
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Experiment by Karen Blayne 

 

Oh by the way red tape first.

 

Be warned these short stories contain mature content or naughty bits and as such may corrupt you if you’re under 12, 16, 18, 21 or 25 depending where you live thus if they are not suitable for you put them back on the shelf and let them age for a year or two.

They were sort of scribbled for fun. If you’ve paid money for this book just be aware the author has not received any payment. In fact no one has permission to charge money for this book and copyright ©2019 is retained by the author.  

 

Luv Karen

 

 

Olivia, Hilary and myself were lounging around exchanging socially important information when I mentioned my cousin Helen’s project.  “You mean teaching methods make a difference?”  “Apparently so or at least Helen seeks to prove it with an experiment.”  “You mean study them like white mice?”  Olivia gave a gently shudder at the word mice.  “It might be fun to watch the study?”  “What all three of us?  Bound to upset the results.”  “Well Mel could at least she’s a straight A student after all and doesn’t have to work hard like the rest of us.”  I changed the subject to Hilary’s new boyfriend, a member of the football squad.  “Hunk, he’s all hard muscle and has stamina I’ll say that much for him.”

 

“So Mom tell me more about this experiment of Helen’s.”  “It’s for her PhD thesis and the idea is she’ll take the two lowest performing classes out of four and combine them then use a team teaching approach.  One of my charities is funding it.  Why would you like to observe?  It would give Helen a different point of view?  You could you know.”  “What about my schooling?”  “I think it will be fine but we can always get a tutor for you if you think you need one.  Besides it will be an educational opportunity to see how the other half lives, although we’d best go shopping at Walmart for your clothes so you don’t stand out too much.”  Mrs. Garcia’s daughter acted as fashion advisor but I didn’t think much of Walmart’s shoes.  “Just wear your oldest pair and say you got them at Sally Army if anyone asks.”

 

Transferring schools was easy, apparently schools get paid per pupil and there was no waiting list for Helen’s school so I was a welcomed addition.

 

We were sat in a lecture theatre, all sixty odd of us, different.  Below us were four adults with headsets and large screens on the wall behind them.  “Good morning everyone.  I’m Mrs. Taylor and on my left is Mrs. Miller we will be your teachers this year.  We have two classroom assistants Miss Morgan and Mr. Torres.  Now let’s start off by seeing how many have their own laptops?  Please raise your hand if you have one.”  Two hands went up and I half lifted my pencil not wanting to stand out.  “Access to the internet at home?”  Four hands and my half raised pencil went up.  “Can anyone touch type?”   Two hands and my pencil were raised.  The two teachers looked at each other and then the assistants and the assistants started to hand out laptops.  Dvorak keyboards interesting. At least I could use either. 

 

“Right now I’d like to get a better understanding of how well you’re doing I’d like you to try the maths test by clicking on the icon on the screen.  For any students feeling confident you might like to skip the first few questions.”  I noticed a student squinting at the screen so sent a text to Helen.  Then I started at the end and worked backwards.  Shortly afterwards Miss Morgan approached and asked me to move.  “David meet Mel and Mel meet David.  You both scored very well in the maths test so we’re placing you together.”  I looked puzzled “The laptops are connected and your answers have already been marked.”  David gave me a silent nod of greeting then spoke not a word for the rest of the afternoon.  At break I talked to one of the quieter girls called Silvia who was tall and slim.  She gave me little sketches of the class members and who to avoid.  I began to wonder if this was such a good idea after all.

 

When class ended David finally spoke “I’d best see you to your bus.”  “I can find the way by myself.”  He looked at me.  “This is not the sort of neighbourhood you’re used to.  The clothes might be Walmart but the shoes aren’t.  I’ll see you to your bus.”  I certainly wasn’t going to argue after talking with Silvia.

 

There was a crowd waiting to get on at the bus stop and somehow David was carried on to the bus with the surge.  I paid for him with my spare transit card.  “How do I get back?  I don’t have enough for the fare.”  I tucked my spare transit pass in his shirt pocket and gave him a kiss on the cheek.  Then I turned my back on him.  Well some guy or other was trying to take advantage of the crowded bus and had been running his hand over my bum.  At least I knew where David’s body had been.  I rubbed my bum against it gently.  He even slipped his arm round my waist to hold me steady when we turned a corner.  He left it there as well which was fine by me.

 

We got off together “The next bus isn’t for half an hour so come and have a coffee.”  He looked at innocent little me, anyone would think I was lusting after his body.  “I promise not to rape you.”  “It wouldn’t be rape.”  I blushed and there at the open door was my beloved sister “Brought some biology homework back with you?” I swear I’ll murder her one of these days.  “You realise that life is cheap in the neighbourhood.  A small packet of coke is all her life is worth.” My darling sister looked lost for words.  Behind her mother went into grateful mother mode and before he knew what was happening David was sat at the kitchen table with a plate full of food in front of him as we had supper together.  “So how did you meet him?  Drop your handkerchief?”  I seriously wondered how much a small packet of coke would cost.  “We both scored well on the maths test so we got placed together and then David thought it would be safer if he saw me to the bus.”  Mother eyed Brat.  “I really must get round to finding you a maths tutor young lady unless your sister takes a hand.”  Brat made a face.  “You couldn’t pay me enough.”  I remarked “But you mentioned David was good at maths.  Eighty dollars an hour sound reasonable David.”  David looked stunned at the idea so I quickly added “I thought the agency quoted ninety before saying they didn’t have anyone at present?”  “You’re right of course we shouldn’t take advantage of him.  Ninety an hour David?”  A wordless David silently nodded “For twenty an hour I could be a really slow learner.”  Added Brat as she batted her eye lashes at him.  I kicked her under the table as Mom lowered her head and covered her eyes with her hands.

 

I led them downstairs to my basement study and David’s eyes lit up as his laptop ran an WiFi internet speed test.  He looked through Brat’s homework and quickly pencilled in the answers after doing the sums in his head.  Brat was impressed and he ran through the problems with her presenting the material in a slightly different way that made more sense to her.  Twenty minutes later they were finished and Brat looked up at him.  “If you stayed the night you could be her bodyguard in the morning.”  She stood and opened the guest room door.  “We have a guest room or you could share Mel’s  bed.”  She threw open the door to my untidy room with its unmade bed.  I jumped on her and started to tickle her.  Soon she was helpless on the carpet.  She looked at David and cried “Help.”  David gave one of his small shrugs and stepped across to help me tickle Brat, teamwork.  We let her up eventually.  Brat glared at David “You’re not nice.”

 

David turned away and peered into the guest room “Looks comfy but I haven’t a change of clothing with me.”  

 

I heard some reluctance in his voice and there was Mom with ninety dollars in her hand “But Mel could run you up to MEC and you could spend some of your tutoring money.” 

 

“You'd have to share a bathroom in the morning with her though.”  “Well it beats sleeping on the sofa.”  “You haven't seen how long she takes in the morning.”  I darted towards her but Brat had already dashed upstairs.

 

David and I exchanged looks.  “Mountain Equipment Coop then?”  He nodded and we went upstairs to the garage.  “I was expecting a Cadillac at least.” He mentioned as we stood in front of mom's Yaris.  “Yarises are easier to park.”  I opened the door and Brat flew into the back seat.  “I'm coming to.  David might not have the right fashion sense on which colour socks to buy.”  David gave another shrug and we set off.

 

Once inside the store Brat dragged David off and I looked through some new jackets they had in.  I might not go mountaineering but it still rains in the city and they had great selection of Gore-Tex jackets.  Eventually I caught up with the pair.  “I thought you went through the store last week?”  “Oh I did but I didn’t have David then to try things out on.”  She likes to try things on and see what looks best.  I guided David over to the socks.  They only had three hundred and twenty different types and don’t get me started on the colours.  One of the assistants took a look at David’s shoes and brought out another more comfortable pair to try.  He tried them on and declared although they were comfortable he was content with his old ones.  I sneaked a look at the price and thought that might have been the problem.  We soon settled on a style.  Then I left him to choose his own unmentionables.

 

When we arrived at the cash “Are you a member sir?” “No.”  “I’m sorry I can’t sell you anything.”  “But this is a store and I have money?”  “Sorry sir,   I can sell you a lifetime membership for $5.”  I paid for the socks and unmentionables with his money which seemed to keep everyone happy. 

 

Brat was busy at one of the other cash tills doing what seemed to be a very complicated transaction so we had to wait for her and two large MEC shopping bags.  I felt exhausted after shopping and soon fell asleep.  Next morning I got up and dressed then went to collect David to take him up for breakfast.  “I don’t normally.”  Mom glared at him.  “Sit.”  Soon he was outside of a plate of bacon and egg.  Brat wondered in looking very innocent and I wondered what she’d been up to.  “There were two large MEC bags in my room this morning.”  David directed the enquiry to Brat.  “I thought they might be useful.”  “I’m not sure you should be spending money on my clothes.”  “It wasn’t real money.”  David looked puzzled.  “I used my gift cards.  I was saving up to buy a bike but Dad got there first.  Everyone knows that 30% of gift cards don’t get cashed so my friends were quite happy to sell me their MEC gift cards at 50% off.  Then there were the ones with a few dollars on them.  Like MEC jackets and things are like $200 so what do you do with a gift card that has money left on it after you’ve brought something. I brought them up $20 flat rate.  I finally got rid of forty three gift cards yesterday.”  She said triumphantly.  I looked at David “I think you’re stuck with them.”  He looked a bit put out but calmed down after Mom mentioned he didn’t have to wear them.

 

At school I noticed he was wearing the shoes he’d tried on at MEC but didn’t say anything.  “Now guys I know how much you enjoy being at school so from tomorrow we’ll open an hour early.”  There were groans at this announcement “for a breakfast club but only for those who are interested.”  That statement got a mixed reaction.  I suspected my Mom’s delicate hand in there somewhere but kept quiet.  It took about three weeks before the class sorted itself out and settled down.  The entire school had their eyes tested and a few pairs of glasses appeared in class.  We all seemed to be progressing but at different rates if that makes sense.  David and I got to listen to some of the guys who weren’t so strong on reading read aloud but otherwise although we sat next to each other we didn’t talk that much.  At break he hung out with the boys and I hung out with Silvia.

 

“Now I know it is late September but it’s never to early to think about organising a prom.”  Was she nuts?  “I’ve drawn up a project plan and I’m looking for volunteers for the committee.”  Right count me out.  “Now one major problem area will be money.  How much can we raise  and how much do we need?  Mel and David I’ll ask you to be the part of the committee that looks at the costs.”

 

Over supper I asked Mom about organising proms and she looked to David and asked how much money the average student would have to spend.  David’s view was not very much and the school didn’t really have a history of school proms.  “So I suggest you let the committee come up with a wish list then we’ll see what can be done in reality.”  We did.  David and I were marked down as villains for costing out the ideas although I adored the one of flying to Paris and holding it there to improve our French.  Silvia mentioned she’d like the idea of a Prom but the cost of a dress and a limo would be prohibitive. 

 

My room was built to be more soundproof than the rest of the house.  It means that I can listen to music or watch a film without bothering what else is happening.  Well unless dad is being exceptionally noisy playing in his workshop.  David had been asked to give him a hand and had reluctantly agreed.  Two hours later I thought I’d be kind and rescue him so carried in mugs of coffee.  Forget it.  They were totally happy measuring bits of wood then cutting them up.  They drank the coffee though.

 

Still later he came and curled up on my double bed with me.  There are no chairs in my room so I watch and listen to everything on my bed.  I prefer classical but David is more into Jazz.

 

I talked about the prom to the gang and mentioned Silvia’s comments, Olivia thought that if she asked around she might be able to find a few prom dresses that had been worn once.  I asked after Hilary’s boy toy.  Hilary grinned.  “Well he has stamina but a sort of one track football mad mind.  He has me working out game plays and exercise routines.  So I added exercising with Hilary three times a week.”  “Exercising or sexercising?”  “Same thing it keeps him fit.  I have noticed that it’s perfectly all right for me to go down on him but he’s reluctant to go down on me.  Once I’m warmed up he has stamina but it seems a bit self self self to me.  Still if I use Mr. Hitachi first before he comes round then that works quite well.”  “What do you talk about?”  Hilary gave a sigh “Game plays would you believe?”

 

I talked to dad about limos and the cost of them which seemed to be a show stopper to me.  He sat down with Olivia, Hilary, David and myself.  “The company is promoting it’s green credentials so we’re thinking of doing a deal with the transit company.  They get an electric bus and we get to vinyl wrap it.  Talk nicely to the graphics artist and see if you can come up with a way to include the school name prom on the wrap and have it covered by the company name afterwards.”  “We could do both school names?”  Dad smiled “The thought never occurred to me.  We were thinking next fall by the time they get the charging station in but it could available earlier for the proms by charging it up first at the garage.”  “A new green bus. I think they’d go for that.”  “So the theme would be green?”  “The two committees would have to agree of course.”

 

I got David to suggest an auction to raise funds.  Well I didn’t want to draw attention to myself.  Olivia managed to raise ninety odd dresses and Mrs. Garcia’s daughter brought them into the school and acted as fashion advisor as the girls looked through the racks.  Advising on colour and which could be adjusted to fit.  Some were steered to a more suitable dress rather than the one with the plunging neckline and red sequins.  David had given me a list of who he thought were the least likely to be able to afford anything both in our class and the other two classes.  The auctioneer auctioned off the dresses in the order that the least deprived girls had shown most interest in first.  I pushed up the price on the first few by putting in a few bids on the first half dozen of under ten dollars but eventually everyone had a dress at very reasonable price and it didn’t feel too much like charity.  I picked up one at the end that I’d never wear just to fit in.  At least it gave us a bit of money in the prom fund.

 

The prom now seemed to be possible in the eyes of the class.  Olivia and Hilary were on their school’s prom committee so I picked up on their ideas.  If we used the same green theme we could recycle a lot of their decorations especially if we held ours a day later.  I nudged Silvia on to the committee and fed her Olivia’s ideas to add to the discussion.  David and I just gave the cost estimates for the different options and somehow we settled on a green theme as well.  Oh and dad said any daughter of his was having live music at her prom.  He sponsored the same jazz band that Olivia was thinking about for both proms.  Jazz?  Well it might be old fashioned but it was free.

 

In October David had a gloomy face after he came back from visiting his family.  His dad worked recharging fire extinguishers, apparently it was steady work but the owner wanted to retire.  Well depressed students would depress Helen’s experiment so when the guys were over hanging out I mentioned it to Hilary who fixed it and turned the small business into a cooperative and arranged a loan to buy the premises.  David was more cheerful after this.

 

Christmas was nice.  David spent most of the time at our house.  He even produced a real wood book case he’d made with dad’s bits of wood in dad’s workshop for me.  I wasn’t expecting anything so grand so had to quickly buy an MEC gift card from Brat for him and she charged me full price.  I kissed him under the mistletoe.  It was rather nice but I didn’t want to upset our sort of working relationship so kept my tongue to myself. 

 

Prom time soon rolled up and Olivia and Hilary both found the perfect prom dress by Easter.  I picked one out at the same time but it was difficult.  I didn’t want to spend too much but wanted something special but eventually sitting in my wardrobe was something special but didn’t look too expensive.

 

“So let’s get this straight you’re not planning to go to the prom because you don’t have a partner?”  David nodded.  “And Mel has a dress but hasn’t had anyone invite her and doesn’t want to go by herself?  Am I missing something here or is someone else?”  She gave him a hard stare.  You could see the penny drop.  Wow guy an invitation to the prom without me having to prompt him.

 

“OK guys you‘ve done exceptionally well.  Last year at this school twenty three percent passed, the average for all schools is forty five but this year ninety percent of this class have passed.  I’ll hand out your personal results shortly.”  I was surprised to say the least.  It really wasn’t how bright you were but more about how you were taught and what resources you had.  Apparently even the other two classes had managed a pass rate of thirty odd percent which was higher than the normal for the school.  Some sort of trickle effect?  Maybe the glasses?  I texted the guys and had them come over for supper.

 

David saw me home and we talked about what came next over supper.  David thought he’d better start looking for a job.  “Can we all go downstairs?”  Asked Hilary.  I nodded and Hilary led the way.

 

“I’ve ditched hunk.”  “I thought he was pretty.”  “I mean his body was a delight and I’ll miss a certain part of him but he was pretty dim and no way was he going to college.”  “I can’t see him taking that quietly.”  “Well I arranged with Jenny to catch them snogging red handed.  He couldn’t say a thing.  Well he could actually his last words were what about next Saturday’s game plan?”

 

Olivia changed the subject  “Are you still buying a house Mel?”  “Yes but the choice is either a new one miles out in the suburbs or a second hand one that will almost certainly need fixing up within walking distance of the University.”  “Well I’m no good with a power drill.”  “But I know someone who has been playing in my dad’s workshop.”  Three pairs of eyes turned to David.  “Count me out I’m getting a job remember.”  “You could come with us?”  “I’m not into student loans and things.  Besides I haven’t applied I’d never get in.”  Olivia grinned “Yes you would.  We just put it to the admissions tutor we’d like to study together and if he can’t fit you in then all four of us will find somewhere else.”  “I could find the money for fixing up.”  I looked puzzled for a moment.  “Of course your demand loan.”  It was David’s turn to look puzzled.  “I lent some money to set up a coop recently that recharges fire extinguishers but it’s a demand loan so I could just demand it back.”  “Oh god, I wondered where the money had come from.  That’s blackmail.”  Hilary grinned.  David still looked stunned so I walked across and kissed him on the lips this time slipping my tongue in between his lips.  I definitely liked the taste.

 

Hilary put some music on and I slow danced against David, snogging him as well.  “I’m shocked.”  Cried Olivia, “No you’re not.  Here try him out.”  I gave  David a gently grope as Olivia moved in.  “Guys?”  “Well I thought that if I paid his course fees and you offered half of your bed.”  “I mean he’d have to be faithful to us for four years wouldn’t he?”  Did I really say that?  Hilary brightened up.  “You wouldn’t mind sharing him with us?”  “We share dresses don’t we?”  “Do I get any say in this?”  “No.”  Came from the three of us in chorus.  “Have you two slept together yet?”  “Not exactly.”  “Tell.”  “We both fell asleep watching a film once so technically we have slept together but not in the way you mean.  I think we’re both virgins.”  David nodded.  Hilary hustled us into the bedroom.  “Well it’s time to celebrate passing your exams.”  Despite David’s protest Hilary undressed him.  “Now David you know you lust after Mel.  I’ve seen it in your eye when you thought she wasn’t looking.”  David protests died away as I turned and smiled at him.  “Do we have to do this together?”  “Well both you and David are involved.”  Olivia grinned “No I meant shouldn’t David and I have a bit of privacy?”  “Why we’ve seen your body before and we can see David’s now.”  “Men never know quite what to do so to make it better for you the first time we’re just here to help.”  Hilary closed the heavy sound proof door behind her.

 

“Kiss her David.”  Whilst David kissed her the two girls deftly removed her clothing.  “Now watch how Olivia uses her tongue.”  Olivia murmured “Why me?” before lying down with her head between my thighs and using her tongue to an exceptionally good effect.  Hilary suckled my left breast and held a protesting me down as Olivia did her worst.  “Now you try.  The really sensitive bit is here so try not to stimulate it directly.”  “How do you know all this?” asked David innocently then turned red at the look he received from Olivia.  Olivia let him lap away for a few minutes before nudging his head to one side and sliding a finger in.  “She’s ready now.”  David moved and thrust himself forward.  Olivia guided him to the front hole.  “You probably wouldn’t notice the difference but I assure you she will.”  Both David and I had bright flushed chests.  Olivia started to suckle on my right breast.  Moments late came a gasp of “Oh God.”  Hilary raised her head “I think she’s done.”

 

David collapsed on the bed besides Mel.  “What do you think you’re doing young man?”  David looked up in surprise as Hilary took his pecker in her mouth until it stiffened before squatting down on him and pulling him inside.  “Any good?”  “Definitely, experimentally it feels a bit bigger than hunk’s and I feel more in control.”  “Don’t exhaust the poor man, I mean to experiment and lose my virginity tonight as well you know.”

 

After Olivia had sampled David’s charms and we were all sprawled out on the bed recovering David asked “Could something be done for Silvia?”  Silvia well she had been on the outer edges of the prom and had been helpful when I first arrived.  “I could collect her and see if we can come up with anything.”

 

Brat jumped in the passenger seat of the Yaris as I opened the door.  “I’m coming to.”  “You don’t even know where I’m going.”  “So it beats sitting at home.  Mom was murmuring about the dusting again.”  I took pity on her and let her come along.  We arrived at Silvia’s place.  It really didn’t look very pleasant or even safe to me so I told Brat to stay in the car and texted Silvia to say we were sitting in a car outside if she’d like to come and meet the gang.  “Which gang?”  “Just me, David and two female school friends of mine.”  I texted.  She arrived and slid into the front seat.  “Yours?”  “Mom’s”  “Still it’s not a beaten up old one.   Now why do you want me?”  “It’s a sort of job interview.”  Brat’s nose twitched.  “I’m not dressed for a job interview and who is it with?  Besides I start at the supermarket on Monday.”  “If we can pull it off it’s a sort of mixed job.  I haven’t worked out the details yet but we’ll need my dad to find some of the money.”  “I’m not sure I’m interested in a mixed sort of job.” in a very prim sort of voice.

 

“She’ll need different clothes to get past dad.”  I pulled in at the Mall.  “You can always say no but let’s see what we can do.”   Brat appointed herself fashion advisor and twenty minutes later Silvia was neatly dressed in a navy blue top that looked really good on her and a matching mid thigh skirt worn over navy blue tights.  When she stepped into the car the skirt rose up.  They weren’t tights.  “Your sister seemed to think your dad would appreciate them.”  Whatever.

 

We got out of the car and entered the house.  Silvia was definitely looking around curiously as we descended to my study.  Brat tagged along and I just hoped David and the others were respectable.  Fortunately the gang had moved out into my study.  David found Silvia and myself a coffee and we sat down.  Brat got her own coffee and sat cross legged on the floor.  “Well?  Remember I do have a job at the supermarket starting Monday.”  Asked Silvia.  “The gang are going up to university in September and David has decided to come with us.”  “Blackmailed into coming with you.”  Grumped David.  “I can’t afford it.”  “If we lived together that would cover your accommodation costs.”  “Besides you can cook.”  I saw Mom sneak downstairs and was listening quietly.  “How do you know?”  “You brought a cake into class two years ago and announced you’d baked it yourself.”  “Do we need someone who can cook?”  “Well you can’t live on pizzas all the time. You need a variety of foodstuffs.”  “They have different toppings you know.”  “Go and get your father.”  Brat scurried upstairs as I would with that tone of voice from Mom.

 

“Well?”  Came dad’s voice.  “The girls have decided to go together and live in Mel’s house.”  “I hope I’m not expected to fix it up.”  “I think they’ve blackmailed David into doing that.”  Dad gave David a commiserating look.  “So you just want my wallet?”  Brat grinned behind him.  “Silvia was helpful to your daughter in the last year and I understand David thought if he was being blackmailed then perhaps we could do something for Silvia.”  “But I have a job at the supermarket.” wailed Silvia.  “Are her grades good enough?”  “Should be they’re better than mine.” admitted Hilary.  Silvia crossed her legs and tugged her skirt down a quarter of an inch.  Dad blinked and even David reacted visibly “I’ll go 5 cents an hour higher than minimum wage, 220 days a year 7.5 hours per day but she works for the company during the summer vacation starting next year and she puts in a year with the company at the end.”  “Her course fees get paid?”  “Her course fees get paid.”

 

Silvia blinked and looked for guidance towards David.  “You get paid to go to University with us and I assume this summer will be sorting out Mel’s house and the kitchen?”  “But where will I sleep?”  “I assume Mel will be buying a house with a basement so I’m sure placing a couple of wardrobes somewhere will give you a screened off room at least.  She has a budget of $40,000 for the kitchen and another $40,000 for furniture.”  Added Mom.  “Oh my, what can I say but I accept and thank you.” The last was said towards Brat somehow I suspect for Brat’s fashion sense.

 

Oh well at least I wouldn’t have to cook.  I didn’t look forward to choosing things for the kitchen though.  What did I know about kitchens?  Still the prom was voted the best ever and the jazz band that dad had flown in from Italy was a great success.  They even gave dad and our family a private performance which we all throughly enjoyed.
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