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CHAPTER ONE


"Ugh, the dried-up old cunt is sittin' at her desk," moaned Gary Fredericks, as he walked into the high school library.
"Sssh, you dummy," cried his friend. Ronnie Charlton. "She'll hear you!"
"Well, I don't care," Gary asserted. "I hate the old bitch!"
"What she ever do to you?" asked his friend.
"I don't like the way she stares at me, that's what," said Gary. "Oooh, she gives me the creeps!"
Ronnie laughed. "She don't stare at you. What would she wanna stare at you for? She's got her own boyfriend."
"No shit? Who would want her?"
"Aw, Gary, she ain't so bad. Some girl told me that she's finally gonna get married."
"To what?"
"Some guy what works at the shoe factory. I dunno. C'mon, lay off. She ain't done nothin' to you. Besides, she ain't so bad-lookin'. I mean she ain't old."
"Oh? You wanna tell her you like her and wanna marry her?"
"I just said she ain't bad-lookin', is all. She's better lookin' than half the fuckin' girls in this dumb school."
"C'mon, Ronnie, you're gonna tell her that."
"What?"
"You heard me, dummy. C'mere, meathead. Tell old Miss Miller that you think she's cute."
"I didn't say that."
"You're gonna say that now!" Gary pulled his friend Ronnie off the library chair and dragged him over to Miss Miller, the librarian.
"My friend here got somethin' to say to you," Gary told the woman. "C'mon, Ronnie, don't be shy."
"Well, what is it, Ronnie?" asked Miss Miller.
"Uh, nothin'," he said slowly. "My friend is tryin' to be funny. Sorry."
"He wanted to tell you you're cute!" blurted out Gary. He started to laugh, ignoring the embarrassed looks of both Miss Miller and his friend Ronnie.
Miss Doreen Miller was the librarian for the Oakville High School. It had been her job for fifteen years, ever since she graduated from Gaylor Teacher's College. She liked her job. It was easy and the surroundings were quite pleasant.
She wasn't unattractive. In fact, she could be downright pretty if she wouldn't tie her hair up in a bun all the time. She wore glasses, not for seeing, but in order to make herself an authority figure in the school.
At thirty-five, Miss Miller was finally engaged to be married. She had told herself for years that she never wanted to many, and almost convinced herself of it. An unfortunate love affair when she was young left her scarred, and she was sure she was perfectly happy living as a single woman, with her job and her home providing all the comforts and pleasures she needed.
Almost, that is. There was one kind of pleasure she almost never experienced. Sex. She wasn't a virgin, though, since during her teen-aged years, she fucked around with Jimmy Tibbs. But he jilted her right before their marriage. And up until now, she never believed for one moment that she would ever marry anyone else.
The one who asked her, Thomas Payson, worked in the Olcott Shoe Factory. He was on the assembly line, and his large frame and overpowering masculinity appealed to her. He was a welcome change from all the wispy types she encountered all day at school.
Miss Miller was seated at the large desk in the center of the library as the boys approached her. She was engrossed in a book, and as she read, toyed with her long blonde hair that was tied up in the back. The book, a "how-to" manual for married couples, was not part of the high school library, but something she had bought from a bookstore on her way to work this morning.
Now two of her charges had not only insulted her, but were both laughing. Even Ronnie, who had at first been embarrassed at his friend's meanness, was laughing out loud in the comet of the library.
What she didn't know was that they weren't laughing at Gary's rude remark, but because they suddenly noticed what book she was reading.
"Did you see that?" asked Gary, doubled over with laughter. "She's readin' a book on how to do it."
"Yeah, she don't know! I bet she ain't never done it. I bet her pussy's all dried out by now. That poor guy is gonna get his dick all scraped when he tries to stick it in."
"Will you boys be quiet!" she called out, startling everyone else in the library study hall. "If you don't quiet down. I'll have you sent to the Dean's office!"
"Mebbe that's why she was lookin' at me all term," said Gary. "Mebbe she wants me to show her how to do it."
"She wasn't lookin' at you, you oaf," replied Ronnie. "She looks at all the boys. I thought you knew that."
"I ain't never seen her lookin' at you. Nah, she may look at lots of boys, but it's me she wants. I know it. I caught her lookin' at my fly the other day. I bet she doesn't even know what I got inside."
"Neither does Sally, from what I heard!" snickered Ronnie. Sally was Gary's girlfriend, and Gary had boasted to all his friends about how many times he'd made it with.
"You fucking' liar!" Gary cursed as he tried to pull Ronnie by the collar. "Who told you that? We made it lots of times!"
"I ain't never said you didn't," replied Ronnie weakly. He should have known, his friend was too sensitive on that point. Probably Gary never did fuck Sally. But he should've gone along with Gary about that.
"All right!" cried Miss Miller, seeing the boys continuing to make noise. "You can both go right down to Dean Sharpe's office this very minute. And you both are going to stay here after school today! Now I warned you! I'm calling Dean Sharpe and telling him you'll be there in one minute flat!"
"I don't mind seein' the fuckin' Dean," said Gary, as he and his friend were forced to go to his office, "but it's the fuckin' stayin' after school that I hate. I gotta get to practice. Bay, I hate that fuckin' cunt!"
After school, the boys knew that they had no choice but to return to the library. If there was one thing that neither one of them ever looked at, it was a book, and the library was filled with books.
"Well, you see what comes with talking during library period?" Miss Miller asked them as they returned after three o'clock.
"Aw, hell, we weren't talkin'," protested Gary. "C'mon, don't be so mean. I gotta get to practice."
"You'll get to practice when I say so," she said sternly. "Now I want both of you to write a report on the geography of Tibet. You'll find all the information in the encyclopedia."
"Awww shit!" cried Gary. "Where the heck is Tibet?"
"Watch your language!" remarked Miss Miller. "You, Gary, will write an additional composition on, ohhh, let's see. You are going to write about King George the third. And if you don't finish it by five tonight, you'll just come back every day until you do."
"Ohh, fuck!" cried Gary. "I'll never get to practice. Why are you pickin' on me?"
"I'm not picking on you," said Miss Miller.
"You sure are, you dried-up old cunt!" he cried, thinking it was under his breath. But Miss Miller heard that remark.
"Gary Fredericks! You ought to have your mouth washed out with soap! I'm going to have to deal with you differently! Ronnie, you can go. Do that report at home and bring it to me tomorrow. I think Gary acts this way because he is showing off for his friends!"
Ronnie got up. He was relieved to get out of the library, and even though he wanted to be with his friend, there were limits to friendship, and staying after school was outside those limits.
"You really are pickin' on me," complained Gary after his friend had gone. "You hate me!"
"I don't hate you," she said. "I just feel sorry for you."
"Yeah? Well, you ain't got no right to talk. Everyone feels sorry for you."
"Oh? And what for, may I ask?"
"'Cause you ain't married," he said openly.
Miss Miller was taken aback. "Well, if that is true, everyone can save their pity. I'm getting married next month."
"Yeah, I seen you readin' up on how to do it," said Gary sarcastically. "You mean you don't even know? That's funny."
"What are you talking about?" asked the librarian.
"You know. This here book," said Gary as he walked over to her desk and picked up the marriage manual.
"Give that to me!" she cried, trying to pull it out of the boy's hand.
"Nah," he cried, rushing to the other side of the room with it. He knew her weak point. If he played his cards right, he wouldn't hate to write those damned papers after all.
"I said give that to me!" She raced over to him, but he dashed around the library. He opened it to a page that had a picture of a man and a woman making love.
"Hah!" be cried. "You wanna learn from this? See? The guy is on top of her. That's boring. I could teach you more!"
Miss Miller's face was becoming bright red. "I know about you," she said. "You talk a lot, but you don't do much! Now give me that book!"
He grinned at her. "I do more than talk," he said, "and I don't read no books about it. If you wanna really know how to do it, you just ask me. I know, all kinds of groovy ways to do it. Like sittin' on it. You got a picture of that? You ever sit on a guy's dick?"
"Gary Fredericks! How dare you talk like that!" Miss Miller had to sit down. Her mind instantly pictured herself sitting on a guy's cock and it started to turn her on. She began to wish that she had never kept Gary in after school.
The boy knew he had gotten to her. "Yeah, try sittin' on a guy's dong," he told her. "It'll go right up your snatch, and make your pussy all hot and wet."
"Gary," she said weakly. "Don't talk like that."
"Why not? Anyway, you ever eat a guy? Your guy will really dig that, Miss Miller. If he sat on your face, you could use your tongue and lick it all over. You'd like that, too. Sally tells me she loves it."
"Stop it!" she cried. "Stop talking like that!" Miss Miller felt her pussy start to secrete her warm lubricating creams. She couldn't help but put her hands between her legs, and though she tried to hide it behind her desk, Gary's eyes were sharp and he saw what she was doing.
"I ain't gonna stop," he said. "I'm gonna tell you what this dumb book don't say. Your guy, the one you're gonna marry, I bet likes to eat pussy. You ever get your pussy eaten? You'd like that, too. Sally loves it when I eat her pussy. I get her all hot and wet with my finger up her snatch, and then I push my lips to her hairy bush. I slide my tongue up her slit, and then lick and suck it all up."
"Gary, no… please stop… ohhh!" Miss Miller was closing her eyes and picturing a tongue inside her hole. It felt so good. She began to slightly rock back and forth. And it wasn't just any guy's tongue. It wasn't her fiance's tongue. It was Gary's tongue that she could see it inside her vagina, and as she thought about it, and rubbed her crotch, she swayed back and forth, her juices streaming out of her snatch, and she could feel her nipples getting hard and erect.
Gary knew what she was feeling. He was pleased. He had figured right. She had taken a shine to him, and his talking like that was turning her on.
Gary now walked up to her. He wasn't afraid of her snatching the book out of his hand. She was trying to appear upright and casual, but her hands were between her legs, feeling her crotch and trying to stem the flow of cunt juice that was leaking out of her pussy.
The teen was getting a slight erection. His cock had begun to stir the moment he saw that she was touching herself. The front of his pants were starting to bulge and as he approached her, she glanced at his fly, and Gary smiled.
"Sally says that licking a guy's cock really turns her on. She loves to suck it. The bigger the better she says, and I got a really big one. Boy, her tongue really slurps all over my big dick. Lots of girls don't like to suck cock, but Sally knows how great it is to eat a prick. It goes all the way in her mouth, ant she can feel it sliding down her throat. I love it too. My cock gets really hard when I shove it in her face."
It had been so long since Miss Miller had sucked off a guy. It was the one thing that Jimmy Tibbs really dug. As long as they had gone together, she had sucked him off more than he fucked her. And when they broke up, it was because she was sure another girl was able to tongue him better than she was.
"Please… stop… Gary… go… away."
Gary didn't move. His penis was bulging a lot now, and his pants looked as if they would burst. His cock was quite hard, and he began to feel a slight amount of pain as he continued to keep his prick confined in its cloth prison.
Miss Miller looked up at the boy. She saw his bulging crotch.
Her pussy juices were flowing so wildly out of her snatch, that her panties were soaked. Her skirt was getting wet too, and she prayed silently that the boy would go away and leave her alone. She desperately wanted to run into the ladies' room and masturbate. It was the only form of sex that she had had for the last few years. She used her fingers inside her cunt when she wasn't home, and had several dildoes to use up her crack when she was home.
"You'll really dig it, Miss Miller," said Gary as he pressed his body right up against hers. "It's really hard now. It's so hard. I don't get this hard for Sally. You're gonna like it, Miss Miller. Look at it. It's so big and hard, and I bet you like it big and hard."
Gary started to unzip his fly. Her eyes were riveted on his hand. She knew it was too late. She wished she could get up and get out of that room, but now, all she could do was watch the teen take out his cock as she drooled for it.
As his fly came down, his enormous prong shot out of his pants. It was huge, nearly nine inches, and would have done any man proud.
"Look at it, Miss Miller," he said as he pulled his balls out from his pants. "You ever see a cock this big? Sally digs lickin' and suckin' it and feelin' it up her snatch. You're gonna love it even more, 'cause you ain't had much cock lately. I know, but you're gonna have lots of cock now. My cock! You're gonna lick it and suck it and mebbe even feel this piece of meat up your snatch! C'mon, Miss Miller, touch it! Don't be afraid. It ain't gonna bite! Cocks don't bite, they make you feel really good all over, 'specially up your snatch!"
The librarian couldn't take her eyes off the boy's enormous rod. It was not only the longest penis she had ever seen, but the thickest. She wondered if she could even put her hand around it, Gary's reddish mushroom-shaped cock head was throbbing and pulsating up and down as he pointed it in front of her. At the tip, where his piss slit was, a small pearly globe of creamy cock juice was forming. She watched that droplet of jism get larger and larger, and all the time, she pressed her hands hard against her snatch.
Her body continued to rock back and forth. The boy's thick piece of meat was making her dizzy. Without even realizing what she was doing, she reached out with her hand and started to stroke his silky dong.
Gary groaned slightly. Even he hadn't expected such pleasure from the slight touch of her hand, but as she gently caressed his hard piece of meat.
She felt his balls swelling up with come, ready to release their creamy goodness with just a few more strokes of her hand.
"It sure feels good," he sighed. "Ohhhhh! Miss Miller, rub my balls now! Ohhhhhhh!"
She obeyed him as if he was her master now. His furry nuts felt soft and satiny. She squeezed his balls gently. She could feel his hard rock-like sacs of semen inside. She squeezed harder. Gary started to groan, but not with pain. The pleasure was overtaking him too as he pushed his cock against her body, rubbing the long thick shaft up and down her arm.
She was still seated in her chair, and he was standing next to her, but now she leaned back in the chair and drew Gary's pecker towards her.
"Yes," he moaned. "Suck it, Miss Miller. Take my cock in your mouth. Ohhhhhh! That's so good!"
She kissed the tip of his cockhead gently. Her warm and moist lips felt good against his throbbing and burning pole. He wanted to slide his meat all the way into her face, but he somehow instinctively knew that her gentle approach would make his prick even hotter than if he rammed his dong right down her throat immediately.
Her tongue flicked out of her mouth and started to lick his penis cap all over. She sucked off the tiny pearl of jism that had fanned, and as soon as she had done so, another droplet started to appear. She was still holding onto Gary's nuts, squeezing them gently and then firmly, alternating between stroking them and squishing them.
His body was being drawn closer and closer to her. She was now bending over slightly, anxious for a bigger taste of his tool. Her lips parted and she closed them around his entire cockhead.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" moaned Gary. "Ohhhhhhhh! Suck it! Ohhhhhh!" He began to push his pecker into her face. She let his long thick piece of meat slide into her and she licked every inch as it passed by the front of her tongue. Her mouth was slurping and drooling over his enormous shaft, and his balls were beginning to press up against her chin.
The saliva came pouring out of Miss Miller's mouth. Gary's penis was coated entirely with her mouth juice now, and he began to pump his dick back and forth along her oral cavity.
"Suck it hard, Miss Miller!" he chanted. "Suck it! Suck it! Ohhhhhh! Suck it hard!" He started to pump faster and faster. She could feel his spike practically touching her throat. She hungered for it now. This boy's penis brought back memories and she felt her whole body reliving her past.
Miss Miller's pussy was oozing so much of her lubricating creams that her panties were clinging to her. She reached down between her legs again, and started to pull down her skirt.
Gary saw what she was doing and slid his hand underneath her skirt to get at her dripping panties. He could feel her sticky cunt juices against her body and he slid a finger underneath her panties to touch her steamy nest.
Miss Miller started to moan. The last time she had felt a guy's hand touching her snatch was longer than she cared to remember. It had been so long since her pussy was caressed like this. Her own hand couldn't bring her the exquisite pleasure that she got from this teen.
She leaned so far back in the chair that it began to tilt dangerously. Without saying a word, she slid off the chair gently and was now down on the floor, on her knees, still keeping Gary's prong embedded deep within her mouth.
Gary was pumping faster and faster now. His cock was heating up so rapidly, that he knew he was almost ready to come. His body was sweating now, and he reached down to touch Miss Miller's tits.
As he pinched her nipples, sliding his fingers inside her blouse, she began to cry with delight. Her pussy was exploding with hot orgasmic fury as she rammed her fingers harder and deeper up her creaming snatch.
"Suck that cock!" cried Gary, pumping so hard he was afraid that she wouldn't be able to take it all. "Suck it! Ohhhhh! Lick my dong, ohhhhhh! Suck it! Suck it!" He started to go wild, smashing his pecker harder and further into her face. She was taking it all in. Those nine inches of hard meat didn't faze her. She wasn't gagging on his meat.
Miss Miller moaned as she fucked herself continuously. Her face was full of the boy's penis and her pussy was being spiked by her fingers, and her entire body was ready to explode with pleasure.
She touched her knobby clit and massaged it. She knew she was going to have an orgasm. Her cunt felt like a volcano ready to spew out all her steaming cunt lava.
Gary was ready to come. His prick shivered and shook inside her mouth as her tongue sucked and licked his long rod. His balls were quivering with excitement, pressing up hard against her chin, slapping her face wildly, and dancing about in front of her.
"Suck that cock!" he shouted. "Suck it!" Gary pushed and pumped his prong so hard, that he could actually feel his dick sliding deep down her throat. His whole body vibrated as his pecker was ready to gush forth with his hot jizz.
"Eat me!" he screamed. "Suck that cock! Ohhhhhhh! Eat it! Ohhhhhhh! Gonna come! Ohhhhhh! Suck it! Suck it!I'm coming! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!"
Gary went wild as his prick erupted inside Miss Miller's face. The thick bot gobs of creamy jism spurted rapidly out of his whang, and as it gushed down her throat, she swallowed fast.
Her fingers rammed inside her slit. She was starting to climax just about when the boy did, and her body rocked back and forth as she kept on her knees.
The foam poured out of her hole, and dripped down the side of her leg. She continued to slash her pussy with her fingers, driving them in so far that almost her entire hand could fit up her tube.
Much of Gary's jism poured out of her mouth and coated her lips. She felt his come pouring onto his cock and balls, and she licked his coated balls to get that lather back inside her mouth.
Gary held onto her shoulders as his prick spurted. Her tongue caught most of the semen sit shot out of his dong and she fucked it to the back of her mouth where she could swallow it.
"Aaaaiiiiiieeeee!" he cried, the last of his lotion was sucked up by her rapidly moving tongue. "Ohhhhhhh! Christ! Ohhhhh! Suck it!Goddamn it! Suck it!"
She managed to suck out every last drop of jizz from his piss slit. As he started to pull his penis out of her mouth, his cock was sucked dry. Even the foam that had spilled onto his shaft was now licked off by her flicking tongue.
She continued to hold onto his balls, rubbing the drying juice into his balls. His nuts were completely soaked. His cock hairs were coated from tip to root with his sperm.
Gary took several deep breaths as his penis flopped down in front of her face. She smiled at him, licking her lips.
He was too stunned to say anything. He had never expected her to actually suck him off. Wherever she learned that cocksucking technique, she learned it well. Not even Sally could suck his prick like that. No one had eaten his dong as deliciously as the librarian.
Miss Miller looked towards the clock. "It's late," she said. "The school is closing now."
Gary pushed his spent cock and balls back inside his pants. His cock wasn't completely soft and it still caused a bulge to appear when he zipped up his fly.
"Do I gotta do my report?" he asked her, looking mournfully at the set of encyclopedias resting on the shelves.
She thought briefly. "Well, I should make my threats real by not going back on my word," she told him, "but this time, you can get away with it. But any more foul language or insulting remarks will get you suspended. You understand me?"
"Yes, Miss Miller," replied the boy. He was eager to get out of the library. If he hurried, he could still make at least part of his practice session. He was trying out for the football team, and he needed all the training he could get.
Gary started to dash out the door. He didn't know what he would say to the coach, but he would think of something. Just as he was about to leave, she called him back.
"Gary," she said, stopping him in his tracks.
"Yes, Miss Miller?" he was impatient and ready to leave.
"Thank you," she said. She smiled at him and waved him goodbye.
"Sure," he said, feeling manly pride in what he had done. In the next second, he was gone.
Miss Miller adjusted her clothing. She could hardly believe what she had done. She actually let one of her young students slide his dick into her mouth. What had come over her? Miss Miller couldn't quite figure it out, but for the fast time in over fifteen years, she felt free at last. Free from the fear of being hurt again.
As she locked up the library and got her coat, Miss Miller untied her bun and let her long blonde times flow down her back, about a foot below her shoulders. She then removed her glasses.
She stopped by the ladies' room as she left the building. She really wasn't bad looking she told herself. She puffed up her chest and strode out of the building, feeling at last her life was about to begin.



CHAPTER TWO


Doreen Miller had once before been engaged to many. The boy she was seeing was Jimmy Tibbs, and, when Doreen was in high school, she knew the first time she laid eyes on him that he was the one boy in the world for her.
They had met on a school picnic. Doreen wasn't a very popular, not because she was unattractive, but because she was shy, and couldn't always talk to a guy. Many guys had wanted to take her out, but when she had nothing to say to them, they felt that she didn't like them, and so, asked other girls for dates.
But her mother had insisted that she go on this picnic. "You'll meet lots of boys, Doreen. You don't want to be a wallflower all your life, do you?"
She didn't really want to go on the picnic, but it was the only way she could quiet her mother. She took a seat in the back of the bus and stared out the window during the long ride to Valley View State Park.
Her mother had prepared several chicken sandwiches for her, and she was so hungry that she ate all of them, except for a half of one. When she got to the picnic grounds with the rest of her class, she had only that small half a sandwich and a banana to eat.
"Is that all you brought?" asked a boy who was a stranger to her.
"No," she said. "I ate it all." She looked at the boy. His deep blue eyes seemed to be smiling at her.
"Well, you can't live on that," the boy told her. "Here, my mom gave me too much to eat. Look at all this! Four sandwiches and extra hunks of cheese. She must've thought I was going in the army."
"No thanks," said Doreen, who couldn't take her eyes off her handsome new friend.
"How about a Coke?" he said, offering her something from an already opened bottle of soda.
"No, thanks," she said, still staring at his curly sandy-haired locks.
He looked around him and lowered his voice. "There's rum in the Coke," he told her. "I put it in when my dad wasn't looking."
She still shook her head, but he poured out a glass for her anyway. She took it, and tried to smile at him.
"I'm Jimmy Tibbs," he said to her. "What's your name?"
"Doreen Miller," she replied in a half strangled voice.
"I'm new in this school. My folks moved over here from Pineville. Dad got a new job, so we hadda move."
"Oh." She wanted to ask him all sorts of questions about himself, but she couldn't bring herself to do it.
"You're real nice," he said. "I like girls who don't chatter all day long. You know what I really hate? A girl who is always looking at herself in the mirror and talks without stopping. You know, when I first saw you, I knew I'd like you."
She again tried to smile, and this time, her lips moved just a bit. There was something so charming about this boy. He seemed genuinely interested in her. When she didn't have much to say, he didn't walk away from her and go over to another girl.
"Hey, you know what?" he said. She shook her head. "Let's get away from here. I hate crowds. I know this park. I know where we can just sit and talk and look at the lake. It's really pretty around this time of year. C'mon, let's take the food and go. We'll be back in lots of time to get the bus back."
"Okay," she said. "I'd like that."
"Congratulations!" he exclaimed.
"For what?" she asked.
"That's the first time you said more than two words to me all day. Hey, you and I are gonna like each other. I can just tell."
She grinned broadly now. He was just what she had always hoped would happen to her. He was her knight in shining armor, riding to her on a white horse.
"Ain't it pretty?" he said, pointing to the crystal-clear blue lake. A few ducks were lazily swimming around in circles. Apparently many people fed the ducks, because as soon as they saw Doreen and Jimmy, they swam towards them, expecting a handout.
"Wanna feed them?" Jimmy asked.
"Okay," Doreen replied. "I still have half a chicken sandwich."
"I know!" he cried. "I'll treat 'em to rum and Coke! Let's see if they go for it!"
"How you gonna toss it to them?" she asked. "You should soak the bread in it and see if they eat it."
"You know," said Jimmy. "You're pretty smart. I like you. I really like you."
He put his arm around her as they soaked lots of pieces of bread in the alcohol. He was the first boy she ever let touch her like that. Other boys had tried, but she politely and firmly asked them to remove their arm from her shoulder.
Most of the ducks avoided the rum-soaked bread, but one duck was going after it madly. Jimmy and Doreen started to laugh when it looked as if the duck was starting to swim about in circles.
"He's drunk!" they cried, and sure enough, the duck was acting clumsily, like a man who has had more drinks than he should've had and stumbles away from the bar.
Jimmy's hand managed, in their laughter, to press up against Doreen's breasts. She hadn't even realized what he was doing at first, but just noticed a strange and pleasurable feeling overtaking her.
When she looked down at his hand, and realized that he was beginning to unbutton her blouse, her first reaction was to push him away, but something held her back and she let him reach inside her blouse and fondle her breasts.
"You're real nice," he said to her as he gently squeezed her ripening melons. "You feel nice too."
She knew she shouldn't be letting him touch her like that, but it was making her feel so good that she couldn't stop him. Her nipples were starting to swell up and get hard and she found that she was breathing more and more heavily.
"Doesn't that feels good?" he asked her. "I feel good. I feel real good 'cause I'm with you."
His warm smile seemed to penetrate through her. She wished for nothing more than to be enfolded in his arms. Doreen wanted to be held and touched all over, but only by this handsome young man.
He seemed to know exactly what she craved, because the next thing he did was to draw her body close to his. He could feel her tits touching his chest, and her hard nipples produced waves of pleasure as he rubbed up against them.
Jimmy took hold of Doreen's hand and placed it on his thigh. She felt his warm body and as he rubbed her hand on his body, she closed her eyes and let him kiss her.
His lips felt warm and moist and as his tongue slipped into her mouth, she felt the strangest sensations between her legs. It was like an itching feeling, but not quite. She couldn't describe it, except to tell herself it was wonderful.
Now Jimmy gently tugged at her hand until it was at the top of his zipper. She didn't quite know what he was having her do until it was almost done, but he was gently pressing her hand onto his bulging crotch, and she felt something that was hard and soft at the same time without immediately realizing what it was.
As she stroked that piece of cock flesh underneath his pants, her whole body started ta swoon with pleasure. Whatever he wanted to do with her was okay, she told herself. She didn't know exactly what guys did with girl's, but that didn't matter. If it was with this handsome young man, it would be all right.
She felt his stiffening cock for several moments before site realized that it was his penis she was touching. When she suddenly looked at that swelling between big legs, she gasped. "Oh!" she cried, pulling her hand away. Jimmy gently pulled her hand back and this time used her fingers to unzip his fly.
She was unsure what to do, but he was firm with her. She let him use her fingers to take out his swollen meat.
"I'm really hard for you," he sighed. "I really dig you, Doreen. Touch it, and feel how hard it is."
He didn't let her decide whether to touch his cock or not, but he easily forced her fingers to rub up against his purplish cock head. She had never seen an erect penis before. The only cocks in fact that she did see were on statues in museums, and even then, she always tried to avert her eyes.
But now, there was something compelling and exciting about this hard and throbbing member. Jimmy's long fleshy spike was bobbing up and down and it seemed to be waving to her. Touching his tool was making her pussy start to itch even more, and that itch was so good that she continued to rub hard on his pole, making it even stiffer, and Jimmy was getting so hot, that he rapidly began to rub her tits, pinching her nipples as hard as he could as he started to undress her, taking her skirt off completely without any objections.
She was now lying on the grass near the lake clad only in her opened blouse and panties. It was a warm day, and they were alone. The rest of the class was beyond that huge pave of trees, and no one could see them.
The sun beat down on her body as Jimmy began to rub his fingers against her panties. The beginnings of a hairy bush surrounded her delicate pink cunt. And as Jimmy slowly pulled down her panties, he quickly inserted a finger practically up her snatch, rubbing gently and slowly further and further into her vagina.
"Don't that feel good?" he asked, continuing to massage her crack.
"Yes," she moaned almost inaudibly. "Ohhh! Yes, that's so good! Ohhhhh! Jimmy! I love you! Ohhhhhh!"
She would let this boy do anything to her, even something she had never done before. Her mother had taught her about the facts of life, and warned her against "going all the way" with a boy until they were married, but her mother couldn't have known about the pleasure that it would bring. Doreen knew that Jimmy wonted to push his penis between the folds of her cunt, and despite her mother's warning, Doreen wanted it as much as Jimmy did.
Doreen's panties were now completely off her body. Her virginal pussy glistened in the sunlight as Jimmy softly stroked her down there. She was slowly writhing in the grass, feeling the boy's hand again inside her cunt, and she looked at his cock and wanted to feel it up her snatch.
"Fuck me!" she whispered to him, aching for that hard cock between her legs. "Fuck me! Ohhhhh! I want it! Ohhhhh!" Jimmy smiled. It was what he was hoping she'd say. He climbed on top of her body and pressed the tip of his cock up against her cunt mouth.
He moved her legs further apart. Her hole was open and inviting to his cock. He pressed that rounded cap against her crevice and started to push hard into her body.
She felt his long thick tool squeezing into her snatch. As he plunged further and further in, her whole body started to quake with pleasure. It was good, ohhh, so good, and Doreen breathed heavily, knowing that she would love every moment of this day.
As Jimmy's prong pushed deeper up her slit, the pleasure began to turn slightly into pain. She ignored it at first, but then she began to softly beg him to take his cock out.
He did so, but told her that it was natural. "You're a virgin," he said. "It's gonna hurt just a bit." She nodded. It would be worth it, she told herself.
Jimmy pressed his pole against her slit again, and this time rapidly rammed his dong into her crack. She screamed with the pain as he broke through her hymen, but then, his penis slid into her cunt so far and so fast, that the pain disappeared even faster than it came, and she started to gyrate with him as his pecker pumped over and over in and out of her slit.
Doreen reached out and stroked Jimmy's hairy balls. She squished them in her hand, rubbing harder and harder, until Jimmy's cock was driving into her quim so fast she thought she would die of sheer pleasure.
"Fuck me!" she screamed. "Ohhhhhhh! Fuck me! I want it! Fuck me! Ohhhhhhh!"
Her ass was pounding on the ground as the force of his pecker was rocking both their bodies. His nuts slapped hard against her cunt, which was now beginning to ooze with her newly forming pussy juices.
Jimmy's prong was being greased up royally. She was releasing huge quantities of creamy lubricants, and his pole sloshed in and out of her spewing pussy.
Doreen started to squeeze her own tits, cupping them in her hands and offering them up to Jimmy. He bent over her titties, and began to lick them, coating her fleshy globes with his juicy saliva.
As he sucked on her nipples, they became so hard and erect that he felt they would break off in his mouth. He kept flicking his tongue all over them, drawing out their fleshy substance against his lips. He began to kiss and suck her boobs so hard, that she begged him to swallow them up.
His body was consuming hers. His penis was driving wildly deeper into her snatch, and she began to reel with pleasure. Her hot foams were pouring out of her canal so fast, that she felt wet all over between her legs, and she wrapped her arms around Jimmy's body until she felt that his cock was inside her slit as deep it could possibly go.
"Fuck me, Jimmy!" she screamed. "Ohhhhhhh! Fuck me! Fuck me! Ohhhhh! Fuck me hard! Ohhhh! More! Harder! Ohhhh!"
She was going wild. Jimmy was very close to coming, and his balls were dancing against her slit.
Jimmy's face was red. His penis was throbbing insanely. His body was coated with sweat. "I'm gonna come!" he cried, jabbing his prongs hard as he could up her snatch. "Ohhhhhhh! I'm gonna shoot! I'm gonna come!"
He went completely crazy on her body. His tool began to spurt hot gobs of his semen into her vagina, and he started to cry out with screams of pleasure.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!! Aiiiieeeeew! Ohhhhhh! I'm coming! I'm coming! Ohhhhhhh!" The huge thick torrents of jism flooded her newly opened hole. She felt the warm goop slurping all over her pussy walls and dropping further into her body. Still, she held onto him tightly. His love juice made her feel even better than before, and she knew she had done right by letting him fuck her.
His greasy pecker slid back and forth along her channel. It popped out of her cunt, and the last of his jism spurted out onto her fuzzy cunt hairs.
She became sopping wet with the mixture of his semen and her lubricants. She rubbed it into her skin with her fingers, squeezing the tip of his cock to get the last few drops of his sperm against, her body. She smiled warmly at him. She continued to hold his body against hers, as if by doing so, he could never leave her. She would hold onto him as long as she could, and then still try to hold on.
"We gotta get back," said Jimmy as he wiped the sticky fluid off his penis. He put his cock and balls back inside his pants, and helped Doreen get dressed again.
"Do we hafta get back?" she asked, looking at her watch, knowing that it was indeed late.
"Yeah, unless you wanna walk home," he said.
"I will, if you'll walk with me," she said. Jimmy laughed.
"It's too far. C'mon, we'll see each other again, okay?"
"Okay," said Doreen, with the biggest grin of her life. For the first time in her lonely life, she was happy. Jimmy was handsome, strong, sexy, and, best of all, he was hers.



CHAPTER THREE


Now, almost twenty years later, Miss Doreen Miller walked home slowly from school, wondering why her life didn't turn out the way she had hoped that day of the picnic.
She and Jimmy saw each other all the time. They were very much in love, and each time they spent together, they loved each other more and more.
She had more sex in those few years than many people have in a lifetime. She did everything with him. She sucked him off, he ate her out. They fucked in every conceivable position. And best of all, they were engaged to be married.
She could still quote the letter by heart. "My dearest Doreen," it began, "I know I should be with you to tell you in person, but I'm writing this letter because I'm a coward. Maybe knowing that about me will make it easier to accept what I'm going to say, but I've met a girl I really dig." Doreen Miller realized she was speaking the letter out loud as she walked down the street. People were stopping to stare at her. She closed her mind as best she could. She couldn't bear to think about that letter. It was all too horrible. She had torn it up into a thousand bits when she read it, and then, spent the next several hours picking up all the pieces and fitting them back together. She read and re-read that letter for years, still dreaming that he would change his mind and come back to her.
She read in the paper that her own Jimmy Tibbs was marrying some rich snooty debutante. She burned that newspaper, and the letter he sent her. But she knew that letter by heart and from that day on, vowed she would never many.
Every time she saw a young man, she imagined that it was her Jimmy. She took a job in a school, not because she liked being a librarian, but because she could be surrounded by so many teens. Each one reminded her of Jimmy, particularly young Gary. Gay was right when he told his friend Ronnie that Miss Miller was staring at him, especially at his crotch. Looking at Gary brought her back to that day in the park when he first saw her and first fucked her.
Now she was engaged to be married again. Not to a handsome young knight, but to a worker in a shoe factory. Thomas Payson, age thirty-six, one year older than she was. He was handsome and masculine, but not young. He could never thrill her the way Jimmy did. No matter how big his cock was, it could never feel the same inside her cunt.
But Doreen Miller had never been fucked by Thomas. She had dated him and accepted his offer of marriage, only because she hated, the social pressures brought on unmarried women in this small town of Oakville. Every time she walked down the street, people whispered about her. At least getting married would shut their mouths.
She wasn't uptight about having sex with Thomas. On the contrary. She wanted to be fucked, but Thomas was the reluctant one.
"Oh, Thomas," she exclaimed, when he asked her to marry him. "Yes! Ohh, yes!" She put her arms around him and started to kiss him. He responded for a moment and then pushed her aside.
There was nothing stirring between his legs, as she felt when she put her hand on his crotch. He became almost violent. "Don't touch me there!" he shouted at her. "You know we shouldn't do things like that until we're married."
Doreen was stunned, but said nothing. He was the only man to ask her to many, and she couldn't do anything that would make him change his mind. Perhaps he had a stricter upbringing. Maybe he was religious. Whatever the reason, she knew she would have to wait until they were married before she could feel his thick cock inside her pussy.
Now, after the episode with Gary at school, she felt hornier than she had been in a long time. She had been looking at that marriage manual, not so much for herself, but in case Thomas wanted to study it. But looking at the pictures really turned her on, and when Gary was alone with her in the library, she lost her head when he started coming on to her.
Now she had sucked him off and had to finger-fuck herself to make herself come. It was the first real sexual contact she had with another person since Jimmy. It felt so good. All these years of pent-up sexual activity had made her pussy overflow like mad. But now, she wanted a cock inside her slit. She had to have it. She had to be fucked or she would go crazy.
Doreen called her fiance Thomas again. She wanted to speak to him. It was important.
He agreed to see her, and she put on her tightest dress, the one that showed the most cleavage. Then she dabbed herself with some very expensive perfume. She would have to get Thomas to fuck her. If she didn't have a cock up her slit she would go mad.
"Something wrong?" he asked her, wondering why she insisted on seeing him. "You're all dolled up. What for?"
"Just to see you," she said, sitting down on his soft and trying to look sexy. "Could I have a cigarette?" she asked him. He handed one to her. He sat down next to her. She leaned over him as far as she could without seeming too obvious and asked him to light it for her. He would have to look down and see her breasts. That would have to turn him on.
He did notice her large fleshy globes, but other than stare at them, he didn't react at all. She pressed her shoulder against his. There was no response. "You feelin' okay?" he asked her.
"Sure, Tom," she said. "You know, it's been so long since we've talked."
"Whaddaya wanna talk about?" he asked.
"Oh, things. Us. Are you really going to be happy with me?"
"Sure, doll," he said. "You know I am."
"I'm glad," she replied. "Ohh, it feels so good to be with you, Tom," she exclaimed. "Hold me, Tom. Make me feel loved." She put her own arms around him without giving him a chance to reply. He let her hug him, though he wasn't very passionate in return.
His aloofness only made her crave his body even more. She pressed her breasts against his chest. He couldn't resist this, not if he was normal.
She sensed the slightest of stirrings within his pants as she rubbed her tits against him. This was getting to him, she thought. She took hold of his hands and made him rub her tits.
"Ohhh, that's so good, Tom," she said. "Ohhh! Do it harder, Tom. Harder!"
He rubbed her slightly. "What's gotten into you," he asked. "You're really strange tonight."
"Strange?"
"Yeah, pawin' all over me like this. Somethin' turn you on today? I mean, what gives with this touchin' stuff?"
"Don't you want to touch me, Tom? I mean, we're going to be married soon."
"Well, when we're married, I'm gonna touch you, but it ain't right now. Y'know what I mean?"
"Oh, Tom, that's so old-fashioned," she said. "Nobody really believes that now."
"I do," he said. "C'mon, what you need is a drink. I'll fix you your usual."
"No, Tom," she said. "No more grasshoppers. Fix me a double martini, extra dry."
"Okay," he said. "You'll get drunk."
"Please, Tom. I need a drink now. A real drink." Tom fixed her the martini and poured himself a large glass of scotch, neat, no ice. After about fifteen minutes, Tom got up.
"I think you better go before you get really drunk," he told her. "C'mon, I'll drive you back."
"I can walk," she said, disappointed that her attempt at lust led nowhere.
"You'll fall. I'll drive you." He led her to his car. As he drove along, she tried to put her hand on his crotch, but he brushed her away. It upset her. She craved sex. She was no kid. She could do it without it being wrong, and certainly Tom could. What was he afraid of?
"See you Saturday," he said to her. She waved goodbye as he drove off. She was now slightly tipsy, and even more horny than ever. What she needed, she told herself was another drink.
Doreen waited until Tom was safely out of sight. Instead of entering her house, she walked down the road to Mike's Pub, the local watering hole.
She knew she would cause a stir entering the bar alone. Her reputation in town had spread quite far. The spinster librarian, that's what she was called.
"Martini," she called out at the bar. She was served the drink, and as she sat on the stool, several patrons eyed her lustily. She paid them no mind. She wasn't interested in them. But something did catch her eye at the pinball machine.
Doreen walked over to the game. A couple of guys were hitting the contraption, trying to increase their score.
"Are you supposed to do that?" she asked one of the boys who was hitting the machine hardest.
"Yeah, it's okay," he replied. "It's allowed. I'm winning too. Wow!"
"I'd like to play when you're through," said Doreen. The game soon ended.
"See ya, Bill," said the guy who was standing by the machine.
"Yeah, I gotta get home. Take care, Ed."
"Now what do I do?" asked Doreen, who by now was really feeling the effects of the alcohol.
"Here, I'll show ya," said the boy. He put the coin in the machine and started to play. He scored several thousand points on his first turn, and now Doreen was up. She tried to score points, but she fell far behind on the first turn.
"I gotta show you how to do it," said the boy. When it was her turn again, he guided her hands to make sure the little metal ball bounced around the machine without falling into the hole that would end the play. The moment that he touched her hands, she felt her whole body tingling with pleasure.
"Like this?" she asked, standing in front of the machine.
"Yeah, kinda," he replied. She was standing right in front of him so he could monitor her movements. She felt his body practically touching hers, and it pleased her. She deliberately stepped backwards slightly so that she was now actually rubbing directly against him.
He felt the warmth of her body and he made no move to pull away from her. She was wearing a really lovely perfume, he thought, and the closer she got to him, the more he got turned on.
She thought, but wasn't sure, that she could feel a slight movement within his fly. Her ass was pressed up against his crotch, and she detected a throbbing against her buttocks. She pushed backwards with her ass, and now she was sure. The boy was getting a hard-on, and it pleased her. She felt her pussy juices starting to flow out of her cunt, and she pushed backwards even harder, wishing that his cock could slowly slide into her hungry cunt mouth.
"Excuse me," said the guy. "I gotta go to the john." She nodded and turned around, smiling. She looked down at the boy's crotch. He tried to bide from her, but she was quicker than he was. She noticed a distinct bulge protruding in the front of his pants, and she longed to inch out and touch the boy's dick.
The boy entered the lounge area. Doreen also had to pee, and she went into the ladies' room. The two johns had a mutual wall and as she sat on the pot, she thought she heard a strange sound. She got up off the pot, and pressed her ear to the wall.
The sounds she heard were very distinct now. It was obvious that the boy had been turned on by her, because she knew that he was rubbing his cock. He was breathing heavily, and the idea that he was jerking off because of her thrilled her.
She tapped lightly on the wall. The sounds stopped. Then they resumed. She tapped again. Again, the boy stopped beating off. "Hey!" she said in a stage whisper. "Hey! Need help with that?"
There was a long silence. Then the sound of the boy masturbating started again. Doreen left the ladies' room and peered around. There was no one around. No one could see her. She tiptoed into the men's room and saw a pair of feet at the bottom of one of the stalls.
She tapped on it. "Are you okay?" she asked.
"Yeah," was the reply. The latch on the door to the stall was moved, dud Doreen quickly pulled it open. She was right. The boy was standing over the toilet seat with his huge erection in his hand.
Doreen said not a word. The boy knew why she had come into the john, and he turned towards her. She grasped hold of his thick spear and started to rub it up and down.
It was quite hot. He had began beating it off for some time now, and she stroked it gently, rubbing and squeezing his balls until he was gasping for breath.
"I know something better," she said. He looked puzzled. Doreen loosened her gown. She was still in the fancy dress she had worn to see Tom, and had a bit of difficulty getting out of it.
"What are you doing?" he asked her. He was confused.
"This is gonna make it feel better," she said, finally removing her dress and pulling the boy's cock towards her until the tip of it was pressing up against her panties.
"What're you gonna do?" he asked again.
"You'll see," she replied. She pulled her panties down and nabbed his dickhead against her steamy cunt. "I want you to fuck me," she said. "Do you want to fuck me?"
"I dunno," he said. "I ain't never done it before." Doreen smiled. At least he was honest. Most guys would lie and try to make her think they were expert lovers.
"I'll show you," she said. "Does your cock feel good now?" she asked him.
"Yeah," he replied. "It feels real good."
"Well, I'm gonna pull it into my pussy like this," she said. "Don't worry, it's not gonna hurt. Now just relax and let it go all the way in." The boy was trembling, but not with fear. He was so excited that he had to exert enormous control so he wouldn't shoot his entire load up her snatch before he got really inside.
"You like that now?" she asked him. He nodded. "Good," she said. "Just slide your dick all the way in like this. There, ohhhhh! That does feel good!"
The boy's young penis was plunged halfway up her snatch. She was holding onto his tool and pulling and tugging at it until his entire prick was up her slit to the hilt. His balls dangled down, resting against her cunt.
"Now pull it out a bit and then push it back in," she told him. "Do it nice and easy, and it's gonna feel real good." As the boy pumped his penis in and out of her slit, she grabbed hold of his furry nuts and rubbed them.
The juices from her pussy were slopping out of her cunt, and she coated his balls with her honey. His spear sloshed about back and forth rubbing against her cunt walls. He groaned louder and louder as he fucked her, and Doreen took hold of his hand and made him touch her tits.
"Rub my tits," she told him. "Feel how hard my nipples are. Ohhhhh, that's so good! Ohhhhhhh!"
The boy bent over and started to lick her breasts. He had never sucked such ripe melons before, and his tongue slobbered all over one tit, coating it thoroughly with his saliva, and biting gently on her tender nipple. He then moved to the other tit, and performed the same series on that one.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" she panted. "Ohhhhhh! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh! Ohhhhhh! Fuck me!"
His dong slammed harder and harder up her snatch. She was pinned against the partition between stalls as he jabbed his dick faster and faster along her tube.
"Fuck me!" she moaned. "Ohhhhhhhhh!" Doreen was reeling backwards, pressing him against the wall. Though he had never fucked a girl before, he sure caught on quick, and he held onto her body as he thrust his meat all the way up her hot snatch.
"More!" she cried. "Harder! Fuck me! Ohhhhhh! Really fuck me! Ohhhhhh!" She could feel his penis rubbing against her knobby clit. Her knees were weak and as the pleasure overtook her, she slowly sank downwards, with his pecker up her slit, until they were both almost on the cold hard tile floor.
His prong still rammed her harder and harder. He was mounted on her body, thrusting his tool all the way up her pit and his balls were banging harder and faster against her luscious box.
He started to pinch her tits really hard. They were all red, but she loved it. It was as if his youthful inexperience was being more than made up for by his wild passion, and Doreen loved every moment of the really hard fuck she was getting.
Her ass was now hitting the floor hard. She didn't mind the pain. She didn't care that he was digging his nails into her tits. She loved the idea that he was fucking her.
His breathing came faster and louder now. It was almost as if he were gasping for breath. His cock was so hot and purple that she knew he was about to come.
"Fuck me!" she screamed. "Harder! Do it harder! Really fuck me! Ohhhhhhh! Shove it in!Harder! Ohhhhhhh! Arrrrgggghh!"
The boy went wild. His prick exploded inside her slit, and she could feel the hot waves of thick jism spouting along her sloshy cunt tube. "I'm coming!" he gasped as his prick erupted up her snatch. "I'm coming! Ohhhhhhh! Aiiieeeeeee! Ohhhhhhhhh!"
Doreen felt the warm cream dripping out of her pussy even as the boy's dong was spurting more juice up her hole. She put her hands on his pulsating prick and felt it sliding along her fingers, coating them with his jism.
His balls were soaked with his come. He had shot so much lotion that her vagina couldn't contain even half of what he spurted, and the floor underneath her body was being flooded by a small puddle of his hot milk.
The boy slowly started to pull his pecker out of her canal. He seemed embarrassed now that his pleasure was over. "I gotta get home," he told her, wiping his dick with the roll of toilet paper. He made a great effort to get all the sperm off his penis before it dried.
"Take a shower when you get home," Doreen suggested.
The teen put his cleansed cock and balls back inside his fly. "Well, thanks," he said, feeling a little better. "I gotta go now." He dashed out of the john, leaving Doreen still lying on the floor. She rubbed her vagina. It felt warm and moist. His sticky sperm we still oozing and dripping all over her pussy hairs. She started to slide her fingers into her snatch, trying to pretend that the boy was still with her. Her fingers drove into her hole faster and faster, aching to fuck herself.
Doreen rubbed her tits. The boy had made them red and sore, but she liked it. A little rough play made her feel good, and the boy didn't hurt her too much.
As she was masturbating, a guy entered the john to take a leak. She froze. What was she doing in the men's room? She panicked, until she realized that the door to the stall was shut. She quickly got up off the floor and sat on the pot, hoping that her dress couldn't be seen.
She could see the man's legs through the bottom of the stall. He was standing at the urinal, pissing. If only she could see his long cock! She dreamed of what his prick might look like as she rubbed her pussy harder and harder.
Her juices continued to flow out of her snatch, and she started to sigh and moan as she banged herself. Her body was writhing and twisting on the toilet seat. She fucked herself harder and faster, ready to bring herself to another climax right away.
The boy's jism was still warm slid sticky, though it was drying rapidly. She rubbed it into her pussy hairs, making her whole crotch smell like a men's locker room. Her seeping honey dripped, onto her body, and she was breathing heavily, sighing loudly, as she fucked herself harder and harder.
The guy was apparently zipping up his pants and he turned to leave. She saw the guy returning to the john and his feet paused for a moment. He stood there motionless and then turned away rapidly and walked out of the john. "Fucking queer!" the guy murmured. Doreen knew that the guy didn't know she was a woman. He had thought she was a guy beating off in the john. That was a relief. She continued to slide her fingers up her snatch until her clit was being driven wild. Her whole body was shaking. Her pussy juices poured thick and fast out of her hole. She was panting and gasping for breath. "Fuck me!" she moaned to herself. "Fuck me! Ohhhhh! Jimmy, fuck me!"
As she climaxed, she nearly blacked out. Her juices spilled out of her pussy, sending her body into waves of sheer ecstasy. But it was the first time that she had called out for Jimmy in many years. She had never gotten completely over him or his young hard thick cock. She pulled her hand out of her cunt and slowly got dressed. She needed young cock more than ever now. She knew that her long dry spoil we finally over. She would search for young cock to free her from the memory of her past.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Hello, Miss Miller," said Gary, with a big broad smile. He was in library study hall again, and this time his manner was no longer sullen or arrogant.
"Hello, Gary," she said, smiling at him in return. "You let your hair down," he commented. "Yes," she said. "Do you like it this way?" She ran her fingers through her hair. He nodded.
"Yeah," he said. "Now I mean it. I think you're cute." She blushed. He had said that previously to insult her, but now it was a compliment and she was pleased.
Gary kept looking at her all during the study hall period instead of studying. It was making her slightly uncomfortable, but she enjoyed the attention just the same.
His friend Ronnie just walked in and walked up to her. "I got the paper, Miss Miller," he said, handing her a composition.
"Thank you," she said, taking it Ronnie walked to a seat near his friend Gary.
"Hey!" said Ronnie. "You gotta stay in today too?"
Gary hesitated. "Yes," he said. He knew that Miss Miller was no longer requiring him to stay after school and copy out material from the encyclopedia, but he now wanted to stay.
"What about practice?" asked Ronnie. "What'd the coach say?"
"Oh, fuck practice," said Gary, keeping an eye on the librarian. "I gotta do another report. Don't bug me."
"Well, I'll stay with you," said Ronnie. "It wasn't fair that she let me go and kept you."
"That's okay," said Gary. "I don't care."
"Nah, I'll stay. You finish that report?"
"What report?"
"The one she made you write, dummy. On King Whosis."
"Oh, that one. Yeah… I mean no. That's why I gotta stay. I can't work with you around. Okay? So you go."
Ronnie shrugged. He thought he was doing his friend a favor by sticking by him. Well, he wouldn't stay after school if that's what his friend wanted.
Gary stayed late every night that week, and every night, Miss Doreen Miller would lock the door to the library and entertain herself and Gary with her body. He went wild with her each time, sliding his pick into her mouth and finally, fucking her.
"Hey," said Ronnie towards the end of the week. "You still gotta stay late after school?"
"Yeah," said Gary. "I write slow…"
"Somethin's funny," said Ronnie. "You carryin' on with that old cunt?"
"Don't talk like that about Miss Miller," said Gary angrily. "She ain't no dried-up old cunt."
Ronnie started to laugh. "Boy, that's a switch. Callin' her that is what kept you here in the first place. Boy, you're gettin' sweet on old Miss Miller. Wait'll Sally hears about this!"
"Hey!" shouted Gary. "You leave Sally outta this!"
"Okay, okay," said Ronnie. "But I got the feelin' that you kinda like stayin' late."
"So?"
"So I'm right, eh? You two makin' out or somethin'?"
Gary looked intently at his friend. "Can you keep your trap shut about somethin'?" he asked.
"Yeah sure," replied Ronnie.
"Well, me and Miss Miller is gettin' it on together. You know what I mean," he said, winking an eye.
"You're fulla shit!" cried Ronnie. "Don't give me none of that jive. Miss Miller hates your guts."
"No she don't?" said Gary. "And it ain't my guts she likes." Gary patted his crotch. His friend still refused to believe him. "You don't think I really dig stayin' in after school and missin' all that football practice?"
"I dunno now what you dig."
"Yeah, well, what Miss Miller and I do is better'n football. And it's better'n handball, if you gets my meanin."
Ronnie was confused. It couldn't be possible for his friend to be fucking the librarian. Not because Gary wasn't capable of screwing someone, but because Ronnie was sure that Miss Miller wouldn't ever let anyone fuck her, especially not a student like Gary.
"I still don't believe you," said Ronnie. "You're lyin."
"Don't you go 'round callin' me a liar, you fuckin' jerk! If you don't believe me, you come 'round to the library this afternoon. You keep real quiet, and you'll see for yourself. I'm really hot today, and she's gonna low it when I shove it in this time. You just keep real quiet, okay?"
"Uh, sure, Gary. How will I watch? Don't she lock the doors or somethin'?"
"Yeah, but I'll unlock it. You just don't make no noise."
Ronnie went along with his friend's plan. He was beginning to believe that Gary was telling, the truth, and the idea that Gary was actually fucking Miss Miller turned him, on. Ronnie had fucked a girl only once, and that time, in the back seat of a car, he had performed badly. His prick had barely gotten up the girl's pussy when he shot, and both he and the girl were very frustrated.
Gary entered the school library shortly before three. Miss Miller was talking to a group of teachers.
The boy took a seat in the corner. He waited for that crowd of people to leave, but they stayed on quite long. He noticed Ronnie lurking about the hallway. It was obvious now that his friend didn't believe him. Gary was getting really upset.
The teachers finally began to filter out of the library. Miss Miller nodded to Gary, but it was clear that she didn't want to get too close to him. He might do something, like reach out and touch her tits in front of all those people.
As the last people were leaving, Miss Miller casually stepped over to Gary and whispered to him. "I'm sorry," she said. "It was just one of those conferences. Come back tomorrow."
"Aw, hell," said Gary, disappointed. "I really wanted to see you today."
"I know. Me too. But it's late." The real reason Gary wanted to be with Miss Miller was so that his friend could watch. Ronnie wouldn't come back tomorrow.
The last person was out of the room. Gary looked around and walked over to Miss Miller, who was gathering her belongings together.
"I said tomorrow, Gary," said the librarian sternly. "Please. It's quite late."
"I know," replied Gary sadly. "I waited all this time."
"Tomorrow. I'll make sure well be alone for hours."
"I was kinda lookin' forward to today. I'm really hot today, really hot Miss Miller."
Without listening to her reply, Gary started to rest his arm on her shoulder. She made a feeble attempt to brush him off. It was very late, and not only did she need to get out so she could pick up her dinner before the market closed, but the school was almost ready to close for the day.
Her resolve was weakening. The one thing she couldn't resist was when Gary would touch her breasts. He knew that, and was taking advantage of her. His fingers nimbly slid inside her blouse and gently pressed against her slightly pointy nipples.
"Please don't," she said breathily. "Ohh, Gary, don't do that. It's too late. Tomorrow."
"No, now," he said, still hoping that Ronnie was outside looking in. "I'm hot and I hate bein' hot and stoppin'."
It a true. His cock was beginning to get hard inside his pants, and as he forced his hand on her breasts, she glanced down between his legs and saw a slight string underneath his fly.
Miss Miller now couldn't get up from her desk.
She knew it would be a grave mistake to let Gary continue to touch her, but she couldn't help it. She could feel the juices beginning to trickle out of her slit.
"You want it, dontcha?" he said. "I know you want it, 'cause I can feel your pulse racin'. I want it too, so let's do it."
"No," she whispered. "No. No." It was a useless protest. Despite what she said, Gary continued to rub her tits, making her nipples all hard and erect. He pinched them and she went wild, swooning against his body, hugging his legs to her breasts.
He pushed his knee against her tits. He rubbed her with his thighs, and then gradually pulled her off her chair and sank down with her to the floor.
Miss Miller bit her lip. She knew it was too late for her to stop him. She wanted him as much as he wanted her now, and as he began to mount her, she could feel his throbbing cock pressing through his pants and her skirt to warm the insides of her pussy.
Her juices were streaming out of her cunt now. She could feel her panties getting all hot and wet, and she automatically started to rub herself between her legs. The aroma of hot cunt juices was filling the air, and Gary straddled her and let her watch him start to unzip his fly.
"It's really hard for you, baby," he said as he pulled down the metal zipper. "You're gonna see just how big and hard it is." She watched intently as the boy reached into his open fly, and took out his huge, pulsating meat. It seemed even larger than before, and his balls were rounder, more swollen than ever.
"It's… it's… so big," she gasped. "Ohhhhhhh! Gary, I want it! Please! Ohhhhhhh!"
Gary smiled. He knew she would feel like this. He just had to get her all warmed up. He stroked his long tool in front of her, not letting her reach up with her head to lick it. He was teasing her with his pole, taunting her with it. He rubbed and massaged his penis, driving her more and more desperate for a taste of his cock meat.
"I want it!" she moaned. "Ohhhhhh! I want it! Gary, please! Please let me lick it!"
He shook his head. He knew that the more he rubbed his hard prong, the juicier she would get up her snatch. He wanted to slide up her pussy as if it was better. The hotter she got, the easier it would be to ram his dong all the way up her long hot canal.
"Let me suck it!" she panted. "Please let me suck it! Ohhh! It's so big and thick, Gary! I want it! I want to suck your cock! Ohhhhh! Please! Please!"
He shook his head. He was on top of her, sitting across her stomach, pretending to offer her his prick and balls, and then pulling away from her lips as her tongue darted out of her mouth to get a taste of his masculinity.
She could see a small pearly droplet of jism forming at the boy's pin slit. Her mouth began to water. She ached to taste his sweet cream. All she could think about was sucking off this young arid handsome youth.
Gary's fuzzy balls flopped round as he stroked his spear. He used his other hand now to cup his balls and squeeze them together, again pretending to otter his nuts up to her lips, and then backing away as soon as her tongue was just upon them.
"Why are you torturing me?" she moaned. "Please let me eat them. I want your cock! I want your balls! Ohhhhhh! Don't do this to me! Ohhhhhh!"
Her panties were sopping wet now. She couldn't control the wild flow of hot honey pouring out of her slit, and she rocked gently back and forth to attempt to relieve die itching she felt up her snatch.
Gary now rested his hands on her tits, and started to rub them really hard. Her breasts were swollen. Her nipples were so hard, that they seemed to be breaking off each time he touched them.
She started to shake with frustration. He wasn't letting her touch his prick and balls. He wasn't fucking her. She was going mad with wanting his cock. She thought she would die if she couldn't feel his hard-on somewhere in her body.
Just when she thought that he was punishing her for some imagined wrong, he slid down her body and started to rub his fingers inside the elastic band of her skin. Her body heaved upwards so he would be touching her even harder, and he slipped his fingers inside her skirt and was rubbing the tops of her panties, feeling how hot and wet she was all over her cunt hairs.
"Now do it!" she moaned. "DO it! Ohhhhhh! Fuck me, Gary! Fuck me! Ohhhhhh! I want it! I want to be fucked! Ohhhhhh!" She was screaming quite loud now. Gary looked over his shoulder and felt a great sense of satisfaction. Her cries had riveted the attention of his friend Ronnie, who had quietly slipped into the room.
Since Miss Miller was sure that she would be going right home after her meeting, she had neglected to lock the door, and anyone could walk in. Only Ronnie did, however, and he was staring hard at the incredible sight on the floor in front of the librarian's desk. His own cock was beginning to get hard, and he wished that he could take Gary's place.
Ronnie stood motionless. He was afraid that if he moved closer to the action, he would be seen by her, and she would immediately stop. Ronnie wanted to watch her getting fucked. He loved to see other guys fucking their girls, and watch closely as their pussies got all plugged up with hard cock meat and creamy juice.
Gary unsnapped Miss Miller's skirt. He slid it down around her legs, and then went to work on her panties. They were so wet with her cunt honey that they clung to her pussy, but he pulled hard on them and they too were pulled down around her legs. Her exposed cunt looked so tempting as her juices reflected the light, that Gary's penis started to throb even more wildly.
"Now fuck me!" she screamed. "Fuck me, Gary! Shove it in! I want it! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
She twisted and writhed on the floor, trying to grab at his cock and balls to force it up her snatch. She moved her legs back and forth, aching to feel something hard shaved in. She was moaning louder and louder as Gary slowly approached her pussy with his pulsating organ.
The tip of his cock was tickling her pussy hairs. Her juices were flowing out of her hole so fast that he thought she must already be achieving orgasm. Her knobby clit was visible as she spread her legs and opened up her hole really wide.
Her pussy glistened in the light. She was red and bruised. Her cunt lips seemed to tremble as Gary's rounded cock head gently touched them. He was maddeningly slow about it, but wanted to extract every ounce of pleasure from her body this time for the benefit of his friend.
His balls dangled inches away from her pussy. Again she tried to reach out and grab his nuts, but he backed away. She was panting heavily, gasping for breath each time he seems to be finally starting to fuck her, and then pull away.
"Do it!" she screamed. "Fuck me! I want it so bad! Fuck me! Ohhhhhhh! Please! Please! Please! Please! Please!"
Her cries were becoming pathetic. She twisted her legs back and forth, then finally in desperation began to ram her fingers inside her crack, needing to feel something hard pressing against her cunt while Gary looked at her as she began to fuck herself.
"Don't do that!" he yelled. "I'm gonna fuck you."
"Then do it!" she begged. "Please! You must fuck me!" He knew how to make her hot, all right. She would be begging for him to fuck her all the time now.
The tip of his cockhead gently pressed against her pussy lips once again. This time, he didn't pull away as she lifted her body up to attempt to absorb his meat. He let her feel his pecker slowly sliding up her tube, pressing hard against her vaginal walls.
Ronnie was so hot and hard that he couldn't contain his cock inside his pants anymore. His penis hurt as it throbbed, pressing against the fabric of his pants. He slowly started to unzip his fly, anxious to take out his meat and rub it really hard.
Though Ronnie had only come to watch, he desperately wished he could be part of the action. His friend would kill him, however, if he attempted to muscle in on her body, and he knew he would have to content himself with jerking off as he watched his best friend fucking that luscious cunt.
Ronnie pulled out his prick and started to masturbate. He was rubbing very hard, very quickly. He didn't care to linger and savor the pleasures of beating off. He wanted to rub his cock as hard as he could, and quickly shoot out all his hot jism. He had never before been so eager to come right away.
He grabbed hold of his balls with one hand, and frantically massaged his spike with the other. His body rocked back and forth as he jerked off, sighing to himself, aching to feel the release that only spurting come could bring.
The sound of his cries got louder and louder. He couldn't help it. He knew that Gary had told him to keep quiet, but Gary hadn't said how much of a turn-on Miss Miller's getting fucked would be.
Ronnie couldn't help himself. He started to moan louder and louder, crying out just moments before he was about to shoot.
"Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh!" he groaned. His prick was being rapidly stroked. His cockhead was already dripping with the beginnings of a huge and thickly lubricated orgasm.
Gary turned sharply. He saw his friend jerking off. His first reaction was anger, but he relaxed, and realized that Ronnie couldn't help himself.
"Don't stop!" cried Miss Miller. "Keep pushing it in! Ohhh! I want it! Ohhhhh! Fuck me! Please!" Gary looked back at his friend again in doing so, his pecker slipped out of her hole again. She was so desperate, she was almost on the verge of tears. Seeing his prick outside of her hole again, she made a frantic attempt to pull his body towards her face so that at least she could taste his meat in her mouth. If he wouldn't fuck her, she would suck him off.
"Let me eat it!" she cried. "Ohhhh! Please! I want cock! I must have cock! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhhh!"
An idea occurred to Gary. He quietly signaled his friend. Ronnie looked up and saw Gary's beckoning finger. He wasn't sure what was going on. Ronnie was just about to come, but took his hands off his penis to figure it out.
It was now obvious that Gary wanted his friend to join in the action. Ronnie walked over to them, his throbbing prick hanging straight out of his fly, and looked quizzically at his friend.
Gary pointed to her mouth. Miss Miller was licking her lips, eager for a taste of cock meat. Her saliva was drooling and dribbling out of her mouth, and Ronnie quickly started to position his body so that his prong was just above her lips.
Now Gary moved his cock back to her pussy. She spread her leg for his dick, and he began to slowly shove his pecker up her snatch once again. This time he wasn't going to pull it out. He was really hot himself, and wanted to really cream her. His balls were swollen with all that hot jism he was going to spurt up her crack.
Suddenly, Miss Miller saw the other boy with his hard cock dangling over her head. She was too eager for what she saw to be startled by it. She didn't even recognize who the boy was, as all she could look at was that long thick hard prick and temptingly round hairy balls.
Ronnie pressed the tip of his dong against her lips. Her tongue darted quickly out of her mouth and she eagerly licked off the few droplets of hot semen that were forming at his piss slit.
As Ronnie pushed his pecker through her lips to enter her mouth, Gary's penis was slipping deeper and deeper into her well of passion. Her cunt was spreading wider than ever before as his dark pressed further and further up her snatch.
She was moaning loudly now. Her mouth was stuffed with cock and she couldn't cry out, but she was desperate for as much hard meat as she could get. Her body swayed from side to side as her face was being fucked by one hard dick and her pussy being rammed by Gary's throbbing rod.
Ronnie was moaning over and over as his warm penis was being further heated up by her wet hot mouth. Her tongue licked every inch of his pole as he plunged it down her throat, and it would be just a matter of seconds before he shot his load into her body.
"Suck it!" he sighed loudly. "Suck that cock! Ohhhh! I'm hot, baby! Suck it! Suck it!" He pumped his dick faster and faster into her oral cavity. He could feel the back of her throat against the tip of his dong, and his balls were pressing hard against her saliva-coated lips.
Her mouth juices spilled onto his furry nuts. She could feel his hard come-sacs within his silky fleshy balls rubbing her chin, and her pussy juices squeezed out of her slit even faster as she was being fucked not only in her snatch but also in her face. Her body was being assaulted on two sides, and she could barely breathe for the pleasure it brought.
"Suck that cock!" screamed Ronnie, who was so close to coming he had to close his eyes and think of anything but getting a blow-job so he wouldn't shoot right away. "Ohhhhhhh!" His prong pumped her head faster and faster. His whole body was on fire.
Ronnie's shaft trembled as he was ready to shoot. He twisted his meat in her face, and his balls started to bang hard against her lips. "Suck it! Ohhhhh! Suck it! Ohhhhhiiii! Suck that cock! Ohhhhh! I'M gonna come! Ohhhhhhh! Eat it! Suck it! Aaaaiihieee! I'm coming!Ohhhhh!! Coming! Aaaarrrrggggghhhhh!"
His prong was jabbed into her throat so deeply that as his thick hot sperm jetted into her body, it cleared her mouth entirely and poured right down into her belly.
Ronnie trembled wildly as he came. His balls seemed to be dancing frantically against her chin, and Miss Miller quickly clasped her hands around his balls, squeezing them really tight, to make sure that every last drop of hot cream entered her body and didn't spill over her, face.
She swallowed hard and rapidly. There was so much jism spurting into her, that she wondered if she was going to drown in semen. Ronnie's dick seemed to have a never-ending supply of lather.
The boy quickly pulled his dick out of her mouth as his cock was quite sensitive when he climaxed. He rubbed his meat against her lips as he pulled out of her face, and the last few droplets of jism fell against her lips. She flicked her tongue out and licked off whatever was still pouring from his cock.
Gary saw his friend getting sucked off and his balls were rapidly pounding against Miss Miller's pussy lips as he plunged his organ into her quim as if it was a pile-driver, sinking a hard pole down to new depths in the ground. His meat was burning. His whole body was covered with sweat. He started to pant and gasp for breath as her sloshy cunt squeezed his dick harder than ever before.
Her body was partially filled up with Ronnie's come that she had swallowed, but now she wanted more. She was secreting even more hot honey from her pussy as her face had been fucked. She grabbed hold of Gary's ass and squeezed his buttocks, drawing his whole body to press tightly against hers, making his dick descend deeper into her snatch. "Fuck me! Ohhhhhh! Fuck me! Ohhhhhh! Fuck me hard! I want cock! Fuck me!! Fuck me!"
Gary smashed his prong up her slit faster and faster. He was ripping his nails into her tits, nearly breaking off her rigid brown nipples. He was close to coming, and he cried out, feeling the rising of his jizz through his long tubular cock.
"Aiiiiiiiieeeee! Ohhhhhh! I'm gonna shoot! Ohhhh! I'm gonna come! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhhh!"
Miss Miller screamed as her clit trembled and vibrated with hot lust. Her honey poured out of her slit so rapidly that a small puddle was forming on the floor by her ass. Her bush was soaking wet as she bounced up and down in rhythm with Gary's erupting cock meat.
"Shoot!" she cried. "Come! I wanna feel it inside me! Fuck me! Ohhhhh! Fuck me, baby! Fuck me! Come! I want cock juice! Fuck my cunt! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh!"
Gary went wild. His dick burst open with his hot jism and it shot into her pussy like a stream of bullets. She was being plugged up with hot cream, and she moaned and writhed and ached for more. Her whole body never felt so good in her life.
"Ohhhhhhhhh! Arrrrrgggghhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhhh!" cried Gary as his penis released tons of hot come. "Ohhhhhhh! Get fucked! Ohhhhhhhh!! Take it all! Ohhhhhh!"
His prick released such huge quantities of jizz that it overflowed out of her cunt and started to drip down the side of her leg. She touched her sticky body and rubbed the semen into her skin. His penis was coated with his juices mixed with hers, and it sloshed about within her crack, still spurting more and more scum.
His balls were coated with his semen, making his cock hair all soft and gooey. He rested his prong within her slit, so her cunt could receive every last drop of his ejaculating dick.
He was still breathing heavily. It was the wildest orgasm he had ever experienced. He grinned at her as she continued to feel relief that his cock was still pressed hard up her bush.
Suddenly, Ronnie gasped. He had been putting his cock and balls back inside his fly, when he turned towards the door. "Omigod!" he, yelled at the top of his lungs.



CHAPTER FIVE


She thought of calling him and telling him she was coming over, but didn't. She looked at the house he lived in. At least he wasn't asleep.
Doreen rang the bell. She waited a long time, and then pushed the button again. Still no answer. Something was wrong. Was he hurt? Was there trouble?
Doreen wondered to the side of the house. Perhaps if she could see in the windows, she could figure out what was going on. There seemed to be the sound of a phonograph or radio coming from one of the rooms, so she was sure he was in, hopefully alive.
Doreen tried to scale the tree. It was difficult for her, but she managed to get one foot up onto a low hanging branch. In the process, she tore her skirt. It didn't matter. What did matter was to rescue Tom from whatever trouble he might be in, that is, if it wasn't too late already.
She did see Tom, and he was lying on the floor, but it wasn't because he needed help. It didn't look as if he needed any help at all. She stared hard at the scene, listening intently. The radio was coming from that room, and she could hear voices. She secured herself firmly on one of the hanging branches and watched something she thought she would never witness.
It was Tom alright, but he wasn't alone. Lying on the floor with him was a girl. And, to make matters worse, they were both nude.
"It's gonna hurt," giggled the teen. She was pointing to his erect cock, something that Doreen had never seen before. It was huge and thick. As Doreen looked at it, she felt her pussy juices starting to flow, but what was Tom doing naked with a girl? Didn't he believe that sex had to wait until marriage, no matter how old you were?
Her horror mounted as size realized that Tom was going to seduce this girl for the first time. The girl had never been fucked before.
"Nah," he said. "It ain't gonna hurt."
"But it's so big," she giggled. "My pussy's so small."
"I'll make it nice and wide for you," said Tom, pushing his fingertips between the girl's delicately youthful cunt lips. Doreen could see her fiance spreading the pussy lips of the girl.
"Ooooohhhh!" giggled the girl. "That tickles!" Tom laughed with her. "Stop that! Ooooooooh!"
"You stop that," he said, in mock sternness. "Just pretend I'm your father and you have to obey me. Close your eyes and tell yourself I'm your father."
"Okay, Daddy," said the girl. "Ooooooh! But it still tickles!"
Tom was pushing a finger further and further into her vagina. The girl was shifting and swaying as Tom touched her, and as Doreen looked at Tom's penis, it seemed to be getting even bigger and harder the more he touched the girl's cunt.
"You got such nice tits!" he told her, using his other hand to brush against her nipples. "I like oranges for tits."
The girl laughed.
"You're just right. You're just the way I like 'em. I could eat you up, girl. Watch me eat you all up!"
Tom licked the girl's breasts. It was obvious that the girl loved to have her nipples sucked on, because she pushed them up closer towards his face. His saliva dripped all over her mounds, and his tongue lapped up all of it from her breasts. He started to make her nipples firm and erect, and then he gently bit them with his teeth. "Oooooh, I like that," moaned the girl. "I like it when you bite me like that."
"I'm gonna bite 'em right off!" cried Tom. "I'm gonna eat your titties and swallow them." He started to chomp on her breasts, leaving faint teeth marks on her skin. Tom's dick was throbbing wildly now, and as he sucked, and slobbered all over the teen's breasts, Doreen saw him edging closer and closer towards her pussy.
He began to finger her vagina again, this time driving several fingers up her slit. He continued to massage her cunt lips, pushing his hands into her snatch.
"Okay, baby," he said. "Now I'm gonna do somethin' that'll make you feel good all over. You know what I'm gonna do?"
She nodded her head. "You're gonna put it in me," she said.
"Put what in you?" he asked her.
"That thing," she said, pointing to his penis.
"What's it called?"
"Your dingie," she said. "Your wee wee." She laughed.
"That's my cock and it's gonna make your pussy feel so nice and warm. I'm gonna fill up your nice little crack, Sara. You're gonna feel all warm inside when my prick starts to fuck you."
"Goodie," she cried. "I wanna be fucked. I wanna be fucked just like my sister. She gets fucked all the time, and I wanna be fucked too. Her boyfriend let me watch one night. Oooooh, I liked it. My sister was movin' up and down 'cause he was makin' her feel real good with his thingie in her pussy."
"You're gonna feel real good too, baby doll Sara," he told her. "You're gonna now get fucked with my cock."
"Well, don't hurt me, 'cause I haven't been fucked before."
"Then there's always a first lime," he said, grinning.
He continued to manage and squeeze her breasts.
Her whole body was turning red as it got warm.
She draped her arms around him and she started to kiss him.
"Mmmmm, you feel good," he said to her as he inserted a tongue into her mouth. "I wanna eat you up."
"Okay, Daddy," she said. She wailed. "I like you better'n my real daddy," she told Tom. "My daddy don't fuck me."
"He'd love it if he did," replied Tom. "But I'm gonna fuck you as if I was your daddy. You're gonna feel that cock now, baby. Just spread your legs so I can see your hole. Ohhh, that's nice, Sara. You got a real nice hole."
"I know, Daddy," said Sara. "I want it inside now. Please do it. Do it like my sister's boyfriend does it."
Tom took his huge thick piece of meat and pressed it up against the girl's slit. She squealed with delight as his cock head tickled her pussy. It was obviously quite large for her small opening, and he pulled his penis away from her snatch, and started to finger-fuck her, to make her opening larger.
"Why'd you stop?" she asked.
"'Cause I gotta make you big enough to let my prick in. I don't wanna hurt you, precious."
"No, don't hurt me," she said. "I wanna feel good, not hurt. I wanna feel so good, that like my sister, I wanna scream out. She does that a lot. I hear her. I pretend to be asleep, but when Mom and Dad are away, I get up and put my ear to the wall. I hear her screaming and wanting it. Ohhh! I want it flow too. I wanna be fucked! I like your thingie. Ohhhhh! Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me!"
Tom pushed his fingers between the folds of her snatch. He worked and manipulated her vaginal muscles until she felt soft and wet down there. He tried again with his cock, and this time, the tip of his prong started to push through that tiny pinkish opening between her legs.
"Ooooooh!" she squealed again. "I like that! Oooh, that's so nice. I like being fucked."
"I ain't all the way in yet, doll," he told her. "I gotta get the rest of my dick up your slit. Now you just relax. It ain't gonna hurt. Just take it nice and easy, and I'm gonna ram my fuckin' dick all the way up your cunt!"
As he spoke, he jabbed his penis through her delicate virginal membrane and rammed his prong up the length of the tube.
"Owwwwwwwww!" she screamed as he broke her cherry with his hard, thrusting spike. "Owwwwwww! That hurt! Owwwwww! Owww! Ow! Oh! Ohhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhh!" The pain quickly turned to pleasure as Tom's dong plunged up her snatch and pressed hard against her now juicy cunt walls. She felt his penis slither along her canal and her juices were starting to flow faster and faster.
"Oohhhhhh! I like that," she moaned. "Fuck me, ohhhh! It's good! I like it! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh!"
Tom began to pump harder and harder. Once he got put her tender barrier, he started to go faster and faster. His penis was really hot.
Doreen gaped at the scene through the window. That explained an awful lot to her. No, he wasn't queer. Doreen's pussy just wasn't young enough for him. He liked teens, young cunt, pretty much the same way she caved a youthful cock and balls.
But why had Tom chosen to marry her? Doreen couldn't figure it out, but she also couldn't think of anything right now except looking at Tom fucking that girl really hard. She had never seen a guy go so wild. Even Jimmy, when he first started to fuck her, never ravished her with such insane force as Tom was using with this girl.
The girl's pussy had swallowed up almost the entire shaft of Tom's cock. He was deeply embedded within her starving hole, and he pumped quite rapidly, thrusting his balls against her cunt, rubbing all of his body against hem.
Her tits were being squeezed by his chest. She felt she was being powerfully consumed by this wild man. She loved it. The girl was moaning and sighing very loud, and Tom rammed his dick even further up her young snatch, pulsating his body with his cock so that when he shot his load, she would be able to feel it not just in her cunt, but all over.
Doreen's cunt had started to leak with juice. It was the first time she had seen Tom's penis, and the sight of it thrilled her.
Doreen felt her juices flooding her panties. She reached inside her skirt and touched herself. She was wetter than she thought. Her hands became soaked through and through as she rubbed her cunt, aching for those fingers to be a guy's hard penis shoved up her snatch.
"Fuck me!" moaned Doreen aloud. She didn't care if she could be heard now. She wanted to be fucked as much as, if not more than, this teen whose pussy was lucky enough to be plugged up with Tom's thick hard cock meat.
Doreen's tits were aching to be licked. Touching them with her own fingers didn't do that much for her, though she pulled and tugged at her nipples as if she was about to rip them right out of her breasts. She squeezed her mammary flesh harder and harder, still aching for them to be sucked and licked by a wet masculine tongue.
Tom was ready to flood the girl's quim with his hot juice. His penis was throbbing violently inside her cunt, and his balls shook and quivered with erotic anticipation. "I'm gonna shoot, baby," he cried. "You're gonna get my fuckin' hot load!"
"Yes!" she screamed. "Ohhhhh! Fuck me! Ohhhh! Ooooooh!" Her body was twisting with his. She knew all about what happens to a guy when he comes. She had watched her sister's boyfriend's penis release lots of sticky white goo when he fucked her, and she wanted to know what that kind of juice felt like inside her hole.
Tom was panting heavily. He smashed his cock further and further up the girl's snatch, until he realized that he was starting to hurt her again. He had to remember that she was quite young, and that her tender and raw pussy wasn't used to a cock at all, much less the really thick piece of meat that he had.
"Ohhhhhh!" cried Tom, as he was carried away with his own thrusting and pounding. "Ohhhhhh! Get fucked, baby! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhhh! Get really fucked! I'm fucking you, your fucking pussy! Ohhhhhh! I'm gonna come! I'm gonna shoot! Ohhhhh! Aiieeeee! Ohhhhhhhhhh! I'm coming! I'm coming!! Aaaaiiiieeee!! Ohhhhhhh!!"
Tom went wild inside the girl's hole. His penis slobbered in and out of her cunt, spurting hot thick jism all over and inside her pussy. He rammed her so hard and with such force that the cream began to spurt out of her hole and drip wildly all over her legs and his hairy balls.
The girl reached with her hand for his dripping cream. "Look!" she cried. "It feels funny! I like it!" She rubbed his semen into her skin and then bought some of it to her mouth.
She tasted it and then reached back between her legs to scoop up some more hot jism. She apparently wanted to lick up all his sperm, and she liked the way it tasted.
The hairs around her vagina were coated thoroughly with his cock juice. As Tom pulled his penis out of her hole, the last of his jizz dribbled onto her vagina, and the girl went wild, rubbing her hands all over his now spent cock and balls, and her own cunt, greasing her body up wildly. "Do it again," she sighed as she smiled at him. "I liked it. Do it again, ohhh, please do it again."
"We sure will," he said. "I liked fuckin' you. You were real sweet."
"Will you fuck me all the time?" she asked. "Can you be my boyfriend?"
"Why do you want a boyfriend?" he asked her. "You should have lots of boyfriends, not just one."
"But I liked what you did," she said. "I want you to do it over and over again."
"Sure, honey," he said. Doreen watched him say that. She could tell that he was lying. He had really shot a big load of hot come in her slit, so she wasn't sure why he wouldn't want to fuck her again. But her own pussy was driving her wild with desire. She had to be fucked now. If she wasn't fucked, she would go crazy.
The girl got up and went into the bathroom. In a few minutes, she came back all dressed. Tom put his clothes on and walked out of the house to his car. Doreen was terrified that she would be discovered, but she wasn't seen. Tom was taking her home, or at least most of the way. She wondered if he would keep his door unlocked. If so, she would enter his house and beg, plead, implore that he fuck her. She needed a good hard cock in her pussy more now than ever before in her life.



CHAPTER SIX


Doreen crept to the front door, carefully looking behind her to see if Tom was really gone. He was, and she gently pushed the door. She was pleasantly surprised and relieved to discover that he had not bothered to lock his door. Presumably that meant that the girl didn't live too far away and that he would return quite soon, so she shut the door behind her, and sat down on the living room sofa.
She kept her fingers between her legs. Her mind was still seeing Tom with that teen. His hard penis was something that she craved now. Thinking of what he did with that girl, and what he could do with her own pussy was driving the itchy feeling in her cunt to maddeningly new heights. She rubbed her cunt over and over, desperately hoping that he would return and see her, and instantly want to fuck her.
She didn't see him come in. Her mind was on her sexual needs, and she was in the midst of sliding a finger into her slit when Tom slammed the front door.
"What the fuck!" he cried, seeing Doreen in his house, uninvited, on his sofa, and plugging up her pussy hole.
"Oh, Tom, I just had to see you," she said, startled that he interrupted her.
"What for?" he asked nastily. "Whaddaya want?"
"I need you, Tom," she said. "Please hold me. I'm sorry for what I said before. You're not queer, I know that now."
There was a long silent pause. Finally, Tom glowered at her. "How do you know?" he asked. "You been spyin' on me?"
"No, Tom, I just…" she was at a loss for words. How else would she know except that she was indeed spying on him.
"Yeah, you was spyin' on me. You watched me. Well, I ain't gonna lie to you. I was fuckin' that piece of ass 'cause I like cunt."
"But what difference does it make if you and I can have sex after marriage?"
"'Cause I didn't intend to fuck you after we was married. I told you, I like young pussy, and you ain't no spring chicken. I don't like no cunt what's more'n twenty."
"But, b-but why did you want to marry me?" she asked, now feeling all alone, now that her whole world seemed to be crumbling in front of her eyes.
Tom was silent. "I'm gonna get me a drink," he announced. "You want a drink?"
"Yes," she replied. "I sure could use one now." He brought out a bottle of scotch and poured two stiff drinks. "Here," he said. "Drink it and go."
"But please tell me," she implored. "Why were you going to marry me if you didn't want to fuck me?"
"Oh, I dunno, I guess it don't look too good nowadays for a guy not to be married. The boss likes to have married men around, 'cause he says they're more stable or somethin'. Anyway, I figgered that you bein' a spinster not wantin' all that sex and wantin' to get married yourself, it would've been okay. You didn't want no husband neither. You wanted to be married so the folks in town'll stop whisperin' about you."
Doreen was shocked. Not so much from the brutality of what Tom had said, but because it was true. She didn't really want to get married. She was tired of everyone calling her a spinster. The trouble was that she had grown to like Tom and wanted to have sex with him.
"But why should that change now?" she asked. "Okay, so we both have other reasons to get married. Why is that changed now?"
"'Cause you fuck around that's why," he said.
"I dunno," he said. "That's why we can't get married now. I'm tired, and I wanna go to sleep."
Doreen felt limp. Her pussy had become so frustrated that she had lost all desire for sex with him. She was oversexed, and had tired herself out wanting to be fucked.
She gathered herself up slowly. It was the second time she was destined not to marry. Maybe that was her fate. Maybe she would remain a spinster the rest of her life.
As she left, her thoughts turned to those two teens she had made her so happy, if for only an instant. Perhaps that was all she could expect out of life. Some people were happy all of the time, and others were happy none of the time. Doreen felt that she was somewhere in the middle. She could be happy for a few brief but glorious moments.
Doreen headed towards home, but as she approached her house, she suddenly felt that she couldn't enter it. She needed a change. She needed to think thing over, and she couldn't do it looking at the same four walls that she had seen for years.
Out of a job, and split with her fiance, Doreen walked down Main Street in search of peace of mind. It was late at night, and she was getting tired. She know she should go home, but she still needed to think thing over. As she turned a corner, wondering what to do, a lane sign seemed to beckon her. "Hotel Parker" flashed on and off in red neon. She would stay in a hotel for the night. She could have a chance to think things over. In the morning she would make up her mind what to do.
The Hotel Parker is a sleazy place, and when she entered, she was greeted by two very dirty old men who leered at her and a desk clerk whose nose was running and who looked as if he had syphilis, with sores all over his mouth. She turned to go.
She couldn't stay in a hell-hole like this. She walked out, and two large gray rats scurried by her as if to accompany her flight.
At least the idea of a hotel appealed to her. There was another hotel in town, a first class reputable hotel. It was expensive, but she needed to treat herself. The Simpson House was the place for her.
"Yes, Madam?" was the query at the front desk.
"A room please."
"Name?"
"Miller. Doreen Miller."
"Just a moment," said the clerk. He consulted a large file at the desk. "I'm sorry, but I don't seem to have a reservation in your name. Could it have been placed in another name?"
"No," she said. "I don't have a reservation."
"Oh I'm terribly sorry," said the man, "but we're all full up for the night. This is the busy season."
"Please!" she exclaimed. "I must have a room. I cannot go home tonight. You must help me! Please!"
"Madam, I would love to rent a room to you, but I cannot. Now if you'll excuse me…"
Doreen hated him at sight. His manner was so haughty and affected, she wanted to spit.
She began to sob quietly. She turned to go, and as she darted to walk out of the hotel, she noticed the bell-hop whispering to the desk clerk and pointing to her.
The desk clerk laughed and poked the bellboy in the ribs. "Madam!" he called out. "Madam, come back please."
Doreen turned. Something was odd about that, but she needed a room. Perhaps he had changed his mind.
"Yes?"
"I'm so sorry," he apologized sweetly, "but I was quite mistaken. Yes, I have a room for you. I over looked it before. How careless of me!"
She signed the register. He handed her a key for room 1002, and she slowly made her way towards the elevators.
She pushed the button for the tenth floor, and got out when the door opened. She unlocked the room and quickly closed the door again.
She checked the number on the key. 1002. She opened the door again. Room 1002 was occupied.
Just at that moment, the bellboy appeared. "This room isn't vacant," she said. "There's been a mistake."
"Ohh, my goodness!" exclaimed the bellboy. "Mr. Smith left his stuff here. He left town for a week, and said we could rent his room out. The hotel was told he would store his belongings. This is the room that we realized was vacant. There are no other rooms tonight."
"You said he wouldn't be back until next week?"
"Yes. A week from Tuesday, to be extct."
"Would you mind if I just slept here one night?" she asked.
"Ohh, I don't think so. Why don't you just lie down on the bed and get some rest. You look tired. I won't tell Mr. Smith that anyone was in his room while his stuff was still here."
"Oh, thank you," she said gratefully. "Here. Here's a dollar for your trouble."
"Thank you," he replied. "No trouble at all. None at all." The bellboy went whistling down the corridor. She looked after him. He was a handsome lad, not more than eighteen or so. Probably was a part-timer here who went to school during the day.
Doreen fell asleep the moment she bit the pillow. She dreamed that she was being fucked by those two teens again, and without realizing it, started to rub her hands against her pussy.
In her sleep, she imagined that the door to the library was slowly opening, and the bellboy was coming in to join Gary and Ronnie in fucking her. She felt the presence of the bellboy against her body, and a sudden movement awakened her. She wasn't sure if she was still dreaming. The bellboy seemed to be in her room, getting into bed with her.
"Ssssh," said the bellboy. "Not a sound." She was half awake and half asleep, but it felt so good when the boy started to touch and fondle her breasts. It didn't matter if she was still dreaming. She loved the way he manipulated and caressed her tits. Her nipples were starting to get hard and erect, and she could feel the boy's penis starting to get hard inside his uniformed pants.
"I want it!" she moaned softly. "I really want it!"
"I know you do," was the reply. "And I'm gonna give it to you." He grinned widely at her. She shook her head. This wasn't a dream. The bellboy was in bed with her, and he was sliding his hand underneath her skirt.
She had been asleep so soundly, that she didn't even bother to get undressed. The boy was massaging her thighs, working his way gradually towards her juicing pussy.
"What're you doing here?" she asked him, wanting to know, but also wanting him to stay.
"Don't ask questions," he replied. "You're in my room and anyone who sleeps in my bed gets what's coming to them."
"Your room? Your bed? What about Mr. Smith?"
"There ain't no Mr. Smith," said the boy with a grin. "I just wanted to get you in my bed."
She was confused, but pleased. She liked him, and now that he was rubbing her cunt hairs, she didn't care where he came from or why he was there. She was enjoying it as he slipped a finger into her hungry pussy hole, and she spread her legs for him to make it easy for him to fuck her.
"Do it harder!" she moaned as he started to slide two fingers up her snatch. "Ohhhhh! I really want it! Please! Fuck me! I need to be fucked tonight!"
The boy took her hand and placed it on his crotch. His prong was thick and throbbing and she greedily went to unzip his fly.
"Rub it nice and hard," he told her. "Make it really stiff. I'm gonna drill a hole right through your fucking body, baby! I'm gonna fuck you hard, baby! Ohhhhhh!"
She unzipped his fly and started to stroke his meat. His penis was already rigid as she pulled it out, and rubbing it only made it throb even more.
His balls seemed larger than any guy's balls she had ever touched. They were not quite as hairy as Gary's nuts, but they were as smooth and silky. She squeezed them, feeling the jism inside.
She pulled the boy's pecker towards her hole. It would feel so good to have a young cock inside her pussy again. She needed it. She felt she needed to have a young cock up her slit every day in order to survive.
"Fuck me!" she panted. "Ohhhhh! Please fuck me! I want it! I need it!"
She could feel a tiny gob of cream at his piss slit when she put her fingertip to his cock head. She switched it around his large rounded cap and felt another droplet of hot cum dripping out.
The boy began to kiss her breasts. He was licking and sucking on her tits, flicking his tongue out at her nipples, making them so hard and erect that he wanted to clamp his teeth down on them and bite them right off.
"Piece fuck me!" she cried. "I want it! Ohhhhh! I want it real bad! Fuck me! Ohhhhhh! Fuck me!"
He was as taunting as Gary had been. He pulled his cock away from her snatch and let her beg for it some more.
"How much do you want it?" he asked her.
"Very much," she moaned, trying to grab for his cock and balls unsuccessfully. "Please fuck me! Please!"
The boy started to push her out of the bed. "Get on the floor and beg for it," he commanded. "C'mon, slut! Beg for my cock!"
She sank down onto the floor and gazed at his pulsating meat. She tried to reach out for it, and by pushed her hand away. "Please let me have your cock," she cried. "I want it! I want to be fucked!"
"Keep begging," he said, teasingly. "Beg for my cock real nice. If you're nice, I'll let you touch it."
"I beg you, let me have your cock! Please! Ohhhh, please! I'll do anything you want, only let me have it! Fuck me! Ohhhhhhh! Fuck me!"
She was crawling towards his meat, which continued to throb up and down in front of her. The juices were forming at the tip of his piss slit, and she flicked her tongue out, at it, hoping to catch one of his pearly drops of semen before it fell to the floor.
"Now push your nose up my balls," he ordered. "C'mon, rub your fucking nose up my balls!"
She pushed her face between his legs, and sniffed him like a dog. She was eager for that meat now, so eager that her hot cunt juices were streaming rapidly out of her snatch. She sniffed and licked his furry nuts, licking off all the sweat from his balls, until she thought she would go mad if she didn't get fucked, and fucked right away.
"Now tongue my balls all over," he ordered. "C'mon, you fucking dog, lick my balls all over. Get 'em nice and hot! Do it, slut! Lick my balls! Lick 'em over and over!"
Doreen's tongue slurped and, sucked the bellboy's juicy balls. She felt that swollen sac between her lips, and she took it into her mouth. Her entire face was buried in hiss crotch, and she got cock hairs in her mouth.
Her saliva was dripping all over his organ. His penis was thoroughly coated with her hot mouth juice as she sucked, and her tongue worked frantically to cover every inch of his dong with her spit.
"Now lick my rod, slut," he ordered. "C'mon, rub your fucking tongue all over my Goddamn tool. Lick it, baby! Suck on my fucking hot prick!"
He started to kick her a she sucked his polo. Her mouth was covering the tip of his dick when he rubbed his foot into her vagina. She moaned with pain and pleasure as he slid a toe into her snatch, feeling her cunt juices leaking all over his foot. He pushed deeper and deeper into her clack, starting to kick her many times as she went wild, slurping on his huge pounding meat.
"Suck it harder, slave!" he ordered her. "Suck it really hard, you slut! Ohhhhhhh! Suck that fucking cock! Ohhhhh! Take it all in! All of it! C'mon, swallow that dick! Eat it, baby! Suck that cock! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!"
He was pounding her snatch with his foot as she sucked him off. She had never taken a prick into her mouth quite so far before, and when she felt it was going in too far, she tried to release his dick from her throat, but he grabbed hold of her head and forced her to keep it shoved down her throat. She nearly choked on his dick, and the more uncomfortable she felt, the more the bellboy liked it.
"Now you're really feeling a hot cock, baby," he cried as he started to pump his pecker harder and harder into her face. "Now you know what a hard cock is! Suck it, ohhhhhh! Eat that fucking cock! C'mon, suck it harder! Ohhhhhhh! Eat that meat! Ohhhhhh!"
His big toe was completely embedded up her cunt.
He continued to thump it over and over, spreading her hot pussy lips with that toe until several toes slid up her snatch. He kept pressing hard against her cunt walls with his foot, driving her body wild with pleasure as she was being fucked two ways.
Her juices leaked all over the floor, getting her body wet as she lay in a puddle of pussy foam. Her face was swollen with his prong, and he slid back and forth, in and out of her mouth as he rapidly approached climax.
She was moaning and panting for breath. She wanted to be fucked, wanted to feel his hard cock sliding into her pussy, and she tried to release his cock again so that he could fuck her. He refused to let her escape. He was ramming his dick into her face, and she had no choice but to swallow his dick.
"Take it all!" he screamed as he fucked her pussy with his foot. "Suck all of it, baby! Now you're gonna get all of that fucking cock!" he took his balls in his hand and pressed them into her mouth. She was about to gag completely. Her entire face was plugged up with his hot prong, and he pushed both nuts into her mouth and held her head tightly so there would be no escape from his pounding flesh.
"Suck it hard!" he screamed. "Suck it hard, baby! Ohhhhhh! Eat it! Ahhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh!"
He was pounding her frantically now. His thrusting tool we jabbing violently in her face, and he was kicking and stomping her pussy with his foot. Her body was becoming beet red and bruised, and she couldn't free herself from the power of his cock. Her entire body was being fucked.
"Take it! Takeit!" he screamed suddenly.
"Swallow it! Ohhhhhh! I'm coming! Ohhhhhh! Suck that cock! Aiiieeeee! Ohhhhhh! I'm shooting! Suck it! Suck it! Ohhuhhh!"
He smashed his cock so far into her face that the jism just shot down into her belly without even filling up her mouth first. She couldn't swallow the come fast enough. His hot jetting cream spurted out of his prick slit to nearly drown her.
Her knobby clit was being stimulated by his toes. Much of his foot was still jabbed up her cunt, and he pumped his foot harder and faster into her snatch. Her juices streamed out, coating his foot entirely.
Her face was chewing up his cock really hard. She gnawed on his prick head, chomped on his spear, until every last drop of his sperm spilled down her throat. Her tongue sucked hard on his piss slit to gather every drop of cream. He still held her head tightly against his groin, to make sure that she didn't release his dork until there was no more juice to spurt down her throat.
As he pulled his pecker out of her mouth he gave her one more good swift kick in the cunt.
"Take that you fucking whore!" he cried. "Next time I'm really gonna make you suck my dick! What you did was nothing!"
"Please, please do it," she moaned, feeling that she deserved it all. "Do whatever you want with me! Only let me have that cock! I want it again! It's so hard! So big!"
She started to stroke his now-spent penis. There was so much fleshy meat between his legs that she couldn't release it from her grip. She rubbed his balls, aching to feel another shot of juice spurting out of his dong.
"Go to sleep, whore," he snarled. "I'm tired."
"Fuck me, please," she begged. "Ohhhhhh! Fuck me now with that hard meat!"
"Go to sleep," he repeated. "You don't deserve my cock. You ain't good enough for it."
"I know," she whined, "but I want it! I want that cock!"
"No!" he screamed. "Go to sleep!"
She started to climb into the bed with him. She wanted to wrap her arms around the teen. But the boy kicked her violently out of the bed. "Ohhhhh!" she cried as her body landed with a thump on the floor.
"You sleep on the fucking floor," he snarled. "This is my bed, and you don't deserve it. I don't allow no dogs to sleep on my bed." She started to whimper, but the boy rolled over and went to sleep. Doreen was so tired that she fell asleep on the hard cold floor. She knew she deserved it. She had lost her job and her fiance, and now she had lost her dignity.
Doreen Miller slept on the floor that night, dreaming of the teen who hid just humiliated her. It made her get really hot as she slept and she started to fuck herself, pretending that the fingers she had inside her slit were the cock of that young and violent bellboy. She didn't mind sleeping on the floor now. The pleasure of his young and hard cook made it seem worthwhile.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Doreen awoke the next morning with a slight backache. She looked to the bed, but the bellboy was gone. She climbed into it, and tried to get back to sleep.
A knock at the door stirred her from her drowsiness. She opened it, and a housekeeper walked in, glaring hostility at Doreen. "Gotta make the beds," said the woman sourly. "'Scouse me." The woman went about her business brusquely, frying hard to get in Doreen's way. Doreen knew why she was behaving like that. Doreen was a strange, semi-nude woman in the bellboy's room.
"You stayin'?" asked the maid she a about to leave. "'Cause if you ain't stayin', check-out time is noon." The maid slammed the door behind her. Doreen looked at her watch it was after eleven. She didn't quite know what she was going to do. She would have to get back home, but then what? She no longer had a job, and didn't even know how she would pay for the room, assuming in fact that she would be charged for it.
"Forty dollars and fifty-two cents tax," said the desk clerk as she approached it to find out what the charge would be.
"Forty dollars?" she exclaimed. "That's steep."
"Madam, this is the Simpson House. If it's beyond your means, you perhaps shouldn't have stayed here."
"But I wasn't in a room by myself… I mean, it was supposedly occupied already." Doreen realized that she was making a fool of herself. The best thing to do would be to pay it, and get out of then as fast as she could.
She dug into her purse and realized she didn't have the cash. She had luckily brought her checkbook, but when she wrote out the check, she knew she didn't have that much in the bank to cover it. She wrote the check anyway. The school should have a paycheck for her, if she dared ask for it.
Realizing that she needed a job, Doreen told herself she would check the morning newspaper for the want-ads. On the way out, she overheard one of the managers telling another that one of the maids had just quit.
"Excuse me," she said. "But do I understand you need a new maid?" The managers looked at her.
"What experience do you have?" they asked. "Have you worked for hotels before?"
"We… no, but…"
"I'm sorry," they said, looking surprised that this woman had even asked them in the first place.
Doreen turned away. She would have to find a job someplace. Just then, the bellboy reappeared. He had overheard her asking for a job, and he quickly stopped her before she left the hotel.
"Hi," he said. He smiled broadly at her. Doreen wasn't quite sure how to react to him. "I heard you're lookin' for a job."
"Yes," she said. "I'll find one."
"Well, a guy I know might be able to use you," he said. "Come up to my room again after four." Doreen shrugged. It was worth a try. She had to do something.
She went home and took a long hot bath. That made her feel a lot better, and by the time she was dressed again it was just past three. She went over to the hotel and went up to the bellboy's room to wait for him. He we already there, and he let her in. "Where's your friend?" she asked him. "What kind of job is it?"
"He'll be here," said the boy. "You want something to drink?"
"No," she replied. "Well, maybe a small one. A scotch."
"Sure," he replied. As she started to sip her drink, the boy put his arm around her. She squirmed a bit, but felt herself succumbing to his touch. Where was his mind? she wondered. She kept glancing towards the door, but was constantly distracted as the boy started to rub his hands against her breasts.
Doreen was torn between her desire for the boy and her need for a job. Her body was responding to his touch, but she kept telling herself to wait for the other guy to show up. What if he saw her having sex with this bellboy? She would never get any sort of job then.
Doreen was losing the battle. She kept looking at the boy and seeing how young and masculine he was. Her whole body wanted him now, and yet she knew she shouldn't let him touch her any further. His hands were now inside her blouse, and she could feel her nipples starting to get all hard and erect.
"Stop that," she whimpered. "Please don't."
"You want it, baby," he said, smiling. "You want it real bad, and I'm gonna give it to you. You're gonna like it even more'n last time, you just wait."
She couldn't protest. His touch was driving her wild. Her cunt was starting to seep out juices, and she felt her panties getting all hot and wet.
Her rate increased as he squeezed and pinched her tits. She moaned and sighed and let him touch her all over.
"Now rub my prick," he said softly. "That'll really make you hot. I know women like you. They all like young prick. Now touch it. It's real hard baby, real hard." She couldn't resist. His penis was causing a tremendous bulge to appear at the front of his pants, and as she lightly fingered it, he grabbed hold of her hand and forced it down on his throbbing dick really hard.
"Ohhhh, that's good, baby," he sighed. "That's really good. Now rub harder! Make my dick hard as a steel rod!"
She could no longer think of a job. She only hoped the boy hadn't forgotten to lock the door. She didn't want a possible employer to walk in on them now.
"You, want it, baby?" he asked her, standing up with his hands on his zipper. "C'mon, tell me you wanna feel this hard cock!"
She was slowly sinking into a sexual pit. She only thought of what he had inside his pants. She wanted that cock more than anything now. She was completely in the power of the teen's hard meat.
"Yes," she moaned. "Please! I want it! Ohhhh! Fuck me, ohhhh, please fuck me!"
The boy grinned and unzipped his fly. His prick meat balls sprang out of his pants, and she lunged for it, aching to touch it with her lips and tongue.
She gnawed at it voraciously. Her mouth completely enclosed his lusting organ as she licked and sucked it a hard as she could.
Doreen rubbed the boy's nuts really hard. She squeezed them as if to draw out his hot semen immediately. She went wild over his cock, forgetting entirely why she was there. All she could think of was getting that prick shoved up her cunt.
"I'm gonna fuck you, baby," he said, as he pulled his penis away from her. She tried to grab it back, but he held his dong out of reach. "I'm gonna fuck you really hard!"
She felt her pussy oozing so much juice that it she was swimming in a puddle of her own pussy honey. "Yes!" she panted. "Yes, do it! Fuck me! Ohhhhh! I want it! Fuck me!"
She started to rub her vagina, sliding a finger into her snatch to get it all juiced up for his cock. He pulled down her skirt and panties, but instead of pressing his dick against her pussy, he turned her over on the floor and rubbed his throbbing meat up against her spread ass-cheeks.
"This is how I'm gonna fuck you," he said to her. "I'm gonna shove it up your ass!"
She groaned. She desperately wanted his cock inside her pussy, and he wasn't going to give her that pleasure. "Fuck my cunt," she whined. "Please fuck my cunt."
The boy shook his head. He knew just where he wanted his pleasure, and it was up her ass. He pushed her back down when she started to roll over. Her pussy juices now dripped onto the floor as she tried to push several fingers up her snatch to make up for the cock she wasn't going to get up there.
The boy paused with his dick just above her small anal opening. There were slight clicking sounds which Doreen didn't understand. "What's that noise?" she asked him, bracing herself to feel that hard piece of steely meat plunging into her rectum.
"Nothing," he said. "You just relax and spread your legs. I'm gonna get my meat all the way up your shitty tube."
She bit her lip. As the tip of his cock penetrated her anus, the pain started to mount. She hadn't been fucked up the ass before, and she was tight. He wasn't using any grease at all as he pushed his organ deep into her rear end, and the harder he pumped her asshole, the more it hurt her.
"Owwwww!" she cried when he started to push a bit too hard for her. "That hurts!" She was moaning louder and louder, but the boy was very sure of himself. He wasn't going to let her cries of protest get in the way of his pleasure.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" he sighed with pleasure as his thick tool squeezed against her anal wall really hard. Be shoved his dong further up her asshole until his entire spear was submerged within her rectum.
The clicking sound continued, but the pain inside her ass made Doreen oblivious to it. She couldn't get the boy to take his cock out of her asshole, and all she could do was grit her teeth and bear the intense pain.
As he started to pump his prong into her rectum, the pain subsided, and she felt increasing waves of pleasure overtaking her. Her asshole just needs to be massaged, and now as his tool throbbed back and forth along her anal passage she felt herself getting horny all over again, and felt a tremendous desire now for another cock to be slid into her pussy.
The bellboy jabbed his tool harder and harder into her asscrack. His balls were flopping hard against her buns, and she squealed with pleasure as his meat squeezed in and out of her rectum.
He started to pant heavily. The pressure on his cock from her tight ass was tremendous, and he had to control himself so that he didn't ejaculate too soon. His body was thrusting harder and harder into her rectum, and he would soon flood her with his jism. Several times he had to stop pumping or he would have shot his load.
"Do it harder!" she began to scream as her whole body was craving his dong. "Please! Ohhhhh!" Doreen slid several fingers into her snatch to stem the flow of hot cunt juices. She wanted a cock inside her pussy just as she also wanted to suck on a stiff one. She needed cock and more cock to satisfy her lustful urges.
"Fuck me! Ohhhhh! Fuck me! I want it! Ohhhhhh!" The boy's prick started to pulsate rapidly inside her asshole. His balls swung rapidly, pounding her flesh harder and harder. He reached underneath her body and started to squeeze her tits again. Her nipples were so rigid that they felt as if they could be pulled right off.
The boy heated up rapidly now. He was very close to coming, and he tried to keep his cock from shooting, but his balls were ready to release their stored-up sperm and he rocked back and forth with her as his cock prepared to burst.
"Ohhhhhh!" he cried. "Ohhhhhh! I'm gonna shoot! Ohhhh!" There were several rapid clicking sounds as the boy started to ejaculate. Doreen heard them, but could only concentrate on that barrage of hot juice spurting into her sore asshole.
"I'm coming!" he screamed. "Get fucked! Ohhhhhh! I'm shooting! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!"
In one violent movement, the boy pulled his squirting dick out of her asshole and continued to ejaculate over her buttocks. The semen poured all over her fleshy ass, and she reached in back of her to scoop up some of his jism to bring forward to her pussy so she could masturbate with his come on her fingers.
She started to fuck herself wildly. As the guy got up off her body, and wiped his cock, Doreen saw something strange. Out of the closet door walked another young guy, camera in hand. Doreen knew now what those clicking sounds were.
"Here," said the guy, handing the camera to the bellboy. "You take the pictures now." The bellboy took the camera and focused on Doreen. The boy who had been taking the pictures now started to stroke his crotch, and Doreen saw another huge bulge coming her way.
"What's going on?" she asked, turning towards the bellboy.
"Shut up," he snarled. "You, wanted a job, and you got it. You're gettin' paid for this, so keep quiet and do what we tell you."
Doreen was silent. This wasn't what she had expected, yet she a now powerless to alter the situation. The second guy was slowly crouching over her body, and she felt the heat from his cock nearing her face.
"You're gonna suck on it," the guy said simply. "You suck first on my balls, and then when I'm ready, you can suck on the shaft. Got that?"
Doreen stared at him. She looked then at the boy with the camera. They were both ready for her to do as they told her, and she began to itch inside her pussy.
"Please don't take pictures," she said. "I want cock, but I don't want pictures."
"Touch," said the guy who was now slowly unzipping his fly. "You wanted money, and you'll get it, but you're gonna suck my cock and we're gonna take pictures. You ain't got no choice."
The boy took out his hard cock and slapped her cheeks with it. As he hit her with his prick, it got really hard, and his balls were hanging down right in front of her lips. She felt so hot between her legs that she tried to shift positions so that her pussy would be able to take in his prong.
"I said you're gonna suck it," he snarled. "I run this fuckin' show!"
The bellboy now started to take pictures as the other guy pushed his penis up against Doreen's lips. She hungered after his long hard spear, and as the camera began to click again, Doreen started to lick and slurp her saliva all over the boy's throbbing tool.
Her pussy was starving for something hard, and she rammed her fingers up her snatch, aching for it to really be a hard cock. She writhed and twisted on the floor as she felt the boy's erect throbbing pole slowly penetrating beyond her lips and pressing hard into her mouth.
"Yeah, baby," cried the guy, "suck it! Suck it real hard! Suck that fuckin' cock real hard. Do it, baby! Ohhhhhh!"
She grabbed hold of his meat and held onto it firmly. She used her hand to guide his prick into her face, and she licked it and sucked it harder and harder.
"Now my nuts, baby," cried the guy. "Suck them! Lick them! Make them really hot!"
He pressed his balls against her flicking tongue. She could taste the sweat on his balls and she tried to get them into her mouth. He kept dangling them above her lips, though, and she went wild, straining to get his entire prick into her mouth.
Her fingers were still ramming her vagina over and over. She could feel her knobby clit being stimulated and her cunt was ready to climax. She longed to taste the boy's spurting jism before she came, and she grabbed his dong and rammed it into her face suddenly, so she could suck really hard on it and make him come.
Her ass kept pounding hard on the floor. She had clasped his dick firmly and was now licking off the creamy pearls of oozing goop that had formed on the tip of his cock head.
"Yeah, baby, suck it!" moaned the guy, feeling his scum about to flow out of his tool. "Suck that fuckin' cock! Ohhhhhh!"
His penis slipped in and out of her mouth; her lips closed tightly against his throbbing spear. Each time he pushed his dick further up her face, it came closer and closer to her throat, and she could feel it several times touching the back of her mouth.
His fleshy nuts were being squeezed over and over. Her slurping tongue dripped its juice over his balls as it pound out of her mouth, and she could sense that the boy was ready to shoot.
Her pussy was about to explode with a rapid stream of cunt honeys. She rammed her fingers harder and faster into her snatch, as she licked the boy's meat over and over. His cock was so hot that she was sure his jism would spill into her throat instantly.
Suddenly, the boy pulled his dick out of her face. "No!" she cried. "Give it to me! I want it! I want to drink it! Ohhhhhhh!"
Her pussy was climaxing. She couldn't bear it. He had pulled his dick out of her face at just the wrong time. She tried to grab it back, but he started to rub his prick in front of her.
The bellboy was taking picture after picture. Doreen saw the guy about to shoot his load. It was obvious that they wanted to photograph the sperm jetting out of his tool, because he pulled it out of her face and, as he started to come, she felt the sharp jets of creamy goop hitting her face hard.
"Ohhhhhhhhh! Take it cunt!Ohhhhhhhh! I'm coming! Aaaiiieeeeeeee! Ohhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhw!"
The boy went wild, rubbing his shooting cock all over her face. Her entire face was covered with his hot jism. She licked up as much of it as she could, and she tried to scoop up with her fingers what she couldn't reach with her tongue.
The cum dripped onto her lips, and the boy rubbed it into her tit flesh. Her whole body was being coated with cum, and the boy kept spurting out more and more juice.
Finally, the bellboy stopped taking pictures, and the other guy put his cock back into his pants. Doreen's snatch had overflowed with her pussy juices, but she still hadn't been fucked. She moaned and begged to be fucked, but the guys put the camera away and told her to get dressed.
"Here," said the guy who had brought the camera. "Here's your money. Tomorrow there'll be more."
Doreen hesitated. Is that what the job was? She didn't know if she should take the money, but she couldn't be assured of receiving her last paycheck from the school. She finally accepted the bills, and stuffed them into her purse.
"Tomorrow, then," said the boys. She nodded. At least they were young. They probably just liked to have pictures of the women they fucked, that was all. It was harmless. She got dressed and left the hotel room. She wouldn't go hungry after all.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Doreen came back to the hotel the next day, and the day after that. The bellboy frequently had several other guys there when she got there and they all wanted to fuck her. She was beginning to feel that she got the best of the bargain. She was being paid to have sex with many of the town's handsomest guys.
After about a week, she became tired. She needed a rest. "I'll be back," she said to the bellboy. "I really enjoy this, but I think a week off will be good for all of us."
"Who're you kiddin'?" he asked. "You took a fuckin' job and you ain't gonna cop out on us now. We got some older guy who wants to fuck you up the ass, and we told him it'd be okay. You better be here tomorrow."
"An older guy?"
"Yeah, oh, not too old, 'bout sixty. He can still get it up, y'know. Be ain't like some guys who can't get no hard-on after forty."
"But I don't like older guys," she protested. "I only agreed to do this because you are all so good-looking and young."
"It just worked out that way," said the bellboy. "All any friends wanted to fuck you so took the pictures of them doin' it. You ain't really got no choice who fucks you. You'll get fucked by whoever we want."
"I'm afraid I can't do that," she said. "Especially if that guy wants to do it in the ass only like that with young guys, because it hurts, but a young cock at least makes me feel good all over."
"Tough shit, lady," snarled the boy. "You'll do it if we tell you to. He's giving us good money to fuck you up the ass, and you're gonna have to do it."
"NO," she said firmly. "I think I want to stop this. I'll have to go find another job, that's all."
The guy laughed. "Hey, it ain't that easy, y'know. We got pictures of you."
"What do you mean?" she eked.
"Well, you don't let that guy fuck you up the ass, and we're gonna mail these pictures to everyone we can think of. Everyone's gonna know what you like and that's gettin' fucked up the ass. It ain't gonna look so good for you in this town."
Doreen's face turned white. "You wouldn't really publish those pictures, would you? I thought they were just for your own use."
"Yeah, they're for my own use," said the guy, "and I'm gonna use 'em to print up lots of copies and sell 'em to everyone. That is, if you don't get fucked by this guy tomorrow."
"But that's… that's blackmail," she said, suddenly fearing that the entire community would see those pictures.
The boy grinned evilly. "I don't care whatcha call it," he said. "You're gonna do what we say you're gonna do, or we're gonna peddle those pictures. Got me?"
Doreen Miller was visibly upset. She didn't know what to do. The boy had a power over her that she couldn't control. It was terrible. She would almost even agree to it, but the guy was over sixty. How could she agree to have sex with a man like that?
"Let me think about it," she said. "I'll call you."
"Okay lady," said the boy, "but if you don't show up here tomorrow, you're gonna see your picture with a cock up your ass all over this fuckin' town."
Doreen walked home slowly. She didn't know what to do. Surely there had to be a law against that sort of thing. Of course! she said to herself. A lawyer would know. She would contact a lawyer. He would put a stop to this blackmail. She wouldn't have sex with that guy, and they couldn't distribute her picture or they'll be put in jail.
A friend had once given her the name of a lawyer. She rummaged through her desk at home to find the guy's number. When she found it, she called him, telling him that it was urgent she speak to him at once.
"I'm leaving the office now," he said. "Could you contact me in two days?"
"No, you don't understand, Mr. Elson," she said. "I must speak to you right now."
"I'm on my way home," he said, "and I'm not planning on returning to the office for two days."
"Please!" she said. "I must see you. I'm being blackmailed."
There was a long pause. "Very well," said the lawyer finally, "but you'll have to come to my home. I can see you tomorrow."
"Couldn't we talk tonight? I mean I have something very pressing tomorrow."
"Very well," said the lawyer, Horace Elson.
"But I hope you're telling me the truth. I don't like to have my time wasted."
"I won't be wasting it, Mr. Elson, I assure you." Doreen felt very pleased that she had thought of calling. Now her troubles might very well be over.
She got his home address and was there promptly at eight. He was alone in his study when she arrived. She explained the situation to him and he looked thoughtful. "Are you sure there are pictures? Perhaps they aren't telling the truth."
"No," she said, somewhat embarrassed. "They gave me a copy of one photograph. It's real."
"I see. Do you have the photograph with you?" he asked her.
"No," she said suddenly. She turned bright red. "I threw it away."
Doreen turned away when she said that. "Are you sure?" he asked her. She knew she was lying. She had the picture, in fact, in her purse, where she put it when the boy handed it to her.
"Well, maybe I still have it," she said.
"It would help," he told her. She was embarrassed about giving it to the lawyer. The picture showed her lying on her back with one guy getting his cock sucked and the other one fucking her. "Please," the lawyer said. "If you don't trust me, I can't help you."
Doreen reluctantly handed him the photograph. He looked at it and though he didn't say anything, she knew he was thinking all sorts of horrible things about her. After staring at the picture for some time, he got up and told her he would have to prepare certain papers after several calls were made. "I must check with some other lawyers about this. I'm not sure what the precedents are for it."
He went into another office so he could speak privately to some people. She sat in the chair wailing for him to return. The door soon opened, but instead of the lawyer, was a young man who looked like a younger version of the lawyer. The man's son, thought Doreen.
"Oh, I'm sorry," said the boy. "I thought my father was here." He started to go.
"He'll be back. He said he would only be a few moments." Doreen couldn't take her eyes off the boy. He was not more than eighteen and had a huge lock of curly black hair dangling over his forehead. There a something wry virile and masculine about him, and she couldn't help but stare at him.
The boy noticed her intensity, and he was intrigued by it. He walked over to the desk and sat down in a chair next to her.
"I'm Hal," he said, shaking her hand. "Dad usually doesn't see people at home, that's why I just barged in here."
"Oh, that's okay," she replied. Just looking at his body was making her juices flow, and she noticed that he was returning her gaze. His eyes seemed to be fixed on her blouse, and she wished that she had unbuttoned a few buttons. It would really give her a thrill if she knew he could see inside her blouse and look at her tits.
The boy's glance shifted to the rest of her. From the position he was seated in, she couldn't be sure if he had an erection, and as she tried to strain to see, her chair started to tip over. He got up quickly to catch her before she fell, and in doing so, the boy's glance happened upon the desk where the photograph was lying.
He looked at the picture and then looked back at her. She blushed again, realizing that the boy now would know that the picture was of her.
If he didn't have a hard-on before, he sure had one now. As he looked at that picture of her getting fucked twice at the same time, he started to long for her body. His girlfriend rarely put out for him, and he was tired of jerking off. The more he stared at the picture, the stiffer his dick got, and when he turned his attention back to her, she had unbuttoned her blouse and he could now see inside it to look at her ripe fleshy tits.
The sound of his father still on the phone was making both of them think the same thing. Did they have time to get something on with one another? Doreen could only think of what a gorgeous cock the boy must have between his legs, and she gingerly reached out to touch his bulging crotch.
He groaned with pleasure as she stroked his shaft. He leaned back and let her rub his throbbing meat over and over, causing him to feel a slight pain as his dick pressed hard against his pants.
He's so hot and horny that if she had rubbed his dong any harder, he would have shot his load right in his pants, but just when he we reaching climax, she stopped, realizing what was happening to him. She pulled her hand away and let him start to rub her breasts.
She took hold of his hand and placed it on one of her tits. The boy groaned with pleasure as she let him rub her tits and nipples all over, making her nipples as hard as tiny steel cocks.
This boy's approach was quite different from the bellboy's. Though they weren't that much different in age, Hal was much more gentle and much less experienced. She wondered if he had ever fucked a girl before, and the thought that she might be the first woman he had ever fucked started to turn her on greatly.
Her juices were gushing out of her vagina now, and as he fondled her melons, she took his other hand and placed it on her thigh. She let him feel his way towards that bushy mound between her legs, and as he did so, she knew he could feel the warm sticky juices oozing out of her slit.
She had to restrain herself from grabbing hold of the boy's zipper and pulling it down. She wanted to ram that cock up her cunt.
"Does that feel good?" she asked him as he gently pushed a finger against her luscious cunt lips.
He nodded. She could see him breathing heavily. He continued to rub a finger against her pussy, and as she spread her legs wide, his finger slid into her slit. She took hold of his wrist and gently helped him pump his finger further and further up her snatch.
The boy's dick was throbbing wildly. She ached to unzip his pants and take out his cock and balls, but she didn't want him to come right away. It was obvious that he was so hot, that a slight touching of his pecker would force his juice to come spurting out.
"Lick these," she said, cupping her tits in her hand and offering them to him. "I like it. I know you will." The boy's tongue immediately coated her entire melons with his mouth juice. He was eager to lick every part of her fleshy mounds, and as he sucked and slurped all over her tits, he began to pump his fingers so hard up her snatch that she began to cream as if it were a hard cock that was fucking her.
She couldn't stand not touching his penis anymore, and she unzipped his fly to reach in and take hold of his meat. He groaned with pleasure as she did so, and when she could touch his hard flesh, she oozed so much juice that his fingers came slipping out with her honey.
"Shove them back in," she moaned. "It feels like I'm being fucked! Ohhhhh! Does that feel good!"
The boy started to finger-fuck her again, and this time, he jabbed his fingers really deep into her crack. She spread her legs as wide as she could and rocked slowly back and forth to give herself the feeling that she was being fucked.
Doreen gently stroked the boy's sweaty balls.
"Now I want this!" she whispered to him. "I want this up my pussy! Please! Do you know how? I'll show you."
He knew how, but he also knew better than to admit it. It would turn him on even more if she thought he was fucking a woman for the first time. As she instructed him, his prong throbbed so hard that he had to shift his attention to something other than her body so that he wouldn't shoot off too quickly.
"Let me show you where it goes," she said, guiding his aching rod towards her open hole. "It's gonna slide all the way in right over here," she said, pushing her pussy lips up against his burning cock head. "Ahhhh, just like that. Ohhhhhh! You learn quick. Ohhhh! That's so good! Now push it in! Ohhhhhh! That's it! Ohhhhh! I like that! Fuck me! Ohhhhhh! It's so hard! It feels so good!"
The boy's penis pressed hard up against her cunt walls. She was so hot and juiced up inside that he knew he could slide all the way along her pussy channel, but he chose to go slowly as if he needed to be taught what to do.
"How do you feel?" she asked him. "It feels good, right?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "It feels real good!" His rod started to plunge further, and further into her stomach. The warmth of her cunt surrounded his cock and as he started to pump his prick up her bush, his balls slapped against it, and, his whole body was shivering with delight.
"Fuck me harder!" she panted, grabbing hold of his ass and pulling him towards her. "Fuck me really hard!"
The boy was pounding her now as hard as he could. He rubbed his face against her tits, and sucked and licked her nipples rapidly. She felt that she was being consumed by this teen, and she loved every minute of it.
The two of them slowly sank down off the chair and onto the rug-covered floor. They rolled about the rug, his cock still pumping in and out of her snatch, and now he was grabbing hold of her ass, and starting to slide a finger into her rectum.
"No, don't do that," she moaned, feeling his finger going up her anus further and further. He wouldn't stop. He had seen her in that photograph with a cock in her mouth and one up her snatch, and even though he didn't know she got fucked up the ass, he wanted to get a feel of her shit tube. No matter what she said, she would enjoy it.
He continued to finger-fuck her asshole, and then, just before his pecker was about to bust up her hole, he drew it out of that cunt and turned her over onto her stomach.
"What're you going to do?" she asked him, tearing that he was about to drive his tool into her asshole.
"You're gonna get fucked up the ass," he said, confirming her suspicions. "I know you're gonna like it."
She hated to feel his cock leaving her pussy. It had been so long since she had been fucked up her cunt, she almost couldn't remember what it felt like to have a cock squishing about up her slit after it had shot its load of scum.
"Ahhhhhhh!!" sighed the boy as his prong slowly sank into her dark passageway. "Ohhhhh! That's so good! Ohhhhh! I like fucking asses. Ohhhhhh!"
His long hard spear plunged deeper and deeper into her anus. She felt his hands spreading her ass-cheeks really wide so that his cock could plow all the way into her rear end, but the pain wasn't very great this time. Her ass was by now becoming used to getting a stiff rigid dong stuffed up it, and she only felt pleasure a his meat pressed hard against her anal walls.
The boy was still rubbing her tits, and she could feel his fingers pinching her nipples so hard there would be small red marks all over her breasts in the morning. Still, she let him do whatever he wanted. It was hard for Doreen to resist giving in to all the pleasures that a teen wanted with her. There wasn't anything she wouldn't do for a young cock.
Hal rammed his dong so hard into her shit tube that she could feel it pressing against her pussy. She longed for something hard inside her snatch, and she had to content herself with her fingers. They could never replace a hard cock fucking her cunt, but would have to do for the moment.
Hal's nuts were slapping violently against her buttocks. She realized now that he wasn't a novice, but it didn't diminish the pleasure she felt. His hard prong slashed through her anus until her clit was trembling with anticipatory pleasure.
Her juices were now starting to gush out of her slit so fast that her hand was thoroughly coated with her cunt foam. She rubbed her clit harder and harder. Hal was banging into her ass so hard that he began to cry out with pleasure as he was on the verge of shooting.
"Fuck me!" she cried. "Ohhhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!" She forgot completely where she was and she screamed at the top other lungs. Her cries brought the lawyer rushing frantically back to his study to see what all the fuss was about.
The door opened and the man's jaw dropped as he saw his son fucking his client up the ass. "HAL!" he screamed, but his son was too hot to pay any attention. His cock was ready to explode, and he rammed and pumped his meat over and over inside that woman's hot asshole.
"Get fucked!" cried Hal. "Ohhhhhh! I'm gonna shoot! Ohhhhhhhh! Baby, I'm comin'! Ohhhhh! Aiiieeeeee! I'm comin'!"
Doreen felt the thick hot jets of sperm shooting into her rectum. She wriggled with pleasure, making sure that his hot juice squirted all over her tube. It was warm and sticky, and she felt wave after wave of jetted come entering her body through her ass.
Her hands worked her pussy over quite violently. She gave herself a wild orgasm as she stimulated her clit. Her whole body was shaking with pleasure. His young cock had done wonders for her, and for a brief time she was feeling supreme ecstasy.
As the boy finished ejaculating up her asshole, he withdrew his pecker. The last of his hot semen dripped off his dick and landed against her buttocks.
"Ohh, that was so good," he mooned, not having heard the boy's father screaming at them.
Hal knew his father was there, and as he pulled off Doreen, he got up and put his cock and balls back into his pants. He tried to get out of the room without his father catching him, but the older man hit his son with such force that the boy went careening out the door.
"And as for you!" shouted the man. "You lousy fucking whore! I'm not taking your case, you slut! Get out of my house! You filthy pig! How dare you!"
Doreen was startled, but she quickly got up, adjusted her clothing and tried to argue with him. "He wanted it, too," she said lamely, as if that would make everything all right.
"I don't care!" shouted the man. "You are disgusting! You would've had a case too, 'cause those boys in the hotel do it over and over again with lots of women, but I'm not gonna handle it. You pig! You go elsewhere! Get out of here!"
Doreen hurried out the door. She cursed herself for being enslaved by young cock. She didn't know what would happen to her now. Whatever job she took would ruin her if there were young men around. She had to have young cock or she would die. Perhaps if she left town, then things might be okay. Let them sell the pictures. Who cared?
Doreen tried to tell herself that if she moved to another town things would work out all right, but in the back of her mind she knew that the same things might just happen all over again.
Discouraged, she went home after buying herself a quart of scotch. She would drink herself into a stupor and only when she revived would she think about what she was to do.
For several days, Doreen didn't leave her house. She ate every last bit of food and it was only when there was nothing left to eat that she finally decided to venture forth.
She hadn't shown up at the hotel again, and waited until the boys would actually try to sell the pictures. There was no point in going to a lawyer. It had been too humiliating to tell him what had happened. No, she would just try to live with it, if the boys should go through with their ugly plan.



CHAPTER NINE


She was on her way out the door for the first time in many days when the phone rang. She picked it up, not really wanting to talk to anyone. For all she knew, she would now start receiving obscene telephone calls.
It was Tom. Despite herself, she was pleased to hear from him. He seemed awfully apologetic about what he had done, and asked if she would come right over to see him.
She was thrilled to do so. What could have happened to make Tom change his mind about her? She didn't know, but whatever it was, she was glad he had called.
When she got there, she was so eager to so him, she didn't notice a photograph lying on the coffee table. It wasn't until he had served her a drink that she walked what it was. She gasped in horror.
"Is that you?" he asked her, sipping his drink, watching her face for any clue that would give her away.
"Uh, no… how could you think that? No, it's not me…" It was evident that she was clearly embarrassed by it.
"I think it is your [missing text]," he told her. "It sure looks like you."
Doreen stared at it. It was a terrible picture. It showed her lying on her stomach and getting fucked up the ass. It was one of the pictures that the boy had taken. He kept his word. He had started to make copies and sell them.
"Where'd you get it?" she asked him. He grinned at her.
"So it is you," he said simply. "I kinda figured it was. Yeah, I knew it."
"How'd you get it?" she asked him. "I must know."
"Ah, some guy was sellin' 'em. You know, I wondered what you were doin' to get some money."
"Is that why you wanted me here, to embarrass me?"
Tom shook his head. "Nah, I wanted to apologize to you. Maybe you'n I can get it off together after all."
"I thought you only liked girls younger than me," she said to him.
"Yeah, but they don't like to get fucked up the ass. When I saw your picture, I knew you liked it. So I figured…"
"Well, you figured wrong," she said. "If all you want is some, ass to fuck, go find one elsewhere. I'm sorry I ever did that with that guy. I just had no job but I don't need your sympathy."
Tom couldn't quite understand Doreen. Didn't she always say she wanted to have sex with him? Doreen started to get up to go. He kept looking at her ass and rubbing his crotch, wondering if he would succeed if he just grabbed her and rammed his cock up her shit tube.
"Oh, by the way," he said casually, as she was heading for the door, "I got some news about that guy in the school."
"What guy?" she asked. "One of the seniors?"
"Nah, the guy what fired you."
"You mean Dr. Stevenson? The principal?"
"Yeah, that's who. I got some dope on him. One of my friends told me."
"Told you what?" she asked.
"Well, I shouldn't tell you, because she told me – not to tell, but if you'll stay here with me, maybe we can make a deal."
"Tell me what you know," she said. "What about him? He still owes me some money."
"Yeah, well – you can collect, I bet. This chick that I was screwin', well, she was screwin' around with someone else too."
"Who?" asked Doreen, and then it dawned on her. "You mean?"
"Yeah," grinned Tom. "That guy was fuckin' her too."
"But he fired me because of what I was doing with two of the students. What a hypocrite!"
"Yeah. Ellie's her name. Ellie Jameson. She said that old guy was fuckin' her all the time. Right in his office too, after everyone went on home. I thought you'd like to know."
Doreen smiled to herself. "If I could only catch him at it. I bet I could not only get my back pay, but I could get my job back, too. Would your friend tell you when her next date with that creep was?"
"Yeah, if I ask her nice. She likes me better'n him. She only does it so she won't get kicked out a school. She fucks around with a lota guys. Not just me and him."
Doreen saw her chance. She agreed to be ass-fucked by Tom if that was how she would get information about Dr. Stevenson. She would find out when he was fucking that girl, and walk in on them. Boy, would he be frantic!
Tom got the information for her. "Good," said Doreen, planning to go back to the school the next afternoon. "I just hope I catch them in the act."
Tom chuckled. "I'd like to be there," he said. "Boy, would that be funny!"
Doreen began to like Tom again. Even though he wasn't perfect, he was still the only thing around for her, aside from her teens she still so desperately craved. She would still be leading a very lonely life if she didn't settle down with someone. A single life was not for her.
Her scheme worked. She saw the girl secretly entering the principal's office after school. Doreen had managed to get a copy of the key to his office from one of her friends at school, a secretary. She listened by the door of the office until she knew that both of them would be completely undressed.
She turned the key in the lock. There was stunned silence at the entrance. She walked in and caught the principal of the school just about to fuck his teenaged student.
"Well, Dr. Hypocrite, what've you got to say for yourself?"
"Um… er… Miss Miller… um…"
Obviously nothing, thought Doreen. She felt triumphant. She had snuck a camera with her and immediately started to take pictures. The principal became quite frantic, just as she had supposed.
"Well, now," she said, putting the camera away. "I don't suppose you need a new librarian, do you? I was looking for a job."
"Um…" He continued to stammer. He knew what game she a playing but it seemed as if she had all the cards.
"I'll talk to you later," he said, indicating he didn't want to talk in front of his student.
"No, now," she said. "If the girl's old enough to be fucked, she'd old enough to listen."
"Very well," said Dr. Stevenson, "you can have your old job back. May I have that camera?"
"No," said Doreen. "I'm not stupid. I'll hold onto the pictures just in case you go back on your word. And, by the way, you owe me two weeks pay."



CHAPTER TEN


Doreen Miller had done it. She got her job back and not only two weeks pay, but pay for the time she had been off work. It was a good thing the photographs of her hadn't crossed the principal's desk.
She and Tom realized that they needed each other, if not for sex, then at least for companionship and social acceptability, but they both understood each other's needs.
"We could go on a honeymoon," they said, when they decided to get married. Doreen and Tom smiled at each other. It would have to be a honeymoon for more than two. They couldn't accomplish very much with just each other. They would need two additional people, specifically a girl for Tom and a boy for Doreen.
"I'd like to take Ellie," said Tom.
They agreed to stay in town for their honeymoon, and, on her first day back in school, when she saw Gary, she knew that he would have to be the one to fuck her.
Despite their staying in the same hotel as the bellboy that had tried to blackmail her she knew it would be comfortable and discreet. They could do all sorts of things, and no one would know.
Gary was only too willing to go along. "I kinda missed you," he said, rubbing his hands on his fly. "You know what I mean."
"I sure do," said Doreen. "I've missed you and your friend Ronnie too."
Gary nodded. "Yeah, he kinda liked it," the boy said. "Is he gonna come too?"
"Perhaps later," said Doreen. "But now, it'll just be the four of us."
They checked into the Simpson House.
Though it was Doreen and Tom who were married to each other, they had very little to do with each other on their honeymoon. They had requested, and gotten, two double beds.
Doreen sat down on her bed with Gary standing nearby. He was interested in Ellie but Doreen firmly brought him to her. She wasn't going to lose this young cock to some nymphet. She wanted Gary to herself, and she was about to have him. She had gone through too much to give him up now.
Doreen could feel her juices start to flow. She and Gary were taking their time about getting into bed, and as she looked over at Tom and Ellie, she realized that those two were far ahead of them.
Tom was already nude, and he was slowly undressing his girlfriend. Tom's prick was quite thick and hard, and Ellie kept touching it and caressing it with her fingers. Doreen's cunt started to ooze even faster as she watched the girl trying to take Tom's huge thick dong into her mouth.
"You like to suck it, dontcha?" he asked the girl. She nodded.
"That's what I wanna get," said Gary. "I wanna get my big prick sucked just like he's gettin'. I like gettin' sucked off."
"No," said Doreen. "This is my honeymoon, and I'm going to get what I want. I want to be fucked, Gary. I want to feel that hard cock all the way in my pussy. C'mon, Gary, let's see what you got. Let's see if you can do it even better than before."
Gary grinned. "Sure, baby," he said. "I can do it lots better'n before. Now I wanna really give it t'ya good."
Gary's prick was bulging out of his pants. Doreen could see the large firm outline pressing against the fabric of his jeans, and her pussy juices were oozing and flowing out of her cunt so fast that her whole crotch area was becoming thoroughly soaked.
"You're gonna fuck me, right?" she asked, reaching out to massage his throbbing tool.
"Yeah, baby," he said. "I'm gonna fuck you so hard, my dick is gonna come right outta your asshole. That's how hard I'm gonna fuck you." Doreen twisted her legs back and forth as if to stem the rapidly rising tide of creaming pussy lubricants. She licked her lips in anticipation of a glorious fuck. She knew that her body would become satisfied. She eagerly awaited his hard cock sliding deep within her lusty crack.
"Then fuck me," she whispered. "Don't talk about it, do it. Make me feel that hard dong in my slit. Fuck me, Gary! Fuck me! Ohhh! Fuck me hard!"
Her cries for pleasure aroused Tom and Ellie who stopped their activity to watch the new bride and her stud. Tom's penis was already plunged all the way into Ellie's face when they turned their attention to Doreen and Gary. Tom slowly moved his rod back and forth inside the teen's mouth as he watched Doreen take Gary's pants off and get to his throbbing poker.
"Do it, stud baby," moaned Doreen as his enormous prong sprang up at her. "Ohhhhhh! It's so good, Gary! I must have it! Do it! Fuck me! Ohhhhhh! Look at him, Tom! Look at my cunt getting fucked!"
Doreen's luscious mound was shining in the light as her juices acted like a mirror. Her slit was rough and red and Gary could stare down inside her hole and see her knobby clit trembling with lust. He put a finger on her raw pussy lips, and massaged her opening gently.
"That's so good!" she moaned. "Ohhhhhh! I want it bad! Fuck me, Gary! Inside! Do it inside! Ohhhhhhh! Let me feel it in my hole! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Her body was craving Gary's spike as if she had never felt a hard cock before. She was consumed by desire. Her whole body needed to be fucked, and she moaned and writhed as the teen's rigid whang slowly started to spread her cunt flaps apart.
"Yes! Yes!" she died. "Yes! Ohhhhhh! Do it! Ohhhhhhh!!"
Ellie watched Doreen getting fucked, and she began to slide a finger up her own snatch. She would have Tom fuck her when she had finished giving him a blow-job, and she wished that Gary would be fucking her too. Ellie, like Doreen, needed cock to keep her satisfied, and one cock was never enough.
Tom slowly was pumping his meat back and forth in the girl's face. She sucked hard, aching to feel that very same penis pounding her hole. She wanted three cocks. One in her mouth, one up her snatch, and the other one in her asshole. She hoped she would get all of that before this honeymoon was over.
Doreen sighed as Gary's tool plunged into her pussy. She could feel the rounded cock head pushing into her hole and she squeezed her legs tightly around the tip of his organ. He pushed into her deeper and deeper, and with every stroke of his cock, she sighed louder. Her whole body was groaning with pleasure. It was the greatest fuck of her life.
Gary's balls were thick and heavy with cream. He knew that fucking her slowly was the best way to turn on, and as he gently lowered his dong into her crevice, his rising tide of passion began to take hold of him.
Gary rubbed Doreen's body all over. He pinched her tits, feeling her nipples rapidly becoming hard and rigid. He continued to massage her melons, rubbing and pressing on them, sending Doreen into fits of ecstasy.
His hands moved all over. He reached underneath her body and stroked her back, working his way down to her creamy ass.
"Ahhhhh!" she sighed loudly, as his knuckles kneaded her soft buns. "Ohhhhhhhh! That's good, Gary! Ohhhhhh!" The tip of his index finger toyed with the opening of her asshole. She ached to feel it sliding all the way into her rectum, but he moved slowly, and with every fraction of an inch he went in deeper, she screamed with pleasure.
"Fuck me, ohhhhhhhh! Do it, do it up my ass!" She pulled her body slightly upwards so that he could get several fingers into her anus. Now he had two fingers rubbing against her rectal wall, and she moaned with even greater pleasure as his cock slid into her pussy.
She was being plugged up from two ends now. It was heavenly. Her body never knew that so much pleasure we contained inside. She wriggled and twisted as his fingers did up her and his cock rammed into her cunt at the same time, moving faster and faster with every hot and hard stroke.
Ellie was gnawing voraciously on Tom's penis. She sucked and licked that enormous spear until Tom's attention turned away from Doreen's body and back to Ellie's. She was eager to feel his hot scum spurting down her throat, and she rubbed his dick with her had as she slurped her saliva all over that dork, until Tom was so close to shooting his jism that he had to forcibly remove her hand from his dick.
"Easy, baby, or I'll shoot," he told her. She nodded. She didn't want him to come before he was ready, even tough she would've loved to feel that hot fizz racing into her belly.
She slowly released his hard-on and let his huge prick dangle up above her face as she buried her nose in his balls. She was now sucking and licking on those hairy nuts, sliding her tongue underneath his body until she was pressing the tip of her tongue just at Tom's asshole.
He started to moan loudly, and grabbed hold of his tool and rammed it between Ellie's hungry lips. "Now suck hard on it!" he cried. "Suck real hard on it!"
She felt his huge prong about to burst as she took it all the way into her throat. It started to slide back and forth faster and faster, and from Tom's groans and chants, she knew he was about to release his fluid into her mouth.
"Suck that cock!" he screamed. "ohhhhhh! Baby eat it!" He was jabbing and ramming his prong really hard inside her face.
Doreen turned to look and as she saw Tom about to come, she pumped her body up and down until Gary's pole was completely buried into her snatch. Only Gary's furry balls were outside her vagina, and they were slapping against her meat really hard.
Doreen's breath came out in short gasps. She was almost ready to climax herself, and her clit was driving her to distraction. Her entire body was about to pour out of her hole. She was twisting and turning as Gary pounded his peter back and forth along her valley.
"Fuck me!" she wailed. "Fuck me harder! Ohhhhhh! I wanna feel it pour inside me! Fuck me! Ohhhhhhh!"
Gary's body trembled with passion. He was very close to coming. His balls were frantically dancing on her slit, aching to release.
His fingers were ramming her asshole harder than ever. Their bodies twisted and shook as he neared orgasm.
Squishing sounds could be heard as Gary's rod plunged into that wet hole. She was so juiced up that it was like fucking pudding. She screamed at the top of her lungs, aching for that hot semen to come pouring into her.
"Fuck me! Shoot it, Gary! Fuck mee! I want it! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhhh! Fuck me! Fuck me! Ohhhhhhhhhhh!"
Her body could hardly take any more. Her clit was driving her wild. She started to climax just as Gary's penis finally began to spurt his hot scum up her snatch.
"Aaaaiiiiieeeeee!" he screamed. "Ohhhhhhhhh!! I'm coming!! Ohhhhhhhh!! Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!"
He rolled over and over with Doreen as his penis erupted. The hot juice poured out of his prong and flooded her pussy so thoroughly that her cunt couldn't contain it all. His sperm leaked out of her slit and, mixed with her own lubricating honey, it ran down her, body and gushed back onto Gary's cock hairs. Both hairy crotches were soaked.
The sticky fluid kept pouring out of his cock. Their cries of passion filled the air, and his dick kept jabbing hard into her steamy bush.
Tom saw Doreen going wild as her cunt was flooded with hot lather, and just at that moment his dick started to boil over and stream down Ellie's throat.
"Suck that cock!!" he shouted. "I'm coming! Eat it! Eat that cock! Ohhhhhhh! Suckit all up! Eat it! Suck it! Ohhhhhhh!"
Ellie felt her body become saturated with semen. She had never felt so much jism entering her belly before. It seemed as if Tom would never stop coming.
Her pussy was leaking rapidly. She pumped her fingers back and forth up her snatch as she swallowed Tom's sperm, and kept a firm grasp on, Tom's cock and balls so his cock wouldn't slip out of her mouth. She didn't want to miss a single drop of that glorious cream. She squeezed his balls too, just to make sure that every bit of hot foam would spill into her body.
Gary kept his prong inserted up Doreen's pussy. Even after all the juice flowed out of his dick, he lay there, holding her in his arms.
"Man, you were dynamite!" he exclaimed. "Christ, you really went wild!"
"I needed it," she said. "I needed that young cock. I want to be with you all the time, Gary, whenever I need a young fuck."
He smiled. He was glad to be the stud she chose. He was lucky. It could have been Ronnie or any other guy at school, but she chose him.
Doreen had chosen Gary because his huge dong thrilled her more than any other cock that ever fucked her. She and Tom could now have the best of both worlds. They were married to each other, which was socially acceptable. No one would call her a spinster now, and make fun of her. And she could still have young men fuck her.
Though Gary would be the guy she wanted most, she knew she would have many young met. As long as she kept her looks and her figure, the list would be limitless. She planned on having more cock now that she was married than she had when she was still single.
As Gary started to fuck her again, she thought she we the luckiest woman alive. Perhaps it was necessary to go through all that suffering to arrive at paradise. For it was paradise she was in now. It had to be paradise. How many other women could say that?
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