a colossal faux dick of the purest ebony
black with a sturdy veiny exterior and linked to this huge fake
cock is a racy shiny pink tool that somewhat reminds Hanna of the
portable vacuum cleaner she uses around the house to suck up any
dust or other hard to vacuum debris that gets shoved into the
corners of her home's various rooms by her husband's work boots or
her three young sons scurrying about the house on those mornings
when they are dangerously close to missing the school
bus.

"That doesn't look like a strap-on to
me," Anna remarks.

"It's 1000% one," Olivia answers back.
"Look," the playful beauty draws out a super heavy-duty lightly
cushioned harness, "I have the rest of it right here."

No one seems especially bothered by
the raven-haired trickster's somewhat distorted logic in this as
the harness probably really does attach to the dildo just fine,
although whether it can support the huge thing's weight properly is
an entirely different matter, and it's Hannah who takes the lead -
because Anna probably would tease Olivia a bit more if she didn't -
by asking Janet across from her, "So, what did you
bring?"

The fashionable brunette pushes her
hands down to the bottom of her moderate-sized, brand-label,
designer handbag of European make and carefully lifts out an
extremely normal-looking (or at least in comparison to Olivia's
black monstrosity) girlish pink dildo that has already been paired
with its rather well put together and very expensive looking
harness.

"I like the little rose and vanilla
heart-shaped diamonds on the side straps," Anna praises. "They are
super cute."

"Thanks," Janet responds. "I spotted
it in a boutique outlet in Paris and knew that it would be just
perfect for our little get-together."

"It is a fine choice," Anna concurs
as, enviously, the blond's right hand rounds into the elegant curve
of the chic fashionista's inner thigh on its ascent upwards toward
the brunette's intimate zone.

"How about you?" Olivia inquires of
their wandering-handed friend. "I bet yours is just as ludicrous as
mine."

The angel among them grins smugly in
response and swiftly snaps out from her handbag a simple white
shiny slong with a color-matching harness.

"That's remarkably normal looking,"
Janet states while inspecting the fuck tool up close. "I was
anticipating you'd go all out to try and outdo Olivia."

"Oh," Anna purrs, "but my darling
husband swears by this, you know. He claims it gets him off faster
than anything else we've tried so far."

Everyone in attendance's eyes migrates
from the silky creamy white faux dong to the woman's mischievous
smile and back.

"You intend to say that you and Brad
have started pegging lately?" Olivia bravely dares to
question.

"Yes, of course. It feels like we've
been at it, like, forever these days," Anna admits. "I mean, my guy
is, as you all well know, an insatiable ass fetishist and lately
his desires have been extending in new directions: Mainly, the
unbroken in territories of his own butt. Hence, I came with my most
trusted, positively reviewed tool to tonight's girls-only
adventure." The woman gives time for her admission to settle in and
adds, "Aren't we all so lucky?"

"I see, uh..." Lost for words, Olivia
shifts her attention to Hannah beside her. "Anyway, what did you
bring?"

Despite her trying to hide it, the
faintest of triumphant smirks appears on her features as she
presents her contribution to tonight's fun.

"Wow, that's a cool design," Janet
says from across the mat. "It's like a big screw with lots of heavy
bumps on the exterior."

Hannah grins. "Cool,
right?"

She mounts the screw-cock to the
standard size, adjustable, delicate charcoal gray harness which
came with the faux slong and pulls aside some of the cushioned
nylon at the base so that she can flick upwards the small switch
built into one side of the fuck toy's base.

"It really is a screw," Olivia
declares in surprise as the group admires the sizable silicone
piece rotating left to right from the anchored foundation the
harness is designed to be.

"I brought a lot of lube, by the way,"
Hannah announces. "Still, that said, this stunning big boy isn't
for the faint of heart."

"I bet," Janet murmurs, more excited
than afraid.

For a span of almost a minute, they
relax and appreciate the mesmerizing sight of the sex toy
performing its energetic oscillations - like a washing machine
during its heaviest wash cycle - and ruminate on how the kinky tool
might feel inside each of them.

"So," Olivia speaks up to break away
from their speculative silence. "I was thinking to be fair that
Janet should go first."

The only one who seems surprised by
the raven-haired beauty's intentful statement is the woman in
question.

"I don't genuinely mind being first,
but are you 100% sure?" Janet says. "I
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