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Kendall eased the small mirror to the corner
and used it to peer around. The corridor was empty and silent, as
it ought to be at almost two am. There was no reason for teachers
to be here, and students weren't allowed except when summoned or
escorted. She turned her head slightly and nodded to Sara, then
slipped around the corner, Sara following.

It was an old building, but well-maintained,
as befitted a school for the children of the well-heeled; abandoned
children, mainly. It was a boarding school. While the students
might have money they didn't have families which cared to keep them
nearby.

The floor gleamed, and the door was polished
dark wood. No press-board for this place. The door was solid oak,
with a very high quality lock on it. She crouched and held her
gloved hands together and Sara stepped into them. She was four foot
eleven and weighed under a hundred pounds.

The transom over the door was wooden framed
with an etched glass center, and not completely closed. With
Kendall boosting her up Sara easily pushed it open and slid
through. She was an up and coming gymnast, very spry and agile. She
boosted herself halfway through, then waited, belly down, gripping
the sill as Kendall eased back.

She unlooped the rope from her waist and tied
several loops around Sara's ankles, then reached up to slap her
bottom as she wrapped the rope around the brass doorknob. Sara slid
over the transom and began to slide upside down, along the inside
of the door. When her hands reached the lock she unbolted it, then
slid slowly down until her hands reached the floor.

Kendall felt the weight leave the rope and
let it unloop from around the door, then pushed the door open and
stepped inside.

She and Sara pressed palms together briefly
as she closed the door behind her.

Sara was a cute kid, her mind almost as
nimble as her body. Her parents were a Hollywood couple, father a
director, mother a producer. They apparently had endless parties at
their mansion in the hills. A twelve year old would have seriously
cramped their lifestyle.

Kendall's own mother was long dead. Her
father worked for one of the big brokerage houses and spent twelve
hour days at the office. He was also a cocaine addict and a
miserable bastard, as far as she was concerned. She was just as
happy being sent off to a Swiss boarding school, as far from him as
she could get. She was eighteen now, but had no money of her own,
not until her twenty first birthday, when her mother's trust fund
opened up.

That wasn't to say she was poor, exactly, but
cooperating with 'the bastard' as she called her father, was a
requirement unless she wanted to go work at a fast food restaurant
and bed down in a roach infested hovel.

And she most definitely did not.

That didn't mean she wanted to waste her time
studying things which would be of no earthly use to her either, of
course. Good marks were a requirement of the school, but there were
different ways of getting those marks.

Sara trailed her to the desk. To one side
were filing cabinets, very stoutly made with first class locks. The
desk was typical of modern furniture. It was shiny and pretty and
made of press-board, with cheap locks made of metal not much
tougher than tin.

A guy she'd known had taught her how to pick
locks, at least the fairly easy ones, and this one qualified. She
had her lock-picks out before Sara tugged on the drawer and it slid
open. They exchanged a look and Kendall rolled her eyes. The
secretary hadn't locked it.

In fact, the keys were sitting in the drawer,
as were the keys to the filing cabinets.

She found the tests they wanted and Sara took
close-up pictures with her Iphone. It was much quieter than using a
photocopy machine.

The school had invested in a high quality
software to protect the information in their computer, but hadn't
given enough thought to old fashioned methods.

Twenty minutes later, after sliding through
the halls silently, they were back in the student dorms. Kendall
took the girl's Iphone and returned to her room.

As a senior she had a room to herself, not
that it was particularly luxurious. It had a single bed, a
bookcase, a desk, and a computer with a personal printer. All of
that was authorized. The mini fridge and coffee maker were not, but
she was able to hide them both in the closet whenever Mrs. Kinross
inspected the room.

Her inspection consisted of looking inside to
see if the room looked neat and tidy.

Kendall downloaded the tests to her laptop,
smirking in satisfaction. She hated asking the bastard for
anything. She'd be able to sell these tests to the other students
for a pretty penny. She would also, of course, be able to spend
less time and effort on studying or doing homework.

She yawned, glanced at the time on the
computer, and cursed softly. Unless she was able to fake sick again
she had to be in Math class in five hours. She grimaced. She knew
how to count. She didn't need these complex formulas. She'd have an
accountant to do this sort of shit, some day.

She sat on the bed and peeled off her socks,
then stripped off the black sweatshirt and the black jeans she'd
worn on her little night foray. The underwear went next, and then
she was laying on top of her little bed naked, hands behind her
head, looking up at the ceiling.

Crappy little room, with a crappy little bed,
she thought morosely. Her father had a king sized bed with posts as
thick as her waist reaching for the ceiling, but he rarely spent
much time in it. He had a penthouse apartment with a pool and a
glorious view of Manhattan too, not that he ever looked. Dumbass.
His face was always buried in his papers and computers and
blackberry.

What a waste of a life.

She didn't intend to waste hers. She was
going to have fun. And when that was done, she was going to have
more fun. Why people with money wanted to waste it working was
absolutely beyond her ability to understand. Not that making money
wasn't a good thing, but the bastard had more money than he could
spend unless he started buying immense yachts and castles
everywhere. What good was more?

St. Agatha's was an all girl school. It was
her punishment for rubbing her father's nose in her sexual antics
too often. She'd taken just about every drug known to man, as well,
though she'd avoided getting hooked on any of them. It was the
black guy which had really pissed him off, she thought, a trifle
smugly. Her old man hated blacks.

So she'd been sent off into exile. There were
few men here that interested her, but that was okay. She'd started
experimenting with women instead, and that had proven to be quite
entertaining. Some of the teachers here were repressed lesbians,
and they'd been decent teachers – in how to please women sexually.
They didn't have the kind of gear she wanted though, and seemed
offended by her wanting them to buy strap-ons to use on her.

“I'm not a man, you little slut,” Cynthia
Moore had told her waspishly.

* * *

The alarm forced her awake and she grunted
unhappily. Once she got her trust fund she was going to party late
and sleep late every fucking day of her life!

She sighed and sat up, shoving the long
blonde bangs out of her face. Her hair was long because she liked
it long enough for men to grab hold of when they did her from
behind. She wouldn't say that to anyone else, of course, unless she
was looking to piss them off or turn them on. There was just
something too incredibly hot about a man yanking on her hair while
he did her from behind – her favorite position because of how deep
he could get.

Besides, she didn't need to see him, much
less kiss him. She wanted hot, nasty sex, not cheap romance. Men
were all bastards who only cared about sex anyway, and mostly
weren't very good at it. At least, any near her age. The older ones
were perverts; good in bed but not something she intended to marry
or take up with.

She'd worry about romance later on.

She stood up and took one step to her
dresser, then yanked it open. It took her only a moment to seize a
lacy bustier and slip it on. She turned it backwards, leaned over
to do the clips, then slid it around her chest until it was in
front again. She slid her arms under the thin spaghetti straps and
pulled them up onto her shoulders, then adjusted the cups under her
breasts.

There was a matching thong. It was a narrow V
of material over her mound with high, angled straps sliding up to
curve across her hips. Actually, there were three straps on each
side. It, like the bustier, was highly decorative, very sexy, and
not entirely practical.

She didn't care about practicality. Kendall
liked her lingerie to be sexy.

She pulled out the stockings which matched
the lingerie, a dark violet. The stockings were perfectly normal up
to thigh level, then assumed a decorative, lacy pattern with more
lace around the hem. She fastened them to the bottom of the bustier
with thin straps and looked at herself in the mirror.

The habitual smirk was on her face, and she
pursed her lips sexily as she combed her loose, thick hair back
from her forehead. Bed hair could be good. Men found it sexy.
Unfortunately, there were few men around. She likely wouldn't even
see one today.

She picked up her brush and ran it through
her hair. She'd known she wouldn't be able to shower this morning
so had done it before her jaunt last night, and washed her hair
too. No matter, really. She didn't need to impress anyone but
her.

The cups of the bustier were lacy and partly
see through, with velvety bows just under where they met. There was
a lot of cleavage. Kendall was more lithe and athletic than busty.
But she was definitely not flat chested, and the bustier made the
most of it, squeezing her breasts in and up. Her teachers would
definitely not approve, other than the lesbians, of course. If they
were lucky, and she was, one of them might see it later on.

She sighed and went to the closet, then
pulled down the black, all-purpose dress all the students were
required to wear. It was high-necked, had long sleeves, and fell to
the knees. It had a black clothe belt around the waist which at
least allowed it be pulled in tightly, but that was as far as the
advantage of the thing went.

It was allegedly easy to clean and iron, too,
but those sorts of chores were not ones Kendall ever involved
herself in, nor imagined she ever would.

She opened her little mini fridge and took a
bottle of water from it. It wasn't really water. It was an energy
drink, but the teachers would freak if they caught her drinking
anything so unhealthy. So she'd poured the energy drink into the
Perrier bottle.

She wandered down the hall, book back over
her shoulder, bottle in hand, stopped, and kicked at a door along
the way.

It opened and Hannah Morris came out,
muttering to herself. They walked silently down the hall, took the
stairs down to the first floor, then headed for the cafeteria.

“You get what you were looking for?” Hannah
asked.

“Yeah.”

“Cool. The kid won't talk?”

“Nah, she's okay for a kid.”

Hannah nodded. Like Kendall, she was
eighteen, and a senior, and considered herself an adult, the rest
just children. Unlike Kendall, she had no trust fund in her future,
so was at the mercy of her parents, a pair of very uptight Irish
Catholics who were as appalled by their daughter's knowledge of
lesbian sexual skills as Kendall was delighted.

“Math fucking sucks,” Hannah said.

Kendall made an agreeable noise, wishing she
could imitate Hannah's accent better. She thought it was incredibly
sexy, and kept practicing. Hannah said she was very good, but it
didn't sound right to her own ears.

The seniors all sat together away from the
rest, at the opposite end of the room from where the teachers sat.
They were considered to be more mature and needing less
supervision.

Which just showed how stupid the school was,
Kendall thought. Nobody at the table wanted to be there, and they
were a lot more sophisticated than twelve year olds in figuring
ways around school regulations.

Kendall made deals with several of the girls
at breakfast for tests and answer sheets. The money would be sent
to her account electronically. All of them had access to bank
accounts through their phones and computers so it was a simple
enough thing to arrange.

Carrying cash was so old and crass.

She looked out across the room and made a
face. It looks like a nunnery, she thought morosely. I should have
been more circumspect about my sex. It wouldn't have taken much to
keep the bastard from finding out.

But she'd half wanted him to, so she could
shove his face in it. Unfortunately, she hadn't counted on his
response.

An isolated school in Switzerland! A school
for girls yet! Bleh!

* * *

Mademoiselle Carpentier was her third period
French teacher. She had caught Kendall's interest the moment she'd
seen her. She was an incredibly sweet woman, who clearly found it
difficult to be stern with her students. She was the youngest of
Kendall's teachers, on her first assignment just out of college,
with a pretty face and shapely body.

Kendall wasn't sure what had first twigged
her to the woman's interest. She had very short dark hair, for one
thing, but that was cliché. It wasn't that short, after all, not
short enough to make it obvious. And the woman was French, where
different styles and fashions prevailed. But Kendall had noticed
the woman's casual gaze on her new students intensify in her case,
and she had spent years being looked at and wanted.

It was both a curse and a blessing. She used
her looks without shame to get what she wanted from both men and
women, but it also meant people were always looking at her. She had
a narrow, high-cheeked, delicately shaped face with enormous blue
eyes. Her nose was small and turned up, her mouth also smallish,
but with full lips.

People had been staring at her since she was
six. But their stares had become considerably less paternal since
adolescence.

Aimee interested her. She was quirky, odd,
friendly, with an unfortunate tendency to either gush or giggle.
She was also an easy conquest once Kendall had gotten her alone and
boldly plunged her hand down the front of the shorts the woman had
been wearing at the time.

Aimee was not her favorite lover. Kendall
liked things rough, and Aimee was incapable of asserting herself in
that way. On the other hand, Aimee was quite submissive in turn,
probably because she'd been so naïve when Kendall had first taken
her, and had ceded control to her on the basis that Kendall
obviously knew what she was doing.

She'd never gotten that control back.

She joined the woman after class, ostensibly
asking about grammar, specifically about the past participle. She
didn't need to, of course. Her French was excellent. She was a born
linguist, and had mastered Spanish (from the housekeeper) before
she'd turned five. Spanish was very similar to French, so learning
that was a snap.

“I'm very hungry,” Kendall said.

“Well, happily it is lunch time,” Aimee
said.

“I want to eat something soft and juicy,”
Kendall said, “something I can plunge my tongue into.”

Aimee rolled her eyes to the sides anxiously,
then looked quickly around.

“You should not talk like that,” she said
softly.

“No one would understand even if they heard.
Would you like to know what I have on under this stupid black nun's
outfit?”

Aimee's eyes flicked down and then back up
before she turned her head away.

“It's violet,” Kendall said, taunting her. “I
wore it just for you, Mademoiselle Carpentier.”

The woman's cheeks grew pink and she looked
anxiously around again.

“I got something in the mail the other day,”
Kendall added. “One of the girl's rented a postal box in town, so
we could get things without them being inspected by Madam
Rothier.”

“You should not do that. It is against the
rules,” Aimee said uncertainly.

“So is fucking your students,” Kendall
whispered.

Aimee's cheeks pinkened further. “Do not talk
like that!”

“Or what? Are you going to spank me,
Mademoiselle?” she taunted.

Aimee looked away

“Meet me in the store room in ten
minutes.”

“I have not the time – .”

“Do it,” Kendall growled.

She parted ways with the woman and went back
to her room, feeling fairly confident Aimee would come. The woman
was easily intimidated. More to the point, she had been a virtual
virgin when Kendall had gotten hold of her. Kendall's own sexual
knowledge had been vastly superior to Aimee, and unlike Aimee, she
read and viewed a lot of on-line porn, easily getting around the
school's filters, and was much more experimental.

The supply room was the room where Aimee had
taken her to help her pick up some equipment for gym class, which
Aimee had been temporarily assigned to lead as newest teacher at
the time. It wasn't a room the staff went to often. There were
other supply rooms for school supplies closer at hand. This was an
out of the way room for larger equipment rarely needed. The
Christmas decorations were here, for example, as were spare desks,
chairs and beds.

It had a thick door, and no transom, but
Aimee was a screamer, and Kendall had no desire to get caught –
again. God only knows where they'd send her. Maybe to a school full
of gay men.

Well, she had a solution to Aimee's screams,
one that would let her really let loose on the woman this time.

She let herself into the supply room, then
slid the key back into her bag. It had been easy enough to make a
copy once Aimee had been pressured into loaning hers.

The mattresses were piled up against one
wall, six of them, still wrapped in plastic. She grabbed one and
tilted it forward, then leaned it against the wall. A second
followed. Four was about the right height, she thought with a
smile.

She slipped off her dress, and then eased
into the shadow behind dressers piled two high. It didn't take
long. The door unlocked and opened, and Aimee, glancing anxiously
behind her, hurried through, then turned and locked the door before
again turning and looking around.

Kendall slid slowly into view, and Aimee
gasped.

“Hello, sweety,” Kendall purred.

“You... you look... beautiful!” Aimee
exclaimed softly, her face alight with pleasure.

Kendall knew she did. “Take off your
clothes,” she ordered.

Aimee flushed, but began to undo her dress.
She slid it forward and off, then stepped out of it, hanging it
from one of the coat trees standing conveniently close to the door.
She wore cotton bikini underwear which didn't match. Kendall
snorted mentally. Lingerie should always match. At least it was off
quickly.

Then Aimee stood there, eyes wide, and
Kendall felt herself purr in satisfaction. Aimee didn't understand
how pretty she was. Her hair was collar length in back, just above
the ears on the sides. She had a soft, busty body. Her breasts were
too big to be as firm as Kendall's were, but they didn't droop
either. Her nipples were very big and very hard.

“Come here... slut,” Kendall purred.

Aimee started, her face flushing more, then
shuffled forward, blushing more the closer she came to Kendall. She
was several inches shorter than Kendall, but then, most women were.
Kendall slid a hand behind the woman’s neck and jerked her in,
kissing her roughly, fully, completely. Her other hand slid around
the woman, pressing all that soft, lovely flesh against her own
body as Aimee moaned into her mouth.
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