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Teacher turns on





CHAPTER ONE


Jane White, an attractive and soft spoken brunette, turned shyly to her fiance and said, "Don, darling, take me to bed. Please, right now." Don Davis gawked at her. They'd been spending a quiet evening in Jane's home, sipping drinks, watching television, when suddenly, this. "What did you say, Jane?" he asked.
"Take me to bed," she repeated urgently. "Make love to me, Don."
Don just stared for a long moment as if he couldn't believe his ears. Then he said, "But darling, don't you want to wait till we're married?"
Jane's heart sank.
She was thirty-five years old, not getting any younger, and she'd hardly even been kissed before she met Don. She was dying to know what sex was like, but the wedding was six months away. Even more, she wanted to know what Don was like in bed. For the past few weeks she'd been worrying about it, wondering if Don was really man enough to please her.
It wasn't that she didn't love him. The moment she met Don, a fellow teacher at Oakdale High School, she'd known he was the man she'd been waiting for all those years. She'd never married because she was choosy, wanting a husband who thought like she did, who shared her beliefs. But there was something not quite right about their relationship. Don had never once tried to take her to bed.
Jane had been pursued by other men, and though she'd saved her virginity for the right one, she knew that a normal man would at least try to get her into bed. Don didn't try. He seemed content to wait months and months till they were legally married. The most she ever got out of him was hugs and friendly kisses.
Jane had had enough. She had to know if her fiance was really a man in the fullest sense of the word.
"No, Don," she said softly but firmly, "I don't want to wait. I love you, and I want you now. Don't you want me?"
Don, an attractive but mild-mannered man of forty, looked like an athlete turned professor. His tall body was lean and hard-muscled, his face tan and healthy, but his horn-rimmed glasses and modest suits gave him a meek and harmless appearance. Jane had been longing to see him with his clothes off. She sensed that his strong hard body would turn her on like crazy.
"Of course I want you, baby," Don said nervously, "but I want everything to be perfect for us. I don't want us to do anything we'll be sorry for."
"How could we be sorry for making love?" Jane said. "We love each other, Don. It would only be natural to express it as fully as we can."
"And what if you got pregnant?" Don asked. They didn't intend to have children but to devote themselves to teaching.
"I'll take care of that," Jane said with a grin. "I'm a modern girl. There'd be nothing to worry about. Please, Don, if there's something else holding you back, it's only fair to tell me."
Don reddened a little, but he replied firmly, "No, it's just a matter of principle, Jane. I don't want us to look back and feel guilty because we didn't wait."
Jane gave a small exasperated sigh. Usually Don was so sensible and good and tired about everything, but when it came to sex he seemed to be living in the Victorian Era. What was the matter with the man? Was be concealing some terrible defect? Was it possible that he couldn't make love at all? Jane had to know.
"I could never feel guilty about making love with you," she said firmly. "Besides, Don, it makes good sense to find out if we're compatible that way. What if we get married and find out we're not good sexual partners? I insist, Don. I want to know now."
Don was reddening all the way down to his socks, but when he saw the look of determination in her eyes, he knew that arguing would do no good. His fiance was gentle and modest, but when she made up her mind about something, that was it.
"All right, Jane," he said, "you win. I just hope you won't regret it."
"Never," Jane said with a warm smile.
Her heart began to pound. The moment had finally come. She'd waited a long, long time, but she was glad she'd waited for the right man. She didn't want to lose her virginity in some sleazy overnight encounter, didn't want her first lover to be someone she didn't care for. It had to be Don or no one. But thirty-five years was a very long time to wait for sexual release, and Jane was impatient to get started.
She stood up and said, "Come on, darling, let's go in my bedroom. We don't want to make love on the couch like a couple of guilty kids."
Don looked very uneasy as he got up and followed her down the hall to her room, but Jane figured it was just shyness and that he'd warm up once they got started. She recalled a few times when he'd kissed her and it threatened to get out of hand, his tongue straying hungrily into her mouth. He'd always stopped himself in time, but now he didn't have to.
What would it be like? Jane knew all the technical details of sex, having read everything she could lay hands on, but she still had no idea of how it felt. She'd never been undressed in front of a man before, never been caressed. She felt both nervous and excited. She knew she was a normal, healthy woman with normal needs, but she'd denied herself far so many years, she didn't even know how to respond. She hoped she wouldn't be too awkward.
They entered the bedroom, and Jane turned on just one small bedside lamp, bathing the room in a mellow glow. She turned to Don and smiled, but he still looked nervous. He only managed a weak grin. Wanting to set him at ease, Jane walked up and put her arms around him and gave him a brief but urgent kiss.
"Darling," she laughed, "don't be so nervous. You'd think you were the virgin, not me."
He managed a chuckle. "I just want to do right by you, that's all," he said.
"You will," said Jane. "Let's get undressed."
Don fumbled nervously with his tie while Jane kicked off her shoes. She knew he'd had other girls, but she thought it odd that he was being so nervous and hesitant. He seemed to be taking far too long getting out of his clothes. Jane couldn't delay. She whisked off her pantyhose and hurriedly unbuttoned her dress. Don suddenly stopped moving, his eyes focused hotly on her tall lush figure.
Ah, Jane thought, maybe this will turn him on. If it excited him to watch her strip, fine, she'd make, a show of it. Smiling enticingly, she faced him as she opened her dress and let the silky garment slip off her shoulders and waft to the floor. She stood there in her lacy blue bra and panties, knowing there was plenty for a man to look at. She wasn't a young girl any more, but she still had a damned nice body.
Jane was tall, about five-eight, and perfectly proportioned, with long lovely legs, trim rounded hips, and a tiny firm waist. Her breasts were large and jutting, not a trace of sag. Her rich glossy brown hair hung to her shouldcrs. She had large dark eyes and a white flashing smile. There was nothing to turn a man off.
Still facing Don, smiling, she reached around and unhooked her bra. Don's blush deepened, but he didn't look away. It was as if he couldn't look away, his hot eyes riveted to her chest as she slowly drew away her bra. Jane's magnificent breasts, like large round melons, gently jiggled into their natural pout, capped with small rosy nipples. Dan's eyes widened.
"My God," he said hoarsely, "You're beautiful."
That was encouraging. "Thank you, darling," she said. "I bet you're pretty nice yourself, but I'll never know unless you start undressing."
"Oh, sorry," he said with an embarrassed laugh. "I was busy looking at you."
He began fumbling with his tie again, but he was looking intently at Jane as she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her little blue panties and began lowering the garment slowly. She meant to tease by doing it gradually, but she was also starting to feel a little shy. After all, no man had ever seen her naked before.
She didn't mind showing Don her tits, she wasn't self-conscious about that, but it was different when it came to her pussy. Very slowly she inched down her panties, and as the first glossy brown pubic hairs sprang into view, her blush deepened. Don's eyes were glued to her lower belly, and as she inched her panties lower, he licked his lips.
Well, did she want to lose her virginity or not? No point in being shy about it now. Blushing but determined, Jane suddenly whisked her panties all the way down and stepped out of them. Her glossy little brown bush was a delightful puff of delicate curls, and Don's glowing eyes showed that he liked it. Still he hadn't even got his tie unknotted.
"Darling, am I going to do this all alone?" Jane teased. "I was hoping to have a partner."
Don't voice was hoarse with lust. "Sorry," he said, "I just couldn't take my eyes off you. I'll be right with you."
Jane walked over to the bed, her large round tits bouncing enticingly. She lay down on her back, brazenly parting her legs a little to give Don a tantalizing glimpse of her pretty pink slit. It embarrassed her, but she was willing to do anything to fire him up. As she lay there and watched, he finally took off his clothes.
His body was everything she'd hoped for and dreamed of. He removed his jacket and shift, and Jane feasted her eyes on his hard lean chest with its thick thatch of brown curls. He got out of his shoes, socks and pants, and she admired his taut-muscled long legs. But of course the most interesting sight was yet to come. Jane had never seen a cock before.
She tried to contain her excitement, only blushing a little as Don removed his shorts. Her blush deepened when she finally saw his prick a thick soft pale appendage dangling loosely from a crisp brown bush. She feasted her eyes on his limp wagging rosy balls and red-capped milky pale cock. She thought the whole thing was beautiful.
She'd seen pictures of cocks before, photos and paintings of naked men, but they couldn't compare with the reality. She felt a hot burst of lust as she eyed a real cock for the first time. She felt a sudden glowing in her pussy, a swelling and moistening, and her heart pounded with excitement. Don stood there blushing and naked, as if hesitant to approach her.
"Come here, darling," she said eagerly. "Hurry."
He took a deep breath and strode over to the bed, his flaccid pale dick waggling crazily. Jane couldn't take her eyes off it. She knew from her reading that it was limp and little, but it looked enormous to her. She wondered if her virgin cunt could take his erect cock. She sure as hell was willing to try! She was so tired of being a virgin, of being left out of life's greatest pleasure.
Don slipped onto the bed beside her and took her in his arms. Jane went to him eagerly, touching his hard naked flesh for the first time. Her fluffy brown bush pressed against his soft warm cock, and her big melon-shaped tits flattened against his hard hairy chest. This was where she belonged, and she knew it. She gave a purr of contentment and Don began to kiss her.
He was less shy this time, working his tongue into her mouth, running his hands eagerly over her silky curved body. Jane didn't feel shy at all now, eagerly cupping his tight round ass, wantonly tickling his limp dick with her curly little bush. Everything felt so right, so good, to her. It was silly to wait for marriage to fuck the man she loved.
"Ummmm, darling, I feel so excited," she said. "Please don't hold back. Make love to me now."
As she spoke, she wiggled her furry little muff against his soft cock again – and to her surprise and delight, Don's drowsy warm prick suddenly went hard. She felt it butting strongly against her naked belly, pawing long and thick and very stiff, lying like a steel rod between them.
"Sorry about that," he said.
"Sorry? Why?" said Jane. "It's what we want, isn't it?"
"Yes, but not so soon," Don said. "We don't want to rush."
Speak for yourself, Jane thought.
But he wasn't kidding, he really wanted to take his time. Jane was waiting eagerly for him to thrust that big hard cock between her legs, but instead he rolled her onto her back and cupped her big ripe breasts, gently molding and massaging the hot satiny flesh. Her large pale globes almost overflowed his hands. Don trailed his thumbs back and forth over her dainty dull-rose nipples, and Jane felt a shock of pleasure.
"Oh, yes, Don," she sighed, "that's very nice."
She hadn't realized that her tits could be a source of erotic pleasure, but she was learning fast. He gently squeezed her big hot jugs and massaged the delicate nipples, and Jane quivered with sensual delight, her pussy going suddenly wet and swollen and hot. Her, bashful fiance knew how to make love, how to turn her on, just as she'd hoped. She'd been sure there was a tiger lurking behind that modest image.
Don bent down and kissed her hot silky tits all over, his mouth wet and hungry. Jane moaned with delight and ran her fingers through his thick brown curly hair. As he bent over her, feasting on her lovely tits, she could see his erect cock for the first time, and the sight aroused her almost unbearably.
It had looked big before, but now it seemed enormous. Jane stared at eight inches of thick taut pale meat, the fierce erection hugging his belly snugly. The stalk of his prick was milky-pale and laced with the faint blue veins. The head was huge and knob-like, a dull purple, and there was a dark slit of a mouth oozing a tiny pearl of cock-juice.
Jane couldn't remain passive. She'd waited far too long to be with a man. She wanted to touch, feel, explore his handsome lean body. While Don crouched over her, hungrily kissing her full swollen tits, she reached out eagerly and laid her hand on his stiff thick cock. Don flinched violently, moaned, and then went still as she touched him.
Jane felt hot excitement as she touched a cock for the first time in her life. Don's fiercely swollen prick was hot, smooth, and silky, a delight to touch. She ran her fingers swiftly up and down the stiff stalk, feeling its incredible hardness, its lively throbbing, its radiating heat. She tickled her fingers into his crisp brown bush and down onto his hugely swollen red balls. Dan flinched and moaned again as she cupped his hot nut sacs.
"Baby," he said hoarsely, "go slow. Don't get me too excited."
Jane was disappointed. She wanted to throw caution to the winds and do every crazy thing she could think of. But Don continued his gentle caressing and kissing of her lush ripe boobs, setting the pace. Impatient but obedient, Jane gave his big hot swollen balls a gentle caress before moving her hand back to his cock. She curled her fingers around the fat stalk and pumped swiftly upward to the fat hard purple head.
More hot sticky juice had trickled from his cock-head, and Jane wickedly smeared it onto her fingers to make them slick. She cupped the bulb-like head of his prick and began to massage at eagerly, knowing from his moaning and trembling that he was very sensitive there. More hot juice bubbled out onto her stroking fingers, and Don began to breathe raggedly. Suddenly he reached down and took her hand off his cock.
"That's enough," he said. "I don't want to lose control."
Jane could have moaned with frustration. She wanted so badly to play with his handsome hard cock, to excite him into shameless lust. Why was he holding back? Why didn't he want to get excited? It was as if he were afraid to let himself go. She wondered what he was hiding.
Don must have sensed her impatience, because he distracted her by suddenly slipping his hand into her crotch. Jane gasped and flinched. No man had ever touched her there before. She felt his firm hand cupping her moist hot pussy, gently squeezing the swollen aroused flesh. She felt a dizzying wave of lusty excitement.
"Ohhhhh, yes, darling," she gasped, "touch me there."
Don's expert hands explored her virgin pussy, briefly fingering her tiny red clit, her plump scarlet pussylips, the little recessed mouth of her cunt, even the wrinkled taut mouth of her asshole. She found his touch incredibly exciting. He started to stroke her moist little clit, sending delicious waves of sensation through her belly, and she helplessly jerked her lusty pussy against his hand.
"Don," she said huskily, "I know I'm ready. Please, make love to me now. I want it!"
"No, baby," he said softly, "You're not quite ready yet. Trust me. I'll know when."
Jane clawed the bed in her frustration. Dammit all, she'd been ready for twenty years and more, and it was killing her to wait. Her starved pussy felt boiling hot and soaking wet, and Don had that fantastic hard-on. What in hell was he waiting for? How much more turned-on could a woman get?
Jane was soon to find out. Holding her close, Don took her hot moist little clit between his thumb and forefinger and started to knead the slick button gently but steadily. Jane moaned loudly as she experienced the keenest pleasure of her life. In lonely horny moments she'd sometimes played with herself there, stroking her receptive little clit till she came, but it hadn't felt nearly so good as Don's knowing fingers. He kneaded her fat little button, rolled it between his fingers, and each movement made Jane squeal with pleasure and cream hotly.
"Ohhhhh, darling, yes!" she gasped, "that feels wonderful!"
She felt herself gushing hot sticky pussy cream all over his hand, but there was nothing she could do to stop it. Her instincts took over, and her long lovely legs parted wider and wider, showing Don her achingly swollen soaked slit. She pumped her hips helplessly in time to his strokes. She'd never been so desperately horny in her life.
"Don, far God's sake," she panted, "I'm ready. Please, darling, I'll go crazy if we don't do it now. Please!"
Don looked reluctant as he drew his hand from her soaked steamy pussy, but from the hoarse and urgent tone of her voice, he knew she wasn't kidding. He knelt between her spread legs and gently fitted the huge swollen purple head of his cock to the tiny wet mouth of her virgin cunt. Jane panted with eagerness, but Don only looked worried.
"Honey, are you sure?" he said. "I don't want to hurt you."
"I don't mind," Jane panted. "I want you, Don, I want you right now. Do it, Don, fuck me."
He reddened – she'd never used that word before – but he couldn't doubt her need. Holding her gently, he began to push his thick swollen cock into her untried narrow cunt. Jane felt the huge hard head popping into her, stretching her little cunt mouth almost to bursting, stuffing her virgin twat to fullness. She wasn't afraid. She loved it. Her eager box flooded around his slowly invading meat, making the way slick and wet.
"Yes, yes, Don, yes," she gasped, "put it all the way into me, darling."
But Don worked with maddening slowness. Probably he was trying to be gentle, easing his swollen prick at a snail's pace into her flaming-hot little box, but Jane was going wild with frustration. Her every instinct demanded quick hard deep thrusts, not this very gentle slow penetration. Desperately she slammed her molten pussy up to meet his hard impalement, forcing his thick meat all the way to her womb.
"Fuck me, dammit," she panted, too lusty to be modest. "Ball me! Do it to me! Stop being so damned gentle. I love you, Don. I want you!"
He slipped his hands under her pert round ass and drew her snugly to him, and Jane panted with eagerness, waiting for the hard deep fucking her body demanded. Instead Don balled her with slow shallow strokes, as if she were so delicate she might break. Jane moaned with disappointment. Still she was so aroused by now that even his gentle soft thrusts were enough to bring her off. She felt a sudden explosion of pleasure deep in her boiling little cunt.
"You're making me come, darling," she gasped, "oh, oh, yes, ohhhhhh!"
Her hot little hole gripped his meat fiercely as she came. Through her dizzying pleasure, she felt Don trembling, trying to hold off his own climax till she finished coming. As soon as her spasms died down, he moaned hoarsely and shot a steamy blast of jism into her tight little box.
"Oh, Christ, I hope I didn't hurt you too much," he said, kissing her.
"No, dear, you didn't hurt me," Jane said dully.
Her disappointment was intense. She'd wanted wild, passionate, thrilling lovemaking, not this timid abort session that left her panting for more. Her disappointment deepened when Don immediately got up and left, saying that people might talk if he stayed too late. Jane lay in her bed seething with unsatisfied lust.
She loved Don very much, but he seemed unable to satisfy her in bed. Knowing this, could she marry him? She'd waited so long for sex, she refused to be cheated now. Would she have to look for another man?



CHAPTER TWO


When Jane reported for work the next morning to teach her English classes at Oakdale High, she was still feeling depressed and disappointed about her first experience with sex. As much as she loved Don, she felt he was a meek and uninspired lover that he could never satisfy the cravings she'd built up during so many years of spinsterhood.
Still when she saw him in the hall before classes, her face lit up. He was a sweet man, and she couldn't forget the nice times they'd had together. "Good morning, Don," she said cordially.
Dan colored slightly, no doubt remembering their love-making. "How are you?" he said, taking her hand. "I hope you're all right after – well, you know."
"Of course," Jane said, "I'm fine."
She went off feeling irritated. Why did he have to treat her like a china doll? She was healthy as a home, more than ready for the vigorous sex life he was denying her. She found herself, faced with a terrible dilemma – whether to marry the man she loved, even though she knew he couldn't take care of her in bed. That wasn't going to be an easy decision.
Her classes took her mind off her problems for the rest of the day. Jane was a popular and respected teacher, but the kids were still a handful, more interested in rapping and flirting than in learning English composition. There was one kid in particular, Kirk Stone, who consistently gave, her trouble. She dreaded the last class of the day, when Kirk would be there.
Kirk was eighteen, blond, and husky, and though he was an attractive boy and on the football team, he was also a delinquent. He'd been suspended from school twice and had appeared in juvenile court several times for joy riding and drinking beer under age. He was cocky and defiant, carrying out some private war against the whole adult world. Jane tried to get along with him as best she could, but some days nothing could make him behave.
Today was one of those days. Kirk was talking nonstop to another boy in the back row, distracting the rest of the class from the lesson. Finally Jane was fed up.
"Kirk," she said, "come and sit in the front row. We've had enough of your talking."
Kirk grinned as he gathered his books and came to the front row of chairs. He slouched insolently in his seat and didn't bother to take notes. He just stared at Jane, making her uncomfortable. Just as disconcerting, she couldn't seem to help staring at his crotch. Slouched forward like that, in such tight jeans, the soft lump of his cock was blatantly revealed. Perhaps that was just what he intended. A boy like Kirk would do anything to freak the teacher.
"Kirk," she said suddenly, catching him off guard, "I'd like you to explain today's lesson."
He reddened and said, "I, uh, didn't get a chance to do it, Miss White."
Jane sighed and said, "Kirk, at this rate you'll be lucky if you pass. I think you'd better stay after class and talk to me."
"Hey, teach," Kirk whined, "I'm busy thou. I got some guys to meet."
"Sorry, Kirk," said Jane, "but I feel this is more important to your future than any social gathering. I'll talk to you after class."
Kirk glared at her for the rest of the hour, and Jane wondered what she could possibly say to him. He seemed to have made up his mind to defy the whole world. Finally the bell rang and the other students hurried out, glad to be done with school for the day. Kirk was still slouched in his chair, pouting. Again Jane found herself glancing at the lewd bulge of his crotch. What was wrong with her today, anyhow?
"Okay, teach," Kirk growled, "what's so damned important that you have to make me miss my date?"
"Your future is important," Jane said, sitting down next to him. "If you don't have a high school diploma, Kirk, you won't get anywhere. Do you really want to pump gas the rest of your life?"
"Why don't you mind your own business, lady?" Kirk snarled, leaping to his feet.
Jane hated to give up on any student even a disagreeable and surly one like Kirk. She gently seized his wrist and held him back from leaving. "Please listen to me, Kirk," she said earnestly. "I really care about…"
That was as far as she got. Suddenly, to her surprise and shock, Kirk was kissing her.
Jane couldn't believe it was happening, and she was too stunned for a moment to struggle. He'd glanced at her hand on his arm, grinned, and then embraced her roughly, grinding his mouth against hers. He pulled her very tight against him, her tender mans rubbing his tight crotch. She felt his slick hot tongue snaking deep into her mouth.
"Mmmph!" Jane protested.
She felt his rough young hands running up and down her body, eagerly exploring her lush curves. He was taller than her, stronger, and when she started to push against his shoulders, she found she couldn't get loose. All she could do was jerk her face away from his rough wet kiss.
"Kirk, for heaven's sake," she gasped, "what do you think you're doing?"
"Kissing you, I guess," he laughed.
"But I'm your teacher," Jane said indignantly.
"So what?" said Kirk with an evil grin. "You're still a real sexy broad."
"Kirk!" Jane cried.
She struggled with him again, trying to slap his face for his impudence, but he easily overpowered her. He grabbed her wrists and held them behind her. Off balance, she was easily maneuvered across the room till he had her backed up against a wall. Her big thrusting breasts, heaving with effort, almost touched his chest.
"Kirk," she panted, "you're going to be in big trouble if you don't let me go."
"Aw, relax, teach," he said. "Let's have some fun. I hear you don't have any guy except that sissy Mr. Davis. I bet he don't even know what it is or where to put it. I think maybe you're up for an experienced guy."
Jane laughed harshly. "That's you, I suppose?"
"You'd be surprised," Kirk said, leaning closer, his broad hard chest touching the tips of her big breasts. "Why don't you let me show you?"
"Oh, Kirk, don't be ridiculous," Jane said. "Let me go this instant, or I'll have to tell the principal about this."
"Come off it, teach," Kirk said, leaning still closer, brushing her face with his moist lips, "I seen you looking at me today. You kept looking at my fly. I'd be glad to show you what's in there."
Jane's face flamed. Had she been that obvious? She could have wept with shame. But embarrassment wasn't her immediate problem. This boy was terribly strong, and she had to get away from him somehow. There was no telling what he might do. Obviously he didn't care about the consequences.
"Kirk," she said as calmly as she could, "I'm only trying to help you."
"Great," he said, "I'll tell you the kind of help I need right now. I'm so horny I could die. How about helping me out, teach?"
It was no use, words weren't going to affect him, and he didn't care if he got into trouble. Jane put all her strength into one last effort to break loose. Kirk only laughed as she struggled, then pushed her hard against the wall and jammed his mouth onto hers again. Her muffled cries were stifled as he thrust his thick tongue into her mouth.
She couldn't escape the horny hard press of his body. His powerful chest flattened her big soft tits, and his hard crotch pressed hungrily against her tender mans. Even duo ugh her clothes she could feel the heat of his crotch. She felt something else, too, a helpless excitement. My God, what was wrong with her? She was his teacher and old enough to be his mother!
Jane jerked her face aside and gasped, "Kirk, please, let me go. I don't want you."
"How do you know?" he laughed harshly. "You haven't even tried me yet. Come on, teach, let's get it on."
He wrestled her to the floor. She wished now that she hadn't locked the door after the others left, but at the time she didn't want her talk with Kirk interrupted. Some talk! She found herself writhing on the hardwood floor under his sweaty young body, twisting her face to avoid another kiss. Buttons were popping on her suit jacket, laying it open, and her short tweed skirt was riding up her thighs.
"Stop, oh, please, stop," she sobbed.
"Give it a chance, baby," Kirk panted, trying to hold the writhing woman in place. "Just let me show you what I can do for you. I bet I can turn you on a lot better than Davis."
Bitterly Jane didn't doubt that. In spite of her terror and disgust, her long-deprived body was responding to him, digging the hot hard pressure of his young male body on top of her. She felt a wicked warmth in her pussy, a moistening, an all-too-familiar longing which had nothing to do with conscience or morality.
"Kirk, I could have you thrown out of school for this," she wept.
"I don't give a shit," he said. "I'm gonna quit anyway. I just wanta get a better look at you, lady. I been watching you all year, and I really like what I see."
Pinning her arms under her, Kirk seized the neckline of her white cotton blouse and savagely ripped the garment open clear to her waist. Stunned and shocked, Jane could only stare as the evilly grinning teenager eyed her full-packed white lace bra. Her creamy ripe breasts seemed ready to pop from the tight confinement.
"I always wondered if them jugs were for real," Kirk chuckled. "Now I'm gonna find out."
"Kirk, NO!" Jane wailed.
She struggled hard but couldn't free her arms. With one big sweaty hand Kirk held them pinned, and with the other he seized her bra and tore it in half. The ripped halves fell away, and Jane's gorgeous round breasts were revealed, naked and slightly quivering, the rosy nipples soft and dainty. Jane moaned and blushed with shame, while Kirk gawked hungrily at her big firm jugs.
"Holy shit," he breathed, "they're real, all right. Jesus, teach, you got gorgeous knockers."
"Oh, for God's sake," Jane sobbed, "that's enough. You've humiliated me enough, Kirk. Let me go."
"Oh, I ain't through with you yet," he said, "Not by along shot."
He reached out and cupped one melon-size breast. Jane flinched under the sweaty scalding-hot touch, then moaned in shame as he squeezed her lovely firm tit. The boy softened fox a moment, delighted with her silky warm flesh and the thrill of cupping and fondling such a big beautiful breast.
He ran his hand all over the quivering globe.
"I never touched such big ones before," he said wonderingly. "I bet ol' Davis goes ape when he plays with 'em."
Jane couldn't help thinking that Don had never tried to touch her breasts. Many men had pursued her with just that intention, and though she didn't like it, she was used to it, knowing her tits were larger than average and very attractive to men. She certainly wasn't surprised at Kirk's reaction. But that didn't lessen the embarrassment of having a sweaty, horny adolescent pawing her breasts while she lay helplessly pinned beneath him.
"Fannnn-tastic," Kirk chuckled. "Hey, teach, you like having your tits sucked?"
Jane's face flamed, and she said nothing. She refused to reply to his lewd remarks. Kirk just laughed, and then he dipped his blond head down over her pointed pale boobs. Suddenly she felt her right nipple being sucked swiftly into wetness, into searing heat, deep into his mouth. He started sucking hungrily on the soft sensitive bud, making a loud slurping noise.
"Oh, nooo." Jane sobbed.
It was bad enough to be humiliated by this punk, but even worse, she couldn't deny the wicked excitement she felt as Kirk sucked hotly on her nipple. Don had fondled her breasts, yes, but he hadn't used his mouth on them. He'd hidden a whole new dimension of pleasure from her. Having her tits sucked felt fantastically good.
Helplessly she felt her aroused nipple going stiff and erect in Kirk's hotly sucking mouth. Her pussy was growing hot, and steamy and swollen with arousal. How could this be happening? She despised the kid, yet she was getting horny for him. She must have denied herself too long. Maybe she was making up for lost time.
"Well, well, just look at that," Kirk laughed, raising his head and fingering her wet erect nipple. "Let's try the other one."
"Oh, Kirk, no," Jane wept.
He paid no attention, just bent and sucked in her other nipple. It was still soft, but only a few seconds of his hot hungry sucking brought it into taut erection. Jane was helpless to stop him, and she could only struggle to hide the signs of her wicked arousal, clamping her jaws shut, stifling her moans of excitement. She must get herself under control. It would be mortifying to let herself be seduced by this punk.
Kirk popped his mouth off her erect slick nipple and leered down at her. "You dig that, teach?" he said. "You like it when I suck your tits?"
"Let me go," Jane said coldly. "I'm not interested in any of this, Kirk. The longer you go on, the more trouble you'll be in."
His face darkened with annoyance. "Man, you're really something else," he said. "Can't you admit you like it? Are you frigid or something? Well, baby, I'm gonna make you admit you like it. Hue's something I know you can't resist."
He began to snake his hot sweaty hand up her skirt.
Jane gasped and lurched violently beneath him flaying with her tits was bad enough, but she simply could not permit him to touch her most intimate parts. She wept and struggled, but Kirk managed to keep her arms pinned while his free hand crept up her thigh and finally touched the moist crotch of her panties.
"Yet," he sneered, "this is gonna turn you on, all right."
That was just what Jane feared. She didn't want to let herself go with this juvenile delinquent, but she'd been without sex for so long that even Kirk's touch excited her. If only Don were taking care of her in bed, this wouldn't be happening – but there was nothing she could do about that now. She could only try to persuade the boy to stop.
"Kirk," she said desperately, "I'll make a deal. If you let me go right now, I won't tell anyone about this."
"No deal," he said. "I'm having too much fun. I been thinking about you all year, teach, thinking about doing this to you. I ain't gonna quit now."
He thrust his hand up to her waist and seized her panties and pantyhose, roughly jerking them down. He worked them over her lovely rounded ass and down over her glossy brown muff, while Jane wept and struggled in vain. He pushed her skirt up to her waist and stared eagerly at her naked bush.
"Real nice," he said, started to breath heavily. "I don't like a hairy snatch, but yours is just right. Let's see what's down here."
"Oh, God, NO!" Jane gasped.
He was too strong for her. He pulled her rumpled garments down farther and forced her legs apart, revealing the ripe flesh of her pussy, swollen scarlet skin fringed with a delicate circle of brawn curls. He eyed the tiny shadowed mouth of her cunt and licked his lips. Jane could have died of humiliation.
"Aren't you satisfied now?" she spat. "For God's sake, let me go."
"No way," Kirk chuckled.
He cupped the soft curly patch of her muff and pressed down gently but suggestively. In spite of her shock and horror, Jane felt an immediate response in her pussy, a rush of wetness and arousal. Her pussy seemed to have no conscience at all, eager and ready for any stimulus. Kirk leered down at her, and she blushed deeply.
"This turning you on, teach?" he laughed.
"Certainly not," Jane lied. "I don't know what you're proving except that you're a bully and a creep."
"Oh, my, my," Kirk taunted, "am I being a naughty boy? Well, sorry about that, I guess I'm just a natural baddie. I dig playing with pussies. You got a real nice one, too."
His fingers tickled down through her lush brown bush and snaked between the hot fleshy lips of her mans. She braced herself as she felt him touching the moist lump of her clit, but she couldn't blot out the rush of hot pleasure she felt as he fingered her there. He seized the little button just as Don had done last night and began to roll it swiftly between his fingers.
"Noooo!" Jane wailed.
Red with shame, she felt her immoral pussy responding greedily to Kirk's fingers. Her clit was her most sensitive organ, her greatest source of erotic pleasure. As he massaged the slick little button, her cunt started to leak hot sticky juice in a steady stream, and her whole pussy swelled up hot and fat and ready. She prayed Kirk wasn't experienced enough to know what it all meant.
"How about this, teach?" he laughed. "You dig it?"
"Oh, God, no," Jane sobbed. "Stop, please, stop."
Kirk frowned. "Jesus, maybe you are frigid," he said. "But I ain't licked yet. I know a few more tricks."
Jane didn't know how much longer she could endure his "tricks" without revealing her intense excitement. She hadn't been so wildly aroused in years. She kept her jaws clamped, making no noises of pleasure, but she couldn't stop the heavy hot creaming of her cunt. She stiffened and braced herself as she felt Kirk's fingers leaving her erect and throbbing clit and tickling down even lower in her steamy pussy.
"Let's see how you like this," he panted.
Jane felt his stiff middle finger wiggling into her soaked tight cunt mouth. Even that thin penetration felt wonderful, and to her horror she creamed hugely around his invading finger. Kirk grinned and wriggled the finger deeper, char to the last knuckle in her boiling-hot box. Jane struggled not to respond.
"Jesus, you got a tight one," Kirk said wonderingly. "Nice an' wet, too. I think you been putting me on, baby. I think you're really getting off on this. Let's find out."
Suddenly he began working his rigid long finger swiftly up and down in her snug little cunt, working it like a miniature cock. Caught by surprise, Jane had no time to defend herself against the sudden jolts of pleasure she felt from his wicked finger-fucking. Her excited pussy juiced wildly, and to her horror she felt herself rising very close to orgasm.
"No!" she wailed, "noooo – Ohhhhhh!"
It was too late. Her starved cunt responded to his jerking finger with a powerful climax. Helplessly she writhed and creamed and moaned for long delicious seconds. When her spasms died away, she looked up to see Kirk leering at her. He knew. Oh, God, he knew. She turned red with shame.
"So you ain't frigid," he said. "That's nice to know. Now I know you'll dig this." He quickly unzipped his jeans and took out his fiercely erect young cock.
Jane stared at the hard six inches of pale meat, the silky-smooth stalk and dull-rose head. She couldn't let this leering kid fuck her, she just couldn't. She had her reputation and self-respect to consider. As Kirk moved into position to ball her, she clamped her legs shut and kept them that way.
Even he wasn't strong enough to part them.
"Bitch," he growled, "you fuckin' bitch. Get your legs open."
"No," Jane said, "that's one thing you can't force me to do, Kirk and you know it. I'll scream my head off and you'll be caught, and you'll be charged with rape. I know even you don't want to go to jail."
His angry face showed defeat. "All right," he said, "but I ain't letting you go till I get some satisfaction. I'll make a deal. You jack me off, and I'll let you leave."
Jane flushed deeply. She was offended by the idea, but it seemed the quickest way to get away from him. "All right," she said grimly.
Kirk grinned and got off her, his good spirits restored. He sat down at her own desk chair, slouched forward, and brazenly thrust his pale erect prick at her. Blushing deeply, Jane knelt before him and gingerly curled her fingers around his hot silky prick. She'd never frigged a man before and didn't know how to proceed.
"Hey, get with it," Kirk growled. "Start pumping – and do it fast, baby. I dig it fast."
She did as he ordered, firming her warm little hand around his hard throbbing meat, pumping fast and hard. To her shame she found it a turn-on. Kirk grinned and reddened with pleasure, and soon he was pumping his hips, feeding her his aroused creaming cock.
"Yeah, yeah, jack me off, teach," he panted, "make me come."
Just then there was a knack at the classroom door…



CHAPTER THREE


Jane froze. What was she going to do? She pictured herself being caught like that, on her knees, jacking off one of her own students. Then she remembered that the door was locked. Whoever it was knocked again.
"Jane?" Don called. "Are you still there?"
Kirk, red-faced with lust, still pumping his hugely swollen dick in her fist, whispered homely, "Make him wait. You gotta bring me off. You gotta."
"I-I'll be a few more minutes, Don," Jane called. "Could you wait for me in the parking lot?"
"Right," said Don.
She went back to pumping Kirk's stiff young cock, feeling she must be caught in a nightmare. How in God's name did she ever get into this ludicrous situation? She pumped faster and faster, wanting to get it over with, wanting to get away from this sneering punk. A few more seconds, and Kirk gave a hoarse yelp and shot thick white jism across the room.
"Awwww, yeah!" he sighed.
Jane felt his cock shrinking in her hand, and she dropped it as if it were a venomous snake. She snatched up her coat and purse and hurried to the door. She could hear Kirk's mocking laughter as she rushed out into the hall. She ran all the way to the parking lot, where she found Don leaning against her car.
"Sorry," she said, "I had a few papers to grade."
"That's all right," he said with a look of concern, "but what's wrong, honey? You look upset."
Jane could have moaned. She had plenty to be upset about. The man she loved had proved to be a dud in bed, and her most incorrigible student had tried to tape her, then forced her to masturbate him. But she couldn't tell any of that to Don, for fear of hurting his feelings.
"Oh, just a long day, I guess," Jane sighed. "I've never been able to deal with Mondays. What did you want to talk to me about, Don?"
"I just wanted, to ask you to have dinner with me," he said. "We don't see enough of each other."
Jane softened. "That would be nice, dear," she said, "but perhaps not tonight. I'm awfully tired. How about tomorrow? We can leave right after school."
"Great," said Don, leaning down to give her a quick kiss. "See you then."
Jane drove home and soaked in a hot bath. She was tired, like she'd told Don, but more than that, she was upset. She blushed hotly as she remembered the scandalous thing she'd done in the classroom, actually having an orgasm when that terrible boy played with her. Could she ever live that down? Of course only Kirk knew about it, but she'd be seeing him every day, having to look him in the eye.
Well, there was nothing to be dope about it now. She couldn't change what had happened. She'd just have to be more careful in the future, that was all. She needed a man her own age who could really take care of all her pent-up sexual needs. If only Don were that man! She was so fond of him.
Jane changed into a comfortable terry cloth robe and devoted the evening to grading papers. About eight o'clock the doorbell rang. Jane opened the front door and was stunned to see Kirk standing there. He was wearing his standard outfit of tight jeans and leather jacket, and he had a cruel smile on his face.
"Hi, teach," he said, "ain't you gonna let me in?"
"No, I'm not, Kirk," she said nervously. "I had more than enough of you this afternoon. I don't want any contact with you except in class. Now please go away."
He strode forward, and bumped her with his shoulder, making her stumble back into the living room. He came right after her, slamming the door behind him, locking it. Jane gawked at him. What was she going to do now? She already knew she wasn't strong enough to fight him off.
"Oh, Kirk, please," she said, "let's not start again. I swear I'll report you this time. I don't want you."
"Like hell you don't," Kirk said. He swaggered around the living room, looking over her furniture, a cocky leer on his face. "Listen, teach, don't give me any of that bullshit. I had my finger up your cunt, remember? You came. I felt you come. Oh, you were turned on, all right."
Jane blushed beet red. So he HAD noticed. It was just as she'd feared. She tried to lie her way out of it. "That's ridiculous," she said. "I hated every minute of it. I don't get excited about rape."
Kirk stared at her. "You lying bitch," he hissed. "I been around, baby, and I know when a chick comes. You creamed all over my finger. You went ape. And listen, that's okay, I dig it. But what pissed me off was, you wouldn't fuck me after that. You got off on what I was doing, but you wouldn't ball. So I came here to finish the job."
So it was as simple as that – he'd come to rape her. As a single woman for so many years, Jane had often thought about the possibility of rape and how to emerge from it with the least damage to herself. She'd told herself very, sensibly to give in, just get it over with, rather than risk injury. But now for the first time she was confronted with the real thing, and her pride told her to fight. She didn't want this leering cruel punk using her body.
"I won't do it," she said grimly. "I don't want you, and I'll never do it with you. For the last time, Kirk, get out of here and leave me alone – or I'll call the police. I've really had it with you."
He studied her for what seemed an eternity, his eyes cold and calculating. They were standing in the middle of the living room, and Jane glanced about her, looking for escape routes. She couldn't match his strength, but she might be able to get outdoors and scream for help. Suddenly Kirk spoke.
"I don't like being turned down," he said. "And I don't like you. I been stuck in that class, hearing you call me a dummy, trying to learn all that crap, and I'm sick of it. I think you got this coming, lady."
"Kirk, I never called you any such thing," Jane said. "I've done my best to help you and…"
He slapped her hard across the face. "I don't like wasting a lotta time talking," he said. "Let's get to it. Get those clothes off."
As Jane reeled back from the force of his blow, she realized she wasn't dealing with a rational person. Kirk's war against all adults, his hatred of authority figures like teachers, was all being focused into an attack on her. Words wouldn't help her because he wasn't listening. She darted past him, headed for the front door.
"Come back here, cunt," he growled.
She reached the door, only to find it locked. As she fumbled frantically with the lock, Kirk seized her from behind and dragged her back to the center of the room. While Jane wept and struggled, he wrestled her to the floor and sat on her. His face was red with fun.
"Now listen," he spat. "I can go on hitting you, or you can do what I say. What's it gonna be?"
Jane knew he was mad enough to hurt her badly. She hated it but she had only one choice. "All right," she tearfully, "I'll do what you want. But remember, this is rape, and you'll go to jail for it."
He just sneered. "Skip the lectures, teach," he said harshly. "Just do what I tell you. Get up and start taking off those clothes."
He got off her and flopped into a chair. Jane took a deep breath as she got to her feet, then untied the belt of her robe. She didn't dare try another escape and risk his brutality. With a little sob she slipped her robe off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. She stood before the leering boy wearing only a skimpy set of lacy panties and bra.
He made her stand there blushing while he stared and stared. His look was mocking and sadistic. Finally he said, "Take off the bra, teach." Jane reached around and found the hook of her bra. She wished she could drop through the floor, but no such luck. She opened her bra and slowly drew it forward, off over her arms, till it floated to the carpet. Her big beautiful tits quivered just slightly, great ripe creamy globes capped with dainty soft dark-red nipples.
Kirk looked at her boobs and licked his lips. "You sure got a swell set of jugs, teacher," he snickered. "Wish the rest of the class could see 'em. Move a little for me, dance."
"Oh, God," Jane muttered.
But he was poised to spring from that chair and hit her if she didn't obey, so she blushingly executed a few dance steps, swaying before him, her large heavy breasts wobbling and bouncing. Kirk grinned appreciatively. Jane could have died of humiliation.
"Okay, now the panties," he said. "Come an, come on, get with it."
Jane was hesitating, weeping with shame, but the impatience in his voice made her act. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of her low-cut lacy panties and began to slip the garment down. Kirk sat forward in his chair, staining for the best view. He started to grin as the descending panties showed the glossy brown top of her bush.
"Yeah, yeah, keep going, baby," he said huskily. "I wanta see that nice pussy again."
Jane moaned softly as she slipped her panties down over the pert rounds of her butt and let the garment slither down her legs. She stepped out of her panties and stood before there stark naked, her glossy brown muff set off by her pale smooth belly. She'd never felt so exposed in her life.
"Nice," Kirk breathed, "real nice. You got a fantastic body, teach. I can't figure why you waste it on that sissy Davis. I could do a lot better for you."
Jane bit back a hostile retort. It might well be true that a little savage like Kirk, who knew no restraint, would excite her more in bed than her gentle fiance, but she wouldn't dream of trading a good man like Don for this sadistic punk. She waited, blushing and trembling, while Kirk leered at her body.
He glutted his eyes on her tall curved figure, pausing at her ripe red-nippled boobs and her little triangle of pussy fur. He took his time, grinning and licking his lips, prolonging her humiliation. Finally he stood up, stretched, and walked over to her. Jane had to force herself not to scream and flee. He walked to within a foot of her and stood there leering.
"Okay, teach," he said, "so far, so good. You keep cooperating like that, we'll get alone fine. NOW I want you to undress me."
Jane shuddered. She remembered his hard hot sweaty flesh from this afternoon, and she didn't want to touch him again. She had no choice, though. Sobbing, she went to her knees and helped him out of his sneakers. She stood up again and removed his leather jacket, then pulled his t-shirt off over his head, tousling his straight blond hair. His chest was broad and strong but nearly hairless.
"You're doing just great, teach," Kirk laughed. "Now get my pants."
She sank to her knees again, trembling more than ever. Her hands shook so much, she was clumsy and slow as she unsnapped his jeans and unzipped his fly. She opened the fly and was relieved to see that he was wearing shorts. Her final humiliation could be postponed just a little longer. She slipped down his jeans and helped him step out of them.
"Now the fun part, huh, baby?" he taunted.
Jane was on an eye, level with his crotch, and she stared at the soft sleepy lump under the white cotton. At least he didn't have a hard-on yet. Shuddering, she seized his shorts and drew them off. She took one glance at his limp white prick, a wrinkled little appendage dangling from a thick blond bush. Then she started to get up.
Kirk put his hand on her head and held her in place. "Stay down," he said. "You ain't finished yet. You gotta get me hard."
Jane moaned. He was going to take every opportunity to embarrass and humiliate her, that was obvious. She eyed his soft dangling cock, his glistening – golden pubic hairs, his limp rosy nut sacs. She'd waited so long for a view like this, the chance to explore a man, but she wanted it to be with someone she loved. Kirk revolted her.
"Take my meat in your hand," he ordered excitedly. "Pump it like you did today, baby."
It was like preparing the noose for her own hanging, but Jane knew she had no choice. Gingerly she curled her fingers around the soft sleepy prick and began to pump it. It was limp and shrunken that it fit easily into her fist. As she pumped, his dangling red balls wobbled lewdly. Kirk sighed happily as she frigged him, no doubt digging her humiliation as much as he dug her fist.
"Yeah, that's it," he sighed, "only faster. Get me good and hard, baby – then we can really have some fun."
Jane shuddered to think of it, but she did as he asked, pumping even harder and faster on his silky-soft little peter. She worked and worked at it, but Kirk didn't get hard. Something was holding him back – anger? She was glad for whatever it was. He couldn't fuck her with a limp cock.
"Hold it," he said. "This ain't working. Let's try something else. Use your tongue, baby. Lick my cock."
Jane turned red. She felt a wave of disgust. She'd heard of oral sex, of course, but she thought it was something done only by prostitutes or by people too jaded to get off in the "normal" way. She dropped his limp meat and shuddered.
"I-I couldn't do that," she said.
He grabbed a fistful of her hair and said, "You damn well better do it if you don't wanta be bald."
Jane moaned and quickly picked up his wrinkled pale prick again. Kirk let go of her hair and gave a grunt of approval. His soft flaccid meat lay on her hand, milky-white and laced with tiny blue veins. She stared at it and wondered how to proceed. She'd just have to experiment and find out. Trembling, she stuck out her little wet pink tongue and began to lick the soft stern of his cock.
"Oh, yeah," Kirk gasped, "yeah, that's it."
It was shocking enough to be on her knees tonguing a man's cock, but it was even more shocking to discover that it excited her. She liked the silky hot texture of his skin, liked the light salty taste of his dick. She enjoyed the act of licking, even the wickedness of giving head. After just a few moments she felt saliva pooling hotly in her mouth, and she followed her naughty urge to lick faster and with more pressure.
As her pretty pink tongue tickled faster and faster on his sensitive pale prick, Kirk gasped and said, "Hey, teach, you're really doing okay. I mean, you're no pro, but you're getting the idea real quick. You ever go down on ol' Davis?"
Jane blushed and didn't answer. He just laughed. She licked from the bushy blond base of his cock clear up to the bright red head. As her slick hot tongue tip touched the rosy head of his prick, Kirk gasped again, and suddenly his cock lunged into action. Jane's tongue skidded off as his soft meat abruptly twitched and grew. Before her wide eyes it got long and thick and rigid, the head going big and knobby and purple.
"All right," Kirk said triumphantly. "Now we can get down to business. Down on your back, baby. Spread those legs."
Frightened as she was of him, she could endure only so much humiliation. "No," she said. "Oh, please, no, Kirk. Anything but that. I'll jack you off if you want, but…"
The next thing she knew, she was flat on her back, Kirk's hard heavy body pinning her down, forcing the breath out of her lungs. She looked into his contorted face and knew she'd made a terrible mistake. He was squeezing her wrists painfully tight.
"You gonna do it," he said, "or do you wanta get hit?"
"All right, all right," Jane gasped, "I'll do it."
He slid off her and roughly opened her legs, exposing her lush scarlet slit with its fine fringe of brown curls. Jane hated having him gawk at her naked pussy, but there was worse to come. He scrambled between her soft thighs, knelt, and fitted the far hard purple head of his cock to the tight little mouth of her cunt. He leered evilly at her as he started to push his cock into her.
"Jesus Christ," he exclaimed angrily, "You're dry. You're too damned dry to fuck, you bitch. Well, I'll fix that."
Her tiny near-virgin cunt just wouldn't admit him without lubrication, but unfortunately he knew what to do about it. He quickly pried open the furry lips of her mans and exposed the little red bump of her clit. Jane moaned as he seized the ultrasensitive little organ and began to roll it between his fingers. She feared it would be her downfall, and she was right. Instant stunning pleasure melted her belly.
"Oh, noooo," she whined.
"Stay still," Kirk snapped. "Stay still, or you know what'll happen."
Jane lay there sobbing, trying to blot out the delicious pleasure that washed through her body, but it was no use. His wicked clit-frigging felt so damned good, she couldn't resist it. Slowly she relaxed, her body glowed with sensual enjoyment, and her pussy began to swell and heat and moisten. She hated herself for her response but knew it was the price she had to pay for so many years of self-denial.
"Yeah, yeah, dig it, baby," Kirk laughed. "I can feel you getting wet."
It was true. Her traitor cunt was starting to leak hot sticky juice onto his fingers. Her whole pussy was swelling tight and hot with need. All her life it hadn't taken much to get her horny, but this was overkill. In just a few moments of Kirk's expert finger play, she was aching to be balled, her whole ripe red pussy soaked with steamy juice. But she was damned if she'd let him know how much she wanted that stiff young cock of his.
"You're soaked, baby," he said, withdrawing his hand. "You're ready now. You're really gonna dig this, teacher. I can guarantee ol' Davis never screwed you like this."
Jane was still gasping from the dizzying pleasure of having her clit frigged, but as Kirk once again drew her legs open and stated to crawl between them, she was instantly alert. She gasped and rolled away from him and bounced to her feet. She didn't care if she had to run naked into the street. She just couldn't give herself to this little creep.
"Goddamn you, come back here," Kirk snarled. She was on her way to the door again, but he made a flying tackle and brought her down on the thick gold carpet. He was too strong, too skilled, for her. In one dizzying second she was on her back, Kirk wriggling between her thighs while he held her arms down. She felt the huge bulbous head of his stiff cock popping into the tiny tight mouth of her cunt.
"Noooo!" Jane wailed.
He flopped heavily onto her, pinning her securely, and grunted and pushed. Her cunt was juicy now, and in spite of it's snugness he managed to work his thick meat slowly into her, sweating and jerking, till his fat rosy balls came to rest against her steamy slit. Jane felt breathlessly stuffed with his hugely swollen iron-hard cock.
Kirk paused to gasp for breath and look down at her, his young face gleefully cruel. "Hey, teach," he panted, "that cock feel good to you?"
"Oh, God, no," Jane wept. "Please, take it out. I don't want it."
But she was lying. To her horror, the moment he began pushing roughly into her, she felt blinding pleasure, the hottest erotic excitement of her life. He wasn't slow and gentle like Don, he was rough and impatient but for some perverse reason it aroused her much more than Don's tenderness. She creamed heavily, helplessly, all around Kirk's deeply-thrust prick.
"You got a great box, teach," he gasped, "real nice ad tight. I'm gonna enjoy fucking you."
His hips began to slain up and down, their bellies smacking loudly together, as Kirk started to ball her hard and fast and deep, his rock-hard prick pounding relentlessly in her tender snug little hole. Jane almost fainted with pleasure. Her years of solitude had made her feverishly ready for this kind of savage rape-like fucking. She couldn't control herself a moment longer. Moaning hoarsely, she gave into it.
"Ahhhhhh!" she wailed. "Ahhhhh, God!"
"You like it, baby?" Kirk gasped.
"Yessss!" Jane cried. "Oh, yes, yes!"
Even his mocking laughter didn't cool her excitement. She was creaming lava-like floods around his pounding meat, and in another second she was coming, wailing hoarsely and bucking her hips furiously. Kirk slipped his hands under her wriggling little ass and pulled her even tighter against him, sawing his long hard cock deliciously back and forth over her sensitive clit, intensifying her orgasm.
"More?" he panted.
"Yesssss," Jane moaned, "oh, God, yes, don't ever stop… I want more. Fuck me, fuck me!"
He did just that, slamming his tireless young cock brutally in her red-hot little box while Jane came again and again. She'd regret it later, of course, but right now she had so many wasted years to make up for. She clung to the sweating moaning teen and dug her nails into his shoulders and jerked her famished pussy in time to his strokes.
"Yes, fuck me!" she wailed. "I need it!"



CHAPTER FOUR


The next morning Jane woke with a moan of guilt as she remembered her wild love-making with Kirk. She had vague memories of being exhausted, sated, and of Kirk leaving around midnight. Much more vivid was the terrible shame she felt for having given way to her lust and fucking her own student. How was she going to face Kirk? And what about Don?
She had a living to make, classes to teach, so there was no choice but to get dressed and go to work as usual. All day she dreaded seeing the two men in her life. Sixth period came, and Kirk swaggered in, grinning at her. Jane wanted to sink through the floor.
Kirk behaved with relative restraint all through class. He didn't make any trouble, just slouched in his chair and grinned at her. Jane knew perfectly well what he was thinking. He must be remembering the spectacle she'd made of herself, the way she'd moaned and writhed in his arms and begged him to fuck her again and again. When the bell finally rang and the other kids trooped out of the room, Kirk stayed behind.
"Well, how about it, teach?" he said. "Do we get together again tonight?"
"I can't, Kirk," Jane said nervously. "I have a date with Mr. Dads."
"Break it," Kirk said, slipping an arm around her waist.
Jane shuddered. What had she gotten herself into? She couldn't very well report Kirk for rape, as she'd threatened, because she'd willingly cooperated with him. But she couldn't let him run her life, either, couldn't let him spoil things between her and Don. There had to be some way out of this nightmare.
"Kirk, I'm engaged to Mr. Davis, and I intend to many him when school's out," she said. "Don't try to wreck that. You'll really be pushing me too far. Do you understand?"
His hand trailed down to pat her nicely rounded ass. "Yeah, I dig," he sneered, "but that don't mean you can't keep seeing me. I gotta be better in bed than he is. You go ahead and keep your date, baby, but I'll be around."
He swaggered out, and Jane sat down at her desk and sobbed. It was her own fault, she knew. If she'd only exercised a little self-control, she wouldn't be in Kirk's power. Still it was a terrible thing. If Kirk told anyone he'd been balling his teacher, she'd die of shame. She had to find some way to get the kid to leave her alone.
Presently Don arrived to take her out to dinner. She felt soothed by his quiet and considerate company, but there was no passion in it. He didn't make her wildly excited like Kirk did. She loved talking with Don, exchanging ideas, but he made no attempt to arouse her.
When he took her home, he cut the engine in front of her house and turned to her. "Jane," he said, "I think we ought to discuss what happened the other night. I feel badly about it."
"Why?" Jane said. "We didn't do anything wrong." Yet she, too, felt badly about it. It had been such a disappointment, Don's love-making so lukewarm and unexciting.
"Personally I feel we shouldn't do it again until we're married," Don said. "I agree there was nothing morally wrong with it, but I think it'd be better to wait."
"Whatever you say, Don," Jane replied. She was in no position to bargain. She didn't even know if she was going to marry Don, not after that disappointing experience.
"Good girl," he said, leaning over to kiss her. "That's why I love you – you've got good sense. Your emotions don't run away with you."
Jane thought about the irony of this as Don kissed her. She'd certainly let her emotions run away with her last night! She'd hardly shown good sense when she fucked a delinquent. Don's kiss was pleasant and affectionate but without a trace of passion. Didn't he ever get wildly horny like she did? Were they so badly matched?
"Good night, darling," she said. "See you tomorrow at school."
Don escorted her to her door, gave her another little peck of a kiss, and left. Jane stood there sighing as she fished for her key. Don was such a sweet man, right for her in every way – except the one big way. She just didn't know what to do about their engagement.
"Hi, teach."
Jane started and gasped at the unexpected voice. She whirled around and saw Kirk emerging from the tall shrubs by the door. He sauntered up to the porch with an evil grin on his face. She wondered how long he'd been waiting in the bushes, whether he'd spied on her and Don.
"You sure took your time," he said. "Thought you and lover boy would never get back. Hey, he's some kisser, ain't he? I could see you were really thrilled."
Jane said coldly, "What goes on between me and Mr. Davis is none of your business, Kirk. Also, I didn't ask you to wait for me, and I don't want you to come in. It's late and I'm tired."
Kirk scowled. "Look," he said, "you can't order me around any more. This ain't the classroom, teacher. How'd you like it if I told everybody at school that I got it on with you? I could shout it right now, let your neighbors know. Yeah, just start yelling that I been balling Miss White."
"Kirk, for God's sake, stop," Jane said urgently. She couldn't have the whole world knowing about her shame. She hurriedly unlocked the door and let him in, just for the sake of shutting him up. Anything was better than people finding out she'd fucked one of her own teenage students. Kirk grinned triumphantly as he followed her inside.
"That's more like it," he said. "You got any beer? I could use something to pick me up after all that waiting."
Jane got him a beer, hoping it would mellow him out and make him listen to reason. She fixed herself a strong drink and went to sit opposite him in the living room. It was time for a showdown. She just had to make him understand that an affair between them was out of the question.
"Kirk," she said solemnly, "we really can't go on seeing each other. You need a girl your own age, and I can't risk losing my job, wrecking my career, if anyone finds out about us. Also I love Mr. Davis, and if he knew about this, he'd leave me. Can't you understand that this is all wrong for me?"
He took a long swallow of beer, belched, and said, "Yeah, I understand all that, teach, but I don't give a shit about it. I'm sick of grownups ordering me around. I'm gonna call the shots for a change. Besides, you got nothing to worry about as long as I don't tell. And I ain't gonna tell as long as you do what I want. You dig?"
Jane nodded dismally. So that's how it was – become Kirk's sexual slave or lose her career and the man she loved. She took a long pull an her drink, needing the numbing alcohol. Kirk grinned and came to sit on the arm of her chair. He guzzled beer with one hand, and with the other he reached down and caressed the sharp jut of her breasts. Jane trembled and shuddered.
"How can you want a woman who doesn't want you?" she said.
"Oh, you want me," Kirk sneered. "I know that much, baby. I ain't gonna forget last night. You couldn't get enough. You kept asking for more. That don't sound like you don't want me."
Jane blushed with shame. Kirk was too young to understand that it wasn't him she wanted, that she was simply starved for sex. He had the egotistical notion that she was wild about him. Now he downed the rest of his beer, tossed the can aside, and pulled her to her feet.
"Lot's be comfortable this time, okay?" he said. "Take me to your bedroom."
Not knowing what else to do, Jane led the way down the ball to her room, Kirk humming happily behind her. She flicked on the bedside lamp, and Kirk kicked off his shoes, took off his jacket, and pulled off his t-shirt. Jane couldn't help a little tingle of excitement at the sight of his broad hard chest. He might be a punk, but he had a fine young body.
"Come on, teach, get undressed," he said. "Let's not waste time."
Numbly Jane stepped out of her shoes. Kirk grinned and reached for the fly of his jeans. She fumbled with the buttons of her blouse as the grinning boy unzipped his pants and let them fall. Again the crotch of his shorts was soft and small, but that didn't seem to make him less confident. He started tugging down his shorts, and Jane blushed and looked away.
"Hey, what's wrong, baby?" he taunted. "Don't you wanta see my dick?"
Jane didn't think she could stand another evening of his humiliation. With a sob, she bolted from the room, heading for the front door. She had no destination except to get away from that sadistic little creep. Kirk cursed and started after her. He caught her in the hall and knocked her roughly against the wall.
"Hey, you know, for a teacher, you don't learn very fast," he said. "get back in that bedroom and get those clothes off – unless you wanta get punished."
"Oh, please, Kirk," she wept, "for the last time, I don't want to have an affair with you. Please, please go find somebody else."
"I don't want anybody else," he hissed. "I dig fucking my nice teacher. Now MOVE!"
Jane stumbled back into the bedroom and finished unbuttoning her blouse. Kirk stayed in his shorts, sitting on the edge of the bed to watch her, his eyes both lusty and wary. Slowly she took off her blouse, skirt, and pantyhose, listlessly letting them drop to the floor. Kirk's eyes focused hotly on her straining tightly packed bra.
"Go on," he said impatiently, "get that bra off. I wants see them great boobs of yours, teach."
Sobbing, she obeyed, unhooking her bra and letting it slide off. Her boldly thrusting breasts wobbled out, the nipples soft and dark red. Kirk licked his lips at the sight. He slipped off the bed and strolled over to her. Jane trembled as he reached out and seized both soft tender nipples. He rolled and massaged them between his fingers until they sprang into stiff bud-like erection.
"That's better," he laughed, stepped back to admire his work. "NOW get those panties off."
Jane felt encouraged. His touch had given her no excitement at all. Maybe this time she could hold out and not shame herself with arousal. While Kirk stood a few feet away and brazenly eyed her crotch, she slipped down her panties and stepped out of them. He chuckled and walked over again to pet the lush brown fur of her muff.
"You sure got a great body, teach," he said.
"Too bad it's wasted on that sissy. Well, it won't be wasted tonight, believe me. You an' me are gonna have a wild time."
As he spoke, he slipped his hand between her silky warm thighs and touched the soft red flesh of her slit. She'd felt nothing but fear and revulsion for him this evening, so there was no response. Her pussy was dry and cool. Kirk frowned at her. He wriggled a fingertip inside the tight mouth of her cunt and found it, too, dry and unresponsive.
"So you ain't turned on?" he said with irritation. "Well, I'll fix that in a hurry. Get over on the bed."
Jane listlessly obeyed. She couldn't fight him off, couldn't reason with him, so there was nothing to do but get it over with. At least she wasn't aroused, though. He wouldn't get the evil satisfaction of exciting her or making her come. If he didn't like a dry box, too damned bad.
Jane lay down on her back, keeping her legs modestly closed, and Kirk walked up close to the bed where she couldn't avoid seeing him and finished removing his shorts. His pale young cock was still flaccid, wrinkled and swaying gently. His rosy nut sacs were flat and lifeless. Jane again suspected that his pent-up hostility and anger made him slow in getting a hard-on.
"Here's what you want, baby," he said harshly, taking his limp prick and wagging it at her. "I know from last night that you really dig to fuck, so don't go telling me you don't want me."
Jane said nothing, just lay there and stared listlessly at him. She just wanted to get it over with. Kirk hopped up onto the bed and straddled her, his tight muscular ass resting gently on her big cushiony tits. He took his soft little peter and rested it on her lips. Jane's eyes grew wide with horror.
"Yeah," he chuckled, "you get the idea. You're gonna make me hard, baby. You're gonna lick my meat just like you did last night."
Jane felt disgusted and angry, but she knew that the quicker she got him hard, the sooner she'd be rid of him, so she stuck out her gleaming little pink tongue and began to lick his soft warm prick. Kirk grinned and held it for her, letting the floppy little cock hang right over her mouth. Jane obediently licked all around the rosy head of his cock and up and down the snowy-white blue-veined shaft.
"That's the stuff, teach," he chuckled. "Hey, you oughta teach this in class, get a little interest going. I'd be glad to help you demonstrate."
Jane went on licking, frying to ignore his taunts. He really was a sickie, she decided. He couldn't just make love to a woman, he had to humiliate and hurt her, too. She increased the speed and pressure of her cock-licking, wanting to get him hard fast, get the whole ugly scene over with. Kirk's evil grin broadened as her slick hot tongue moved faster over his silky-soft meat. HQ no doubt thought she was getting excited.
"Yeah, yeah, lick that cock, baby," he said. "Tastes good don't it?"
While Jane despised the boy, she had to admit that she enjoyed licking and tasting a soft young prick. Her tongue, lashed tutu and faster of its own accord, making his wrinkled cock flap and bounce, making it gleam with hot saliva. Kirk was beginning to flush with excitement, and soon he began to pant.
"Hey, lick my balls, too," he gasped, thrusting his pelvis forward roughly.
Jane found his limp warm cock tickling her nose, his soft rosy nut sacs dangling right over her mouth. Sighing, she did what he wanted, pressing the wet hot tip of her tongue to his red wrinkled balls, briskly licking the empty bags. The effect was instant and surprising. Kirk gave a low whine of pleasure, and his sleepy little peter suddenly stiffened.
"Yeah, that's it," he panted, "Keep licking my nuts. Get me real hard, baby, real hard. Don't stop. Oh, yeah, that's great."
Jane's tongue tickled and lashed and lathered his rapidly swelling balls. An inch from her eyes she could see his healthy young cock growing long and thick and hard, the veins standing out, the head changing from red to purple. She watched the inflating cock-head get huge and knobby, watched the dark silt mouth start oozing bright bubbles of juice.
"Yeah, yeah, keep going!" Kirk gasped.
In spite of herself Jane felt a tingle of excitement at the sight of that handsome hard meat. She knew herself, knew she was starved for the kind of savage prolonged fucking Kirk had given her last night, and she told herself not to lose control. She mustn't give this little creep the satisfaction of turning her on again.
"Okay, that's enough," Kirk sighed, getting off her.
His fiercely erect young prick hugged his flat hard belly. His rosy nut sacs were swollen up as big as golf balls, taut and stiff. With brutal glee he pulled her long shapely legs wide open, gawking hungrily at her lush red pussy. He sank to his knees between her warm soft thighs and eagerly pressed the tip of his cock against the tiny tight mouth of her twat.
"Goddamn, you," he muttered, "you're still dry. What's the matter with you, anyhow?"
"I told you," Jane said coldly, "I don't want you."
"Like hell you don't," Kirk snapped. "That's a Goddamn lie. You loved it when I balled you last night. And by God, you're gonna love it tonight."
He flopped down beside her and thrust his hand into her warm but dry pussy. Jane flinched and steeled herself not to respond. Grimly Kirk set about trying to arouse her. He seized the limp little shaft of her clit and started kneading it briskly. Jane felt an instant jolt of hot pleasure. She gritted her teeth. She wouldn't give in to him, she just wouldn't!
"Come on, bitch," Kirk hissed, "get wet. I know you dig this."
Jane liked it all right, she loved having her clit kneaded and tickled, but she wished that expert hand belonged to Don, not to Kirk. She kept grimly silent and unmoving, while his finger worked faster and faster on her tiny red joy button. Pleasure spread through her belly, and her pussy moistened slightly – but not enough to satisfy Kirk.
"Goddam you," he panted, "I'm gonna turn you on if it takes all night."
Jane stiffened as she felt his sweaty hot hand creeping even lower between her legs. She felt his stiff middle finger rimming the dry tight mouth of her cunt. Again she felt wicked pleasure, perverse arousal. She fought to stay dry and cool and unaroused, but her long-denied pussy had other ideas.
"I feel it, baby," Kirk said triumphantly, "I feel you getting wet down there."
It was all too true. Jane couldn't control the eager juicing of her greedy little cunt as Kirk rimmed and tickled the tight mouth with his fingertip. Her whole pussy was responding, getting fiery hot and steamy, swelling up tight with horny need. She felt a heavier and heavier flow of thick cream from her famished twat.
"Oh, STOP!" she cried in shame.
"Yeah, I'll stop," Kirk laughed coldly, taking his hand out of her crotch. "You're ready to fuck now. I knew it wouldn't take much to get you ready. I know you got real hot pants for me, baby."
His cruel bragging was too much. Horny as she was, much as she needed his tireless hard fucking, she couldn't give herself to this self-centered bully. She moaned and rolled violently away from him, off the bed, onto her feet. She raced for the living room and the freedom of the front door.
Kirk caught her by the ankle just as she reached the living room, and she went sprawling over the arm of an upholstered chair, her face in the seat, her legs hanging over, her lovely round butt sticking up in the air. Kirk laughed harshly and held her in that humiliating position. His hot sweaty hands pushed down on her hips, pinning her helplessly.
"You wanta do it like dogs?" he laughed. "Okay, teach, whatever you say."
Jane didn't understand what he meant until she felt his hard hot cock entering her from behind. The big knobby head popped into her tight but juicy cunt mouth, and then she felt the thick rock-hard shaft splitting her small pink pussylips and thrusting deep into her snug little box. Kirk grunted and shoved his swollen meat clear to her womb.
"Awwww, Christ, so fuckin' tight!" he whined. "You digging this, baby? You like it?"
Jane was too proud to answer, but he must have known from the sudden flooding of her tight little cunt that she was experiencing wild pleasure. He started to ball her hard and deep and fast, his wonderfully stiff cock slamming into her from behind, and she knew she was lost. She needed it too much. Her body went limp, her legs opened wider and wider, as she gave herself to him.
"Hey, teach," Kirk panted, "you didn't answer me. You like doin' it this way? You having a good time?"
"Don't talk," Jane moaned, "don't – ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh!"
She couldn't finish because a long dizzying orgasm caught her up and carried her away. As the delicious spasms shook her body and her convulsing cunt spewed hot cream, she could hear Kirk chuckling with wicked satisfaction. He'd won again. They both knew she despised him, but somehow he'd aroused her beyond reason, beyond all self-control.
When she'd finished coming, Kirk jerked his cream-drenched rod out of her soaked little box and quickly lifted her into the chair. He sat her in it, then draped her long legs up over the chair arm, exposing her wet red slit obscenely. Jane was too breathless to move or protest. Kirk leered at her, then dropped to his knees before her and plunged his stiff swollen meat into her again, thrusting all the way to his balls in one savage push.
"Ohhhhh, God!" Jane wailed.
She slumped back in the chair, limp and submissive and rocked with intense pleasure as Kirk again tirelessly pumped his hard young cock in her long-starved nipping box. She'd be sorry later, yes, but right now she just had to have his fucking. Kirk laughed and leaned forward to lick her face, his tongue skipping lewdly over her soft skin.
"You love it, baby," he panted, "I know you do. I'm gonna give you plenty of it, too."
The cool and prim Miss Jane White had vanished, and in her place was a moaning, glassy-eyed, panting creature who responded without restraint to the boy's endlessly thrusting cock.



CHAPTER FIVE


It was after midnight when Kirk finally left and Jane fell into an exhausted sleep. Her guilt hadn't gone away, though. It was right there when she woke the next morning. What was wrong with her? Why didn't she have enough self-control to resist the advances of a teenage punk she despised?
The first person she saw at school was Don, who drove into the parking lot just as she did. She was afraid he'd see the guilt in her face, but he just smiled and slipped his arm around her and walked with her to the main building. His comforting and loving presence made her feel even worse about the scandalous things she'd done.
It also made her determined to break off with Kirk. Don was a wonderful man, she didn't intend to lose him, and so Kirk must go. She didn't care now if Don was a mediocre lover. Somehow she'd endure it in order to be with him. It didn't seem like a problem. The only problem was to get Kirk to leave her alone.
In sixth period Kirk swaggered into the classroom with that knowing grin on his face, but this time, instead of looking uncomfortable, Jane just ignored him. The few times their eyes happened to meet, she gave him a frosty stare. By the end of the period it was Kirk who looked uncomfortable. He lingered behind after the other kids had gone.
"Hey, what's with you?" he said to Jane. "Didn't you have a good time last night?"
"What we're doing is sick," Jane replied. "It can't continue. I don't want to see you any more, Kirk."
"Sick, huh?" he said with a sneer. "It didn't seem sick to me. I thought we had a pretty hot time in your bed, teach. You sure acted like you enjoyed it."
Jane flushed but controlled her voice. "I can't explain," she said. "I just don't want to do it again. Go find a another girl, Kirk. I'm sure you know plenty of them."
To her surprise, he just shrugged and walked out. She could hardly believe he'd give up so easily. Feeling much better, she went home, had a bath and a light supper, and decided to reward herself for getting out of her evil involvement. Instead of grading papers, she'd treat herself to an evening of drinks and TV, unwinding completely.
Jane dressed in a long pale blue negligee that hugged her tall curvy body and was slightly transparent, showing the outline of her lacy bra and panties. It was a very comfortable gown and made her feel glamorous as well. She made herself a tall drink, turned on the TV to a good movie, and sat on the couch. She'd barely reined, though, when the doorbell rang.
"Oh, damn," she muttered, getting up to answer it.
There was Kirk.
Jane reddened as she took in his powerful menacing body and that all-too-familiar sneer. "What do you want, Kirk?" she said coldly.
"Guess," he laughed. "Aw, come on, teach don't look like that. I figured by now you'd have cooled off and thought it over and seen what a good deal we got going. Let me in, and I'll be real nice to you."
"You're never coming in this house again," Jane said decisively. "I meant what I said this afternoon, Kirk – I don't want to see you again."
She slammed the door in his face and locked it.
She was afraid he might make a scene, yelling and pounding, but after a moment, he got in his car and drove off. Jane went back to her TV show, hoping she'd finally seen the last of him. She was undisturbed for about an hour, when suddenly she heard a strange noise from the back of the house.
She raced down the hall, following the noise, and into her bedroom. She got there just in time to see Kirk climbing in the window, followed by another boy.
"Get out of here," Jane shouted, "before I call the police. I'm going to phone write now."
She turned and started down the hall to the phone, but Kirk was faster than she'd expected. He grabbed her and dragged her back into the bedroom, screaming and kicking. He got behind her and pinned her arms, presenting her for the inspection of the boy he'd brought with him.
"Here she is," he laughed. "Whaddya think?"
"Real nice," the boy said with a low whistle, "real nice."
He was a rat-faced little runt, shorter than Jane, skinny, with greasy brown hair and a dirty leather jacket. He stood with his hands in his pockets, his hips thrust forward, frying to look tough. He had an evil leer on his face as he eyed Jane's lush mature body.
"What do you think you're doing, Kirk?" Jane gasped.
"Teaching you a lesson, baby," Kirk chuckled. "You gotta learn that when you don't do what I want, something bad happens. Yeah, you're gonna get punished. I brought along my friend Joey to help. Joey dropped out of school last year, but he still just loves teachers, don't ya, Joey?"
"Oh, I sure do," Joey giggled. "Yeah, there's nothin' I like better than a teacher. Especially one with big boobs."
Kirk and his friend went into paroxysms of laughter over the crude joke. Jane could smell alcohol on their breath. They were in a wild, dangerous mood, and she knew she must be very careful if she didn't want to be hurt. But what kind of "punishment" did Kirk have in mind?
"Okay, let's get to work," Kirk said. "You take us out to that nice living room, teach, and make us a couple of drinks. Then I'll tell you what you're gonna do for punishment."
Jane thought it better to obey quietly until she could find a way to escape. She made drinks for the boys, and they settled into comfortable chairs. They kept exchanging glances and snickering, as if sharing some big joke. Jane grew increasingly nervous and frightened.
"I guess we're ready now," Kirk snickered. "Okay, teach, stand here in front of us and take off your clothes. Give us a nice show."
"You've got to be out of your mind!" Jane gasped. "Not in front of him!"
"Oh, it's cool," Kirk chuckled. "I told Joey all about us. He knows the score."
"You what?" Jane gasped, bunting into tern of shame. "You promised you wouldn't tell."
Kirk leaped out of his chair and gave her a sharp smack across the face. "Cut the tears and shut up," he ordered. "Just do what I tell you. We want a nice strip show, and we're gonna get it – unless you want, worse."
Jane got the message. Crying softly, she reached for the belt of her negligee. Joey grinned delightedly and got up to turn some loud rock music on the radio. He flopped back in his chair and started licking his thin lips as he watched Jane untie her gown. His leering look seemed dirty and defiling to her.
"Hey, teach, dance while you're stripping," Kirk said. "Give us a good show."
Jane obeyed, swaying to the music as she untied her belt and let her long filmy negligee slip open. The boys exchanged eager grins. Trembling with embarrassment, Jane let the gown slip off her shoulders, and it descended in a slow cloud to her feet. She danced out of it wearing only her bra and panties and high-heeled slippers.
"Hey, pretty nice," Joey said.
"You ain't seen nothing yet," Kirk assured him. "She's got a fantastic body."
Jane had never felt so humiliated in her life. She'd thought Kirk had already put her through all the shame she'd ever know, but she hadn't reckoned with his perverted mind. She'd never dreamed he'd bring along an audience. The boys' leering eyes and malicious laughter increased her mortification. To gain time, she very slowly kicked off her shoes as she swayed to the music.
"Now the bra, teacher," Kirk purred.
Jane wanted to beg him to let her go, but she knew it would do no good. He was intent on humiliating her, and any resistance would bring out his brutal anger. Sobbing, red with embarrassment, Jane reached around and found the hook of her bra. He sat on the edge of his seat, straining for the first glimpse of her naked breasts.
Reluctantly she unhooked the skimpy lace bra and drew it forward and let it slide down off her arms. She was still dancing, as ordered, and her huge snowy-white boobs wobbled heavily, the soft rosy nipples bouncing all around. There was a long moment of silence before they finally gave a loud appreciative whistle.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed, "I never seen a pair of tits that big before!"
"Yeah, great, ain't they?" Kirk laughed.
"Man, oh, man," Joey sighed, "I'd sure like to get my hands on those."
Kirk flashed him a look, and Jane shut up. He just sat on the edge of his chair ogling Jane's big firm, jugs as they wobbled and bounced with her dancing. If it was possible to die of shame, she'd have done it, but there was nothing to save her. She had to endure the horny hot scrutiny of her silky ripe tits and bouncing little nipples. He started licking his skinny lips again.
"Now the panties, teacher." Kirk said wit a malicious laugh. "Take it all off, baby."
"Oh, please," Jane whimpered.
Kirk flashed her a look she knew all too well, and she quickly hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her little lacy bikini panties. Avoiding the excited eyes of the boys, she began inching her panties down as she danced. If Kirk wanted to punish her, he'd found the ideal way. She hated displaying her body in this lewd way to the two grinning young punks.
"Hurry, hurry," Joey panted, practically falling out of his chair, "hurry and show us that pussy."
"Yeah, teach, let us see everything," Kirk laughed.
Jane moved as slowly as she could, but at last the panties were down over the cute little rounds of her ass and then over the glossy brown fur patch of her muff. Blushing furiously, she let the little garment slither down her legs and stepped out of it, totally naked and exposed.
"Fantastic!" Joey exclaimed. "Man, what a body!"
"I told you she was something else," Kirk said, proud that he'd impressed his friend. "She sure beats those dogs we been going around with."
"For sure," Joey sighed. "Man, what a pair of knockers."
Jane felt like something out of a sideshow. She wondered how long Kirk was going to torture her like this, forcing her to show every intimate part of her body to him and his leering friend. She danced before them, enduring their evil grins until she couldn't stand it any mote. Enough was enough. She stopped still and looked coldly at them.
"Hey, teach, keep dancing," Kirk snapped. "I didn't tell you to stop."
"You go to hell, you creep." Jane hissed. "I've had enough of this."
Kirk eyed her furiously. "Okay, baby," he said, "if that's the way you wanta play it, you got it. I was just gonna have you strip for me and my friend, but you been a bad girl. You gotta be punished again. Get over in that chair."
Jane obeyed, knowing she'd almost pushed him too far. She must remember to curb her outbursts. That little maniac could kill her if he got too angry. She went and sat in a nearby chair opposite the boys. It was the same big overstuffed chair she'd sat in last night while Kirk made love to her. She remembered the scene with a deep blush.
"Get your legs up," Kirk ordered.
"W-what do you mean?" Jane said.
"Like you had 'em last night, baby," Kirk said tauntingly. "You gotta remember that."
Jane remembered all too well. Blushing scarlet, she put her long legs up over the arms of the chair, completely exposing her lush moist scarlet pussy. There was absolutely nothing hidden from the boys' mocking, leering eyes. They could see the tiny red lump of her clit, the tiny shadowed mouth of her cunt, even the little light-brown mouth of her asshole. They saw the swollen rosy lips of her pussy and the encircling fringe of delicate brown hairs. Joey gave a snort of excitement.
"Christ," he said, "I gotta get a better look. That okay, Kirk?"
"By my guest," Kirk laughed.
To Jane's horror, Joey came rushing over to kneel between her legs and gawk at her exposed naked pussy. His rat-like face was practically in her crotch. She flashed Kirk a look of hatred, but he just answered with a sadistic grin. She could feel Joey's hot moist breath on her pussy, and his breathing got hotter and faster as he studied her lush red slit.
"Man, this is making me awful horny," Joey sighed. "I sure would like to get some of this. Whaddya say, Kirk?"
"Kirk, no!" Jane gasped. "Not that, please!"
Kirk smiled at both of them, enjoying his position of power. He considered it for a moment, then said coolly, "Well, teach, it ain't right for me to hog you. I think I oughta share you with my friend."
"Hey, right on," Joey said eagerly.
He leaped to his feet and started stripping. Jane couldn't believe it was happening. Even Kirk couldn't be so vile as to just give her away to a stranger. Or could he? He looked calm, even pleased, as he left his chair and strolled over for a better view of the action. He met Jane's horrified eyes with a mocking grin. My God, it was true – he was going to let this filthy little hood fuck her.
Jane, still dazed with disbelief, stared at Joey as he quickly discarded his sneakers, jacket, and t-shirt. As he unzipped his fly she saw that he wasn't wearing shorts. She saw a flail dark bush of brown hairs, small swollen red halls, and his fiercely erect prick hugging his belly. He had a skinny cock, bluish-white, with a deep red head. His swollen little dick was weeping big drops of juice.
"Noooo!" Jane shouted.
She started to bring her legs down, to leap from the chair, but the boys were on her in a flash, Kirk moving behind the chair to hold her shoulders, Joey leaning on her widely parted legs to keep them in place on the arms of the chair. She was trapped. She began to sob desperately. She didn't want to fuck Joey. She felt only disgust and revulsion for him.
"Oh, no, Kirk, please," she wept, "anything but this."
"Anything?" Kirk laughed. "Okay, I'll make a deal. If you don't wanta ball Joey, you can go to class tomorrow and tell them all about us. I bet they'd really dig that."
Jane moaned. There was no bargaining with this little animal. She could only try to break loose, and she struggled with all her might. But the two boys were far too strong for her. She remained trapped in the chair with her long legs spread lewdly wide, her exposed scarlet gash an easy target for Joey's stiff ready cock.
"Go to it, man," Kirk snickered. "Stick it in her."
"You better believe I will," Joey chuckled, failing to his knees before her.
"No, oh, noooo!" Jane shrieked.
It was no use, of course. The grinning teen leaned forward and gingerly bent his achingly stiff prick down toward her flaming-red pussy.
Chuckling, he pressed the hard head of his cock into the small moist depression of her cunt. Jane flinched and moaned and tried to move, but the boys held her securely.
"Here goes," Joey panted.
He started to push the rock-hard head of his prick into her tiny dry cunt mouth. Jane felt the painful first shove as he popped the swollen cock-head an inch into her resisting box. Joey paused for breath, then pushed again, and she felt the steely little rod slowly invading her belly. Behind her she could hear Kirk chuckling softly, evilly.
"Christ, she's tight," Joey panted. "I never got into one tighter."
"Yeah, she's got a real nice box," Kirk agreed. "I don't think ol' Davis gives her much."
It couldn't be happening, Jane was sure. It had to be a bad dream. Yet she could certainly feel the hard long presence of Joey's dick in her tight dry cunt. She looked down dizzily and watched as more and more of his thin milky-pale cock slipped between her swollen red pussylips and entered her body. Joey was watching, too, grinning gleefully as he penetrated her.
"Far out," he sighed. "Real tight an' hot. You sure got a good thing going her, Kirk."
"You hear that, teach?" Kirk taunted. "Joey really digs your cunt. You enjoying yourself, teach?"
Jane only moaned in humiliation. Joey at last eased his long prick clear to his balls in her snug little twat. With a hoarse moan he began to ball her in viciously hard quick strokes. Jane flinched and moaned again. She was so dry and tight that even Joey's thin peter felt too big. But as his rapid hard fucking went on, she felt the first treacherous response of her ever-hungry cunt, a slight moistening, a growing heat.
"Oh, yeah, yeah," Joey babbled, "real nice, real great box. Man, this is good."
Jane reddened and kept her mouth clamped shut, but she could feel her immoral pussy getting hotter and wetter by the second. Just as with Kirk, she hated the boy but needed his cock. She had so many long lonely years to make up for that she could even respond to this cold-blooded rape.
"Hey, baby, you digging my buddy's cock?" Kirk laughed.
"Go to hell," Jane gasped.
Kirk only laughed, too busy watching the action to get angry with her. She could hear his bait excited breathing behind her and feel his hands starting to sweat on her shoulders. They were all watching, the boys gleefully and Jane dazedly, as Joey's pale juice-soaked prick zipped in and out between her swollen red cunt-lips. Jane tried to resist the pleasure of his stiff hard fucking, but her cunt had started to cream heavily, responding hungrily.
She must hold out. It would be the final humiliation to come with this horrid little creep, to let Kirk know that she could even get off with a stranger. She gritted her teeth and held her body stiff, but Joey's eager prick went on pounding and pounding in her long-starved box, and she felt herself rising irresistibly towards climax.
"Aw, Jesus!" Joey gasped. "Tao much! I'm gonna shoot! Oh, man, awwwww!"
Jane felt the sizzling blast of his come deep in her boiling little box. She breathed a sigh of relief. He hadn't made her come after all. She seethed with lust, but her pride was saved. She managed to look cold and unmoved as Joey pulled his limp wet prick out of her come-soaked twat.
"Okay, teach, get up," Kirk ordered. "I want you to lean over the chair."
Joey backed off a little, and Kirk let go of her shoulders and came around to face her. He was already kicking off his shoes, and in another moment he was out of his t-shirt. As he unzipped his jeans, she saw that this time he had a hard-on without her help. No doubt the sadistic pleasure of watching her get raped had done the trick. He stepped out of his jeans and grinned at her, his hugely-erect prick weaving heavily and oozing bubbles of juice.
"Haven't you done enough already?" Jane sobbed.
"Shut up and do what I said," Kirk growled.
She couldn't fight them. She got up, weeping, and took the position he wanted, hands resting on the chair arm, lovely round ass stuck out. Kirk grunted his approval and went to stand behind her, holding her hips to steady himself. He giggled excitedly and trotted over to watch.
"Yeah, man," he panted, "give it to her. Ball the bitch."
Jane gasped as Kirk suddenly and roughly slammed his thick hard meat into her. His cock was a lot bigger than Joey's, and she felt completely stuffed as Kirk shoved clear to her womb. Unfortunately it was just what her famished little box wanted. She creamed hugely, hotly, around the stiff thick pole. Kirk recognized the sign of arousal and chuckled evilly.
"Nice, huh, teach?" he panted. "Let's show my buddy how much you dig my fucking."
Jane would rather have died than do that, but very soon her body was out of her control. Kirk fucked her savagely, in deep hard fast lunges, just the way he knew she liked best. Balling Joey had aroused her, and Kirk finished the job. Jane clawed the chair and whined and creamed profusely around his jerking meat, praying she wouldn't come but knowing that her creaming hungry cunt would defeat her. Out of the corner of her eye she could see lacy leering and pinning as he watched.
"Ohhhhhh!" Jane moaned. "Oh, God, ohhhhhhh!"
She couldn't help it. Her famished little cunt closed tight and hot around Kirk's pounding meat, and then she was coming, wailing and rocking, hot cream spewing out of her tightly-stuffed box. She could hear the two boys laughing, but she couldn't stop kin dizzying spasms of pleasure. At last she heard Kirk yelp, then felt the steamy blast of his jism.
As soon as he'd come, he pulled out, and Jane slumped to the floor and sobbed with shame. The boys, snickered to each other as they got dressed.
"Now that's what happens when you make me mad, teacher," Kirk told her. "You just remember that. From now on you do what I say, and no arguments – or you'll get something even worse than this."



CHAPTER SIX


When Jane saw Don in the ball the next day, she blushed scarlet and hurried off without speaking to him. She just couldn't face him after the outlandish and wicked thing she'd done. It was bad enough to have become involved with Kirk. Now she'd fucked two teenage boys in each other's presence. It wasn't something to be proud of.
Jane tried to think what could be the matter with her, why she'd behaved in such a crazy way. In the sober light of the morning, she didn't feel any attraction for Kirk and Joey, so why had they gotten her so excited? The only answer she could come up with was her long years of spinsterhood, her stored-up lust. She had to take care of that lust somehow, but Don wasn't doing it for her.
She dreaded the approach of sixth period and when it arrived, it was just as bad as she'd feared. Kirk swaggered in as usual with that knowing grin on his face, only this time he didn't confine himself to just leering at her. He winked, he stuck out his tongue, and he felt free to talk and fool around in class knowing she didn't dare punish him.
Kirk was definitely getting out of hand, but what could she do about it? One word from him, and her career would be ruined. Worse, she'd lose Don. Yet did she really want this punk kid to run her life? Somehow she had to break Kirk's hold over her, but how? Jane felt she was being pulled deeper and deeper into a waking nightmare.
The bell rang, and as she'd expected, Kirk lingered in the classroom after the other kids had left. He locked the door and sauntered over to her, that knowing leer on his face.
"Well, teach, you really enjoyed yourself last night, didn't you?" he chuckled. "I didn't know you were gonna get off on having two guys."
Jane blushed furiously. "Please, Kirk, don't remind me of that," she said. "I'd just as soon forget it."
"Oh, but I ain't gonna let you forget it, baby," Kirk said, slipping an arm around her waist. "I want you to remember real well what happens when you don't cooperate. Now listen, I got something on for tonight and I don't wanta come over to your, place. Let's get it on right here and now."
Jane froze. "Right here in the classroom?" she said. "That's insane. We couldn't take the risk."
"Bull," Kirk said impatiently. "We did it before. You jacked me off. Come on, teach, remember how mad I get when you don't do what I want. And I want you, right now."
Jane stared hopelessly at him. She knew it was no use arguing with him. If she refused him, he'd find a way to make her regret it. She was horrified at the idea of making love right in the classroom, but in the long run it would be easier. It didn't pay to get Kirk mad. No, it would be best just to do what he wanted and get it over with.
"Very well, Kirk," she said numbly, "but let's make it fast I'm so afraid someone will come by and hear us."
He just laughed and led her over to her desk. "Okay, teach," he said, "well make it a quickie. You just lean over the desk here, and I'll do the rest."
Shuddering, Jane obeyed, resting her chest and elbows on her desk, her pert round butt poking up in the air. She could hear Kirk chuckling and humming to himself behind her, then the quick noise of his zipper as he opened his jeans. Jane felt like a piece of equipment for his convenience, a mere toy. It was humiliating to have to give him her body every time he asked.
Kirk lifted her skirt and tucked it up around her waist. Jane's blush deepened as he whisked down her panties and let them drop to her ankles. Her whole ripe red pussy was exposed to his leering eyes. She could feel his hot moist breath fanning the tender flesh as he took a closer look at her rich scarlet slit. She could have sunk through the floor with shame.
"You sure got a nice pussy, teach," he remarked. "Too bad you don't wanta take more time. We could play with each other and have a lot of fun. There's a whole bunch of stuff we haven't tried yet."
"Please, Kirk," she said nervously, "do it and get it over with. Mr. Davis might come by for me."
Kirk laughed harshly. "Okay, baby, if it's a quickie you want, it's a quickie you'll get."
Suddenly his hot sweaty hands clasped her naked hips, and she felt the hard knobby head of his swollen young cock pressing against the tight little mouth of her cunt. She wasn't amused, just dry and nervous and scared, and as he popped his swollen prick-head into her, it seemed too thick for the little opening.
"Owwww!" Jane gasped. "Be careful, please, Kirk. You're hurting me."
"No Goddamn wonder," he said with irritation, "you're dry as a bone. What's your problem anyhow, baby? Last night you were wet enough."
"I-I don't know," Jane whimpered.
"Then to hell with you," Kirk snarled. "If it hurts, too bad. I wanta get my rocks off, whether you dig it or not."
He grunted and shoved, filling her tiny tight dry cunt with his thick cock-meat. Jane gasped and winced. She felt hugely stuffed with his hard young cock and not at all turned on. She kept worrying that someone – Don, the principal, a fellow teacher – might walk in and find her taking it from behind from one of her students.
That was silly. The door was locked. Still she couldn't stop worrying. As Kirk grunted and pushed, trying to penetrate her tight and unresponsive little twat, she felt nothing but anxiety. He took a deep breath, pushed even harder, but couldn't get even half the length of his rampant young cock into her resisting hole. At last he cursed and pulled out.
"Damn you anyhow," he snarled, "that ain't no fun. I'm gonna get you wet."
"Oh, Kirk, not now, please," Jane said anxiously. "Not here. I-I just can't get excited here. I keep worrying. We'll do it at my house sometime when you're not so busy."
She should have known better than to contradict Kirk. His face went red with anger, and he seized her and quickly wrestled her to the floor. He sat on her, glaring down at her, gripping her wrists painfully tight. From his open fly his pale thick cock stuck out stiff and swollen and drooling with bubbles of juice.
"I'll call the shots," he hissed, "and don't you forget it. I ain't leaving here with no hard-on. But I don't like balling dry cunts, so I'm gonna do something about it. You gonna go on arguing, or are you gonna get smart?"
"W-Whatever you say, Kirk," Jane replied meekly.
"That's better," he snapped. "Now you just lie still."
Jane obeyed. Anything to avoid his insane anger. Kirk got off her and pulled her panties off from around her ankles. He shoved her skirt up again, uncovering the pretty brown glossy triangle of her muff. He opened her legs roughly, bending her knees and pushing them back till they touched the heaving mounds of her tits. She was fully and lewdly exposed.
"Now here's something we never tried before, teach," he said. "I think you're gonna dig it."
Then to Jane's astonishment he dipped his blond head right into her crotch. She felt his hot breath fanning her naked slit, then the firm press of his lips against her plump red pussylips. She was shocked, but at the same time she felt a quiver of naughty excitement. She'd read about this practice, giving head, but it seemed incredibly evil to her. She trembled violently as Kirk kissed her whole exposed pussy.
"K-Kirk," she gasped, "what are you doing?" he chuckled. "I'm gonna eat your pussy, teacher. Didn't ol' Davis ever go down on you?"
"N-No," Jane whimpered. "I don't think it's right, Kirk. Please, stop."
"Don't tell me what to do," he snarled.
Jane shut up, knowing anything was better than getting him angry. Whatever kinky thing it was he had in mind, she'd have to endure it. Kirk laughed harshly and then pried open the furry lips of her cunt and exposed the tiny red lump of her clit. Jane felt the wet slick tip of his tongue flicking back and forth over her sensitive joy button, and she was overwhelmed with unexpected pleasure.
"OHHHHH!" she gasped.
"Yeah," Kirk laughed, "I figured you'd dig this."
He flicked his wet hot tongue tip faster and faster over her moist little button, and Jane almost stopped breathing, it felt so good. She hadn't dreamed that anything could be so wonderful. Fucking was great, yes, and Kirk's fingers had felt so nice playing with her pussy, but none of it could compare with the dizzying joy of having her pussy licked. She flushed all over with hot arousal, and her naked exposed gash started to swell and moisten.
Kirk's slippery tongue lashed and rimmed and tickled her supersensitive little clit, and Jane was overwhelmed by her natural instincts. She let her legs fill open wider and wider, as far as they could go, giving him plenty of room to eat her. She arched up her pussy, rubbing her horny little clit-nub against his stroking tongue. In a matter of moments her pussy had swelled up hugely and grown red-hot and wet.
"Ohhhhhh, my God!" Jane moaned. "My God!"
"You like it?" Kirk panted.
"Y-Yessss," she whined, "God help me, yes." It was disgusting to give in so easily, but she simply had to have more of his fantastic tonguing. She felt she'd die of frustration if he stopped now. Kirk added to her urgent need when he suddenly pressed his lips to her erect and swollen clit and sucked the little lump into his mouth. He started sucking on it loudly, wetly, and Jane felt her whole body melting with scorching pleasure. Her cunt began to squirt great floods of hot fragrant cream all over the boy's face.
"Ahhhhhh!" Jane walled. "Oh, ohhhhhhh, yes!"
She was creaming hot steamy puddles of pussy-juice all over the floor. She was moaning and wailing and bucking, clawing the wooden floor, going crazy with pleasure, and there was nothing she could do to control herself, not with Kirk sucking furiously on her needy little clit. She'd never felt such exquisite pleasure in her life.
"Suck me," she babbled, "oh, yes, suck me! Don't stop. I love it. Ohhhh, ohhhhh!"
Suddenly she was coming, helplessly and violently, coming right in his face. Kirk went on sucking her horny little button while she wailed and rocked and creamed hugely all over his jerking chin. She was embarrassed at letting go like that, but she simply couldn't help herself. When her spasms finally died down, Kirk raised his cream drenched face and grinned at her.
"Boy, you really got off on that, didn't you, teach," he said mockingly. "Didn't nobody ever go down on you before?"
"N-No," Jane admitted, blushing furiously. "I had no idea it would feel so good. But, Kirk, we really ought to quit. Someone might…"
"Slow it," Kirk snapped. "I ain't finished yet. You just lie back, baby, 'cause I got more surprises."
Jane sighed and lay back as ordered, not wanting to arouse his anger. He pushed her legs open again, exposing her drenched and swollen slit with its pretty fringe of brown curls. Jane trembled as he once more dipped his blond head into her steamy crotch. She felt his thick wet tongue tickling down from her fat little clit and through the plump folds of her pussylips. He paused at the small recessed mouth of her cunt and began to rim the wet little hole with the stiff tip of his tongue.
"Ohhhhh, God!" Jane gasped.
She'd just had a powerful orgasm, but she was instantly aroused again as Kirk began rimming the eager mouth of her cunt with his swift expert tongue. Unbelievable sensations rocked her body. What he was doing seemed so wicked to her, yet she loved it, wanted it to go on and on. She let her legs fall open as wide as they'd go.
"Yes, yes," she panted, "Lick meeeeee!"
Kirk's tongue moved even faster at her hoarse command. Jane instinctively thrust her pussy upward to meet his rimming tongue, wanting all the delicious friction she could get. Kirk's hot slippery tongue sped around and around the drooling famished mouth of her twat, till she was ready to faint with pleasure. But that rimming motion was just for openers, she found out. She felt his tongue suddenly snaking right into her cunt.
"Ahhhhhhh!" she gasped, "Kirk, no, that isn't right, you mustn't – ohhhhhh!"
It seemed incredibly wicked of him to put his tongue inside her body, to thrust it right into her cream-filled cunt, but as he slowly and teasingly slid the slippery hot organ into her, Jane was overcome with pleasure. She just had to have more of his tongue. Her hungry cunt relaxed and opened wider for him, welcoming his tongue, creaming furiously.
"Yess, yessss," she panted, "stick your tongue in inc. Oh, my God, that's wonderful. Deeper, darling, deeper."
She lay there quivering and moaning softly as Kirk slowly worked his tongue clear to the root in her blazing hot little twat. She was babbling by then, out of her mind with excitement. Then to her delight he began pumping his thick tongue inside her, using it like a miniature cock. Jane squealed with pleasure as he tongue-fucked her in quick deep thrusts.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she wailed. "Keep doing it, keep doing it,ohhhhhh!"
She was coming again, her lush mature body rocking violently, her impaled cunt creaming floods of steamy juice. Kirk's tongue jerked hard and fast in her convulsing little box, making her climax more intense. Long delicious seconds passed during which Jane was totally out of control, screaming and shaking. As she finally came down, she blushed with embarrassment. She must have made an obscene spectacle of herself.
"Kirk," she gasped, "don't you think we should stop now? I'm so afraid of someone hearing us."
"Aw, they've all left by now," he said, lifting his soaked face from her seething pussy. "And I ain't finished. Here's the best thing of all, teach."
Jane couldn't imagine anything better than what he'd already done, but she dizzily opened her legs again and let him nuzzle into her soaked and steamy crotch. She was through fighting. Though she despised the kid and would get him out of her life as soon as she could, she doubted she'd ever have a better lover. She might as well enjoy it while she could. Meek, gentle Don certainly wouldn't be making love to her like this when they got married.
Kirk's expert slick tongue tickled down from her dripping little cunt mouth and flicked wickedly over the tight little mouth of her asshole. Jane gasped, shocked and surprised. Surely he wasn't going to tongue her THERE? But he was, his wet hot tongue tip circling the clenched mouth of her brownie, rimming, teasing, tickling.
"Kirk, NO!" she gasped. "My God, no!"
He paid no attention. His slippery tongue moved faster and faster around the tiny wrinkled mouth of her bumhole, and she was surprised and ashamed to feel sudden hot excitement. She hadn't dreamed that her brownie could be the source of pleasure. She was learning quickly, though. Her immoral pussy started to swell and cream again. She'd had two orgasms in less than five minutes, but now she was aroused again.
"Oh, my GOD!" she gasped.
Kirk's stiffened but slick tongue was pushing against the tiny clenched mouth of her asshole, trying to get in. Jane resisted for a moment, shocked and outraged – then relaxed. Her horny need was more powerful than her conscience. Her tight little bumhole opened, and Kirk's tongue snaked inside. She felt the thick wet thing stuffing her tight nether passage, sinking clear to the roots.
"Ahhhhhhh!" she wailed.
God help her, she loved it. It was the most exciting thing she'd ever felt in her life. He started thrusting his long thick tongue in and out, in and out, and Jane groaned with helpless excitement. It was evil, it was wrong, but she couldn't resist. A few more hot deep strokes of his tongue, and she was coming again.
"Ahhhhhh, yes, yes!" she screamed. "So good!"
The dizzying spasms overcame her, and she writhed and wailed her pleasure while Kirk went on thrusting his slick tongue briskly in her tight steamy bumhole, making her climax doubly intense. At last it was over, and he lifted his soaked face from her crotch and leered down at her.
"Well, teach," he said, "don't tell me you didn't get off on that."
"You know I did," Jane said hoarsely. "You don't have to rub it in. I'm only human. Now can I go home?"
"Uh-uh," Kirk said, grinning evilly, "that wouldn't be fair. I got you off. Now you do something for me."
He stood up and quickly shucked his jeans. His handsome cock was as stiff as ever, six thick inches of pale meat, the head huge and bulbous and purple. Jane knew she'd never get out of there until she satisfied him, so she decided to get it over with fast. As Kirk lay down on his back beside her, she curled her fingers around his hot throbbing dick and started to pump.
"Uh-uh," he grunted, "not that way. I went down on you, baby – now you go down on me."
Jane blushed but quickly moved to bend over him. She remembered that he liked his cock licked, so she held the stiffly wagging pole and applied her glistening pink tongue to the sensitive head. She licked meekly and dutifully, making the hard hot cock-head glisten with her saliva. But Kirk, far from becoming excited, gave an impatient grunt.
"Jesus," he said, "not that kid stuff. Take it in your mouth. SUCK!"
Jane's blush deepened. She'd never taken a cock in her mouth before. She thought only whores did that. But there was no arguing with Kirk. She opened her lips and stuffed the fat purple cock-head into her mouth. It seemed enormous, stretching her lips almost painfully, pressing down on her tongue, crowding her mouth. She began to suck awkwardly and timidly.
Kirk's face went pink with excitement as he watched his pretty teacher sucking on the sensitive head of his cock – but he still wasn't satisfied. "That's amateur stuff, baby," he hissed. "You gotta take it all. Get that whole cock in your mouth, or I'm gonna get mad."
Jane did her best to obey, but she didn't see how it was possible to take six inches of thick cock-meat into her small tight mouth. She gasped and gagged as she eased more and more of his silky throbbing dick over her tongue. The only way was to take the great creaming head right into her throat. She conquered her reluctance and finally managed it, his swollen hot nut sacs coming to rest against her chin.
"Well, all right," Kirk sighed. "Yeah, that's great, baby. Now suck it – and suck it hard!"
Jane obeyed, sucking fast and hard on his silky hard prick. She found herself enjoying it in spite of her dislike for Kirk. She liked the light salty taste of his juice, the satiny throbbing texture of his meat. She didn't have to be urged any longer. She began to suck like she was starved. Kirk gave a yelp of excitement.
"Oh, Jesus, yeah," he panted, "that's the way to suck cock, teacher. You just keep that up. Oh, wow, yeah!"
Jane dutifully went on sucking his swollen meat in her steamy wet little mouth, and Kirk flopped back with an ecstatic look on his face. He was flushed with arousal, grinning lustily, his eyes rolling aimlessly. She'd never been him so aroused. Thick tasty juice dribbled from his cock-head and trickled down her throat.
"Hey, play with my balls, too," Kirk gasped.
Anything to get it over with. Jane reached down and cupped his tautly swollen red-hot nut sacs, giving them a gentle but steady massage. The boy groaned with pleasure. His cock seemed to swell and beat in her wet sucking mouth, and his fat balls throbbed in her pumping hand. He breathed loudly, raggedly, his flushed face split in a horny pin.
"Get ready, baby," he moaned, "got ready to eat my come."
Jane froze. She hadn't thought of that. She didn't mind sucking him – in fact she got off on it – but she was horrified at the idea of swallowing all that hot sticky jism. She moaned loudly and shook her head frantically, her eyes wide with alarm. Kirk snarled and grabbed a fistful of her thick brown hair, holding her head in place.
"You're gonna eat it, teacher," he hissed, "you're gonna do as I say. Now get ready."
Jane had no choice. He held her in place, fucking her mouth, jerking his swollen meat frantically up and down, till after a few seconds he moaned hoarsely and started to shoot his load. She felt her throat and mouth filled with steamy salty come. It wasn't as bad as she'd expected. She was to swallow it all. She even found herself thinking how much fun this would be if he were Don instead of Kirk. She'd like to do this for the man she loved.
Kirk sighed loudly and let his withered wet prick slip from her lips. "Far out," he said. "You make a great little cocksucker, teach."
"May I go now?" Jane said coldly.
"Yeah, yeah, go ahead," Kirk sighed, fumbling for his jeans. "But remember, I'll be around."
"How could I forget?" Jane said with a sigh.
She was really beginning to wonder about herself. She despised this little creep, wanted him out of her life, and yet he never failed to arouse her. No matter how much she vowed to behave, to control herself, she always went wild with him. Maybe it wasn't Don that was abnormal. Maybe it was her. She seemed oversexed, frantic for sensation, desperate to make up for lost time.
As she watched Kirk swagger out of the room, she knew one thing for sure. She had to get him out of her life, or he'd drag her down to the depths right along with him. Yet after all that had happened, she couldn't be sure she'd be able to resist him. She couldn't be sure of anything.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Tonight at your place," Kirk whispered to her as he left class the next day. "Be there." He gave her a look she couldn't mistake. She'd have to do as he said, or there would be terrible consequences.
He didn't linger after class but walked out with the others, not even waiting for her reply. Jane slumped at her desk and gave a deep sigh. It was Friday, and she and Don usually went to the movies that night. She'd line to make up some excuse for Don. She couldn't risk angering Kirk. There was no telling what he'd do.
She thought of spending the night with Kirk, secure in her house, the door locked, no danger of anyone overhearing them – and suddenly she felt a wave of wicked lust. She blushed scarlet. My God, she was actually looking forward to his love-making. At least her famished pussy was looking forward to it. She felt hot cream soaking right through the crotch of her panties.
She hated herself for it, but she couldn't forget the intense pleasure she'd felt when Kirk went down on her. She knew then, and she knew now, that marriage to Don wouldn't be like that. It would be pleasant and secure, but it wouldn't be thrilling. Her one and only chance for sexual adventure was now, with Kirk. Much as she disliked the boy, he was her only chance to fulfill those long years of lust and fantasy, her last chance for total sexual satisfaction.
She told herself coolly that she'd better grab the chance while she could get it. She knew herself now, knew that all those long-stifled yearnings had to be satisfied – and that she couldn't count on Don to do it for her. Since Kirk already had her in his power, she might as well take advantage of it and follow him into every kinky adventure he proposed. She had to get all that wild lust out of her system before she married Don.
She sighed and got to her feet and started putting on her coat, when there was a knock at the classroom door. "Come in," she called. Don walked into the room.
Her loving smile was automatic when she saw him. He looked shy but eager – and incredibly attractive. She loved this man no matter what, but it tore her up to know that he couldn't satisfy her in bed, that, they'd never reach the heights together. For that, she had to depend on a rotten little punk who treated her like shit.
As site thought of Kirk and what they might be doing together tonight, she blushed. "Hello, Don," she said weakly.
"How's my girl?" he said, walking over to give her a peck on the cheek. "Would you like to go out to dinner before the movies?"
Jane's blush deepened. She felt like a rat as she said haltingly, "Don, I can't make it tonight. How about tomorrow?"
He looked intently at her, and she was sure she was tinning beet red. "But, honey," he said, "we always go out on Fridays. What could be more important than being together?"
"It's-It's just that so much work has piled up, Don," she said quickly. "I've got a million papers to grade. I'd feel better about it if I got them out of the way tonight. I'd be more relaxed tomorrow."
He wasn't buying it. He looked her in the eye and said, "Jane, you've been changing lately. You don't act the same towards me. You seem to be drawing back. Darling, don't be afraid to tell me if there's another man."
"Oh, my God, no," Jane said. She threw her arms around him and said urgently, "Don, there'll never be anyone else. I – well, I just feel very tense waiting for us to get married. I'm a normal woman Don, I have normal needs. It's hard to be around you and not want to make love. Do you understand?"
He stiffened and drew away. "I understand," he said awkwardly, "but we've discussed this already, Jane. It's better for us to wait."
Jane flushed with anger. What was the matter with him? Why did he withdraw whenever she mentioned sex? He had no right to make her feel dirty and depraved just because she had normal needs. How could he be so right for her in every other way, so wrong when it came to sex?
"Of course, Don," she said coldly, "I agree. So it won't hurt to wait till tomorrow for our date, will it?"
"Whatever you want," he snapped. "I'll see you tomorrow around seven."
He turned and stalked out of the worn, slamming the door behind him. Jane pounded her fists on the desk. My God, what was eating him? What was his problem? If he'd just make love to her, the way a normal lover would, she'd never have gotten into this mess with Kirk. She wouldn't be balling a hoodlum for relief.
"Well, to hell with you, Don Davis," she spat.
Her conscience wasn't bothering her any more. By God she was going to swing tonight, she was going to get what was rightfully hers – complete and unrestrained satisfaction. If Don wouldn't give it to her, she had every right to get it from someone else. She was more than ready to follow wherever Kirk wanted to lead her in bed – or from the chandelier for that matter.
Jane drove home and took a long hot bath and dressed in her sexiest outfit. In a crazy mood one time she'd bought some racy red pants with flared legs and a very snug fit across her pert rounded ass and the gentle mound of her lower belly. It was far too revealing for Don. She put on a matching red jersey that clung tightly, and she didn't wear a bra. Her big breasts quivered enticingly under the clinging little garment. She added eight-inch red heels and a generous splash of gardenia cologne. She was ready to swing.
She gulped a strong drink while she waited for Kirk, wanting to be completely relaxed and uninhibited. Tonight she intended to fulfill every wicked fantasy she'd ever had. When the doorbell rang around eight o'clock, she rushed to answer it, her pussy already hot and wet with eagerness. There was going to be no holding back, no modesty tonight.
Jane threw open the door and froze. Kirk was there, all right, cocky and strutting as usual, but he wasn't alone. Behind him stood two leering teenage boys.
"Kirk, what…?!" she gasped.
"Hi ya, teach," he said nonchalantly. "I brought some friends."
Stunned, she stood aside as the three boys sauntered into the house. She recognized Joey, the rat-faced little hood. How could she forget? The other boy was a stranger, tall and thin and evil-looking, with long greasy dark hair and a long knife scar down the left side of his face. He leered at her and winked.
"You know key," Kirk said, "and this is another pal of mine, Snake. He dropped out of school a couple years ago, so you wouldn't remember him. You're gonna get to be friends, though – real good friends."
Numbly Jane closed the door and walked into the living room where the boys were already helping themselves to drinks from the portable bar. "Kirk," she said nervously, "I thought we'd be alone."
"Aw, the more the merrier, baby," he laughed. "Also I don't like the way you been acting lately. You don't do what I say. I figured you needed another lesson."
Jane's mind reeled. She had a pretty good idea what he had in mind. He hadn't brought his friends just to chat. All her excitement, her lust for adventure, disappeared. She despised Kirk. Obviously he considered her nothing more than a machine for his pleasure. Well, she didn't intend to cooperate. She began backing slowly toward the door.
"Hey, when do we get started?" said Snake, his eyes devouring Jane's lush mature figure.
"Let's finish these drinks," Kirk replied.
"There's plenty of time."
Yes, she was right. He intended to share her with his friends. Jane made a little more progress toward the door. She made a decision. If she could just get away and find Don, she'd tell him everything and ask for his help in breaking Kirk's hold over her. What did she have to lose? If she kept on like this she'd lose Don anyway. A teacher couldn't have orgies with teenage boys and not be found out eventually.
"Hey, baby, you sure are dressed up tonight," Kirk said with a grin. "I bet you could hardly wait to see me."
"I had a date with Mr. Davis," Jane lied. She couldn't admit that she'd dressed in her sexiest outfit for this creep.
Kirk's face darkened. "I told you to be here," he said. "You – know better than to go making dates, when I'm coming over."
"I-I remembered later," Jane said quickly. "I called and cancelled it."
"Good," said Kirk. "Now get over here and start entertaining me and my buddies."
This was it. She had to make her escape now or never. At close range she couldn't possibly fight off three strong boys. Jane bolted for the door. She heard shouts, heard them pounding after her. She got her hand on the knob, turned it – but that was all. They were seizing her, tugging her back into the living room.
"Lock that door, key," Kirk ordered. "We're gonna teach this bitch a lesson she'll never forget."
Strong hands forced her down on the floor. Jane sobbed and struggled, to no avail. "Strip her," Kirk said. "Snake, you can start. Get her shirt off."
"Oh, nooo," Jane moaned.
Snake, grinning gleefully, tugged the tight red shirt off over her head, tousling her thick brown hair. The boys of course were delighted to see that she was wearing no bra. Kirk and Joey, who'd already seen her naked, were still very much impressed with her huge round wobbling breasts and dainty red nipples. Snake was awestruck.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed. "You didn't tell me she had fantastic knockers. Man, I never seen such a nice pair before."
"Go ahead," Kirk laughed, "play with 'em."
"Yea, feel them up!" Joey smirked.
"You bet I will," Snake said.
Jane writhed violently, trying to escape, but Kirk leaned on her shoulders and Joey sat on her legs. She stared in horror as Snake, leering, tall and scar-faced, dropped to his knees beside her. His sudden touch was searing-hot and sweaty on her naked tits. He grinned lewdly at her as he began to fondle and squeeze the ripe silky globes.
"Fantastic," he chuckled.
Jane didn't exactly share his opinion. She felt defiled and degraded as the grinning punk played freely with her naked breasts and his two buddies leered and winked at her. Snake's touch was not exciting. It was rough and greedy as he cupped fistfuls of satiny hot flesh and squeezed her tender boobs. He finally started to amuse himself by rubbing her little red nipples into taut erection.
"Let's get her pants of," Joey said impatiently. "Yeah, yeah, just a second," Snake said, "I ain't finished yet. I don't get a chance every day to play with jugs like these. Hey, Kirk, I bet it was hell sitting in that classroom and watching 'em bounce."
"You better believe it," Kirk laughed. "I used to get a hard-on every day. But now I can do something about it – ain't that right, teacher?"
Jane gave a sob of mortification but didn't answer him. Just as it would do her no good to struggle, it wouldn't help to argue with these little monsters. There was nothing she could do but endure their rough hands and crude remarks. She wished that was all she'd have to endure, but she knew that soon they were all going to want to ball her. Why hadn't she been content with Don?
Snake bent still lower over her heaving chest and big quivering boobs, and she saw his wet red tongue flick out. He licked and tickled the stiff nubs of her nipples while his friends snickered and made rude remarks. Jane could feel the wicked tickling sensation in her sensitive nipples, but it didn't excite her. Snake's ugly scar and his thin bony face just turned her off.
"Okay, I'll get back to her boobs later," he said finally, lifting his head from her spit-soaked nipples. "Let's get the rest of her clothes off."
"Now you're talking," Joey said.
Kirk laughed. "Since you're so fuckin' eager, man, you can take off her pants."
"Boy, will I ever," Joey grinned.
Snake stood by to hold down her legs if necessary, and Joey seized her pretty red pants and tugged them down. Jane didn't fight, knowing it was no use. She just sobbed quietly. Joey whisked the pants off over her feet and left her wearing only her eight-inch heels and a skimpy pair of black lace bikini parities.
"Jesus, what a figure," Snake whistled. "Too bad she wastes it teaching. She could be a stripper."
"Let me get her panties off," Joey said, moving in again.
Jane blushed scarlet as the panting little hood removed her last garments, tugging down her skimpy panties and taking her shoes right along with them. The three boys stared hungrily at the lush glossy brown fur of her little muff. Jane wanted to die of shame, but there was no escape for her. Kirk held her firmly down for the others to ogle.
"Beautiful," Snake said, licking his lips. "Fantastic body. Man, I can hardly wait to get me some of that." He reached out and ran his hand down Jane's sleek silky body, making her shudder.
"Yeah, I can hardly wait, either," Joey said, nearly pop-eyed with lusty admiration. "I've already got a hard-on that's killing me."
"Well, it'll have to wait," said Kirk. "Remember what we agreed on – I go first."
"Right," the other two said reluctantly. Kirk was clearly the boss of the trio, and Jane was his property.
"Open her legs," Kirk ordered. "Let's get a look at her pussy."
"Far out," Snake laughed.
Snake and Joey pulled her long shapely legs wide open and bent them back nearly to her big heaving tits. Jane moaned and sobbed with shame as her ripe scarlet slit was exposed to their leering eyes. Nothing was bidden, not even the little wrinkled mouth of her bumhole or the tucked-in shadowed opening of her cunt.
"Shit," Snake chuckled, "she's even beautiful there."
"Have a taste if you want," Kirk joked.
But Snake wasn't joking. "Don't mind if I do," he said.
Jane saw his greasy black head plunging between her widely stretched legs. He pressed his face against her pretty little brown muff, and his hot moist breath penetrated clear to her plump pussylips. His long wet tongue crept out and tickled between the furry lips of her mons till it touched the moist little button of her clit.
"Nooooo!" Jane gasped.
"Hey, do it, man," Kirk said. "She digs it."
That was all too true. Jane was terrified that Snake would turn her on by eating her pussy. The last thing she wanted was to lose control with these sick animals, to give them the victory of arousing her. She stiffened her body and clamped her jaws, trying to shut out all sensation as Snake began to lick the most receptive organ of her body.
"Ummmm," Snake murmured, "nice pussy."
That got a laugh from the others, but Snake was serious. He really did dig going down on girls. His tongue lashed fast and hungrily over her tender red button, and she felt his hot saliva flowing out to wet the fat little lump. As he licked faster and faster, Jane felt the first tremors of pleasure rippling through her belly. No, she thought desperately, I can't let him get to me.
"Hey, Snake," Joey laughed, "you gonna stay in there all night?"
Snake didn't answer. His tongue made a lewd slurping noise as he licked with increasing speed and pressure over the fat tasty bump of her clit. Jane felt her whole belly melting with wicked excitement. She just couldn't resist having her clit tongued. But she managed to look stiff and unmoved, managed to stifle the moans of joy that rose to her lips.
It wasn't so easy to stay quiet when Snake suddenly licked lower into her steamy pussy and started sucking the fat pink lips of her cunt. Jane lurched violently and just managed to stifle a yelp of pleasure. Kirk had always turned her on when he went down on her, but he was an, amateur compared to Snake. This guy knew every receptive spot in a woman's crotch, every movement that might excite her. He sucked her ripe cunt-lips into swollen wet arousal, then began to rim the moist little mouth of her cunt.
"Ohhhh, make him stop," Jane moaned.
"Please."
"Shut up," Kirk said impatiently. "You're gonna take whatever we dish out, baby, or you'll be sorry."
Jane couldn't reply anyhow, for just then Snake began to push his tongue up her cunt leaving her breathless and dizzy with pleasure. He had an incredibly long tongue, slippery and hot, and with her legs bent back like that, he could reach almost to her womb. Jane felt the slick tickling organ slowly stuffing her greedy little box, and she turned pink with arousal.
"Oh, nooo, noooo!" she moaned.
She couldn't help it. As Snake worked his long hot tongue clear to the root in her snug little cunt, she began to cream. She creamed all around the probing jerking tongue, betraying her hot excitement. Her thick creaming excited Snake, too. He lapped up her fragrant juice as fast as it came, gobbling and smacking his lips. The other two laughed, but Joey was really getting impatient. "Hey, come on, man," he said, "You can do that later, when we've had our turns. Let's ball her, for chrissake."
"Oh, all right," Snake said reluctantly, lifting his cream-drenched face from Jane's steamy little snatch. "Catch you later, sweetheart."
Jane blushed and avoided his hasty eyes. He must know how turned on she was – he'd lapped up her abundant hot cream. But he didn't say anything, just sat back and watched as Kirk began to strip. This was it, the ultimate humiliation. They wets going to fuck her, one after the other.
"You guys get ready to hold her if she tries to get away," Kirk ordered. "If she's smart, though, she won't move."
Jane got the message. She just lay there, flushed and silent, as Kirk stripped off his clothes and stood there with a colossal cock-stand, hungrily eyeing her naked body. He was perfectly formed, blond and handsome – and sick in the head. He had no tender feelings for her or any other woman. He only wanted to humiliate and defile.
"Okay, teacher," he sneered, "let's give my buddies a good show."
He dropped to his knees, grabbed Jane's long legs, and put them up over his shoulders, lewdly exposing her slick swollen pussy. He placed the knob-like iron-hard head of his cock against the steamy little mouth of her cunt and started to push into her. Jane felt the thick hot meat slowly stuffing her tiny box almost to bursting.
"Nooooo!" she wailed.
"Give it to her, man," Joey laughed.
"Yeah, go for it, baby," Snake shouted.
Kirk penetrated her quickly and roughly, thrusting his thick young dick clear to her womb, and then started to ball her savagely, harder and faster than he'd ever done before. His belly smacked her upturned butt loudly with each plunge, and his rock-hard cock-head butted her womb. No doubt he wanted to impress his friends. He certainly didn't care if he hurt Jane. But perversely she loved his roughness.
"You enjoyin' this, teach?" he panted.
"Of course not," she moaned.
But he had to know she was lying. Her famished little cunt was boiling and creaming around his flying cock, and her big ripe breasts were swelling up stiff and taut with arousal. She bit her lip to keep from screaming with pleasure. This was just the kind of savage prolonged fucking she needed after so many years without a man.
She mustn't let him know that, though. She mustn't give him the victory again. Seeking to distract herself from his piston-like fucking, Jane glanced around – then wished she hadn't. He and Snake were leaning close to watch, their eyes hot and glazed with horny excitement, their expressions crude and mocking. They both winked at her.
Jane moaned and closed her eyes. She couldn't endure those taunting faces. Her lush body rocked with the force of Kirk's furious fucking, and her ever-greedy little twat felt deliciously stuffed and bruised. If only she could hold out. She fought the pleasure, reminded herself of how she hated this hoodlum.
"Awwwwww!" Kirk suddenly gasped. "Awwwww, Christ!"
She'd outlasted him. She felt the fiery blast of his cum as he came. After a few more seconds of frantic humping, he crawled off her, his exhausted prick pale and limp and wet. Jane breathed a sigh of relief. She hadn't disgraced herself yet.
"Okay, Joey, your turn," Kirk said. "Go to it, man."
"Oh, wow, will I," Joey said eagerly.
He quickly shucked his clothes, and Jane saw that his cock was stiff as a board. She shuddered to think of taking it into her body. Leering, Joey lay down on the rug beside her, rolling onto his back, his prick pointing up at the ceiling and dribbling hot cock-juice.
"Sit on me, baby," he giggled. "I could dig doing it that way."
The other two started to laugh, and Jane turned red with mortification. Still there was nothing to do but obey, so she straddled the leering boy and brought her wet little cunt mouth down to meet the small hard rosy head of hip erect prick. She was sobbing quietly with humiliation.
"You put it in, teacher," Joey snickered.
It was the final insult, making her cooperate in her own rape, but there was no way out of it. Jane roughly thrust his stiff little rod into her cunt, wanting to get it over with. Joey gave a loud gasp of pleasure as his small slim cock was enveloped in searing-hot wet flesh. He began to ball her eagerly, in quick short hard strokes.
"Oh, man," Joey whined, "she's hot as hell in there. Nice an' tight, too."
Jane sat stiffly over him, blushing scarlet. It was a very revealing position. Not only could her audience watch Joey's slim pale prick zipping in and out between her plump pink pussylips, but they could admire her huge bouncing breasts. Their leering, grinning faces showed that they enjoyed the spectacle.
"Harder, man, give it to her harder," Kirk panted. "We gotta make this bitch come."
Never, Jane thought. But it really was hard to ignore the hot pleasure she felt as Joey's stiff little rod jerked lightning-fast in her aroused wet twat. Kirk's strong hard fucking had gotten her powerfully aroused, but she hadn't come. She was in real danger of coming with Joey.
"Yeah, yeah," Joey whined, "take it, baby, take my cock. Ohhhhhh, man, this is good!"
Jane got a sudden inspiration. If Joey liked it tight, he could have it even tighter. She contracted her already snug cunt, making it as small as possible, squeezing his frantically pumping cock. It worked. Joey squealed like a humping rabbit and shot his load. She was saved again.
"Far, far out," Joey sighed, pulling hip shriveled wet cock from her dripping cunt. "Okay, Snake, old buddy, your turn."
Jane sat there trembling as Snake quickly undressed. The tall, scar-faced, bony-thin hoodlum frightened her more than the others. Although Kirk and Joey were the loud, rough ones, she sensed that the quiet deliberate Snake had much more cruelty in him. He'd licked her pussy almost tenderly, but not because he liked her. His impulse was to conquer and enslave and humiliate, she was sure of it.
Snake dropped his pants, and Jane's eyes widened in horror. He had an enormous cock, the biggest she'd seen. It appeared to be nine inches of incredibly thick milky-pale meat, capped with a head the size of a golf ball, a great hard purple knob of flesh. Snake saw where she was looking and winked at her.
"Some tool, hub, baby?" he sneered. "I bet you're really looking forward to it."
Jane blushed and lowered her eyes. The next thing she knew, Snake was on her, shoving her onto her back, roughly parting her tender thighs with his hard bony knees. She didn't stand a chance. She felt the enormous rock-hard cock head splitting her tender pussylips and stretching the tight little mouth of her cunt. Snake grunted and pushed, and suddenly she was stuffed so full of his incredibly thick meat that she could hardly breathe.
"Oh, God, noooo!" she screamed.
Snake flattened himself on her, panting and shoving, paying no attention to her terrified cries. He worked steadily at it till his mammoth hard cock was lodged to the balls in her snug steamy twat. Jane realized she wasn't hurting, she was just terrified by his size. As he began to move in her, fucking her in long slow deep strokes, she felt a burst of wicked excitement.
Don't let him know, she thought, keep quiet.
But it wasn't easy to ignore the biggest cock she'd ever taken. Her aroused pussy began to cream heavily, and she had to stifle her excited cries. She wanted so desperately to come. It would have been easy with Snake, too, for his super-thick meat gave her more than enough sweet hot friction.
Suddenly Snake flipped over, taking her with him, so that he was on bottom. "Hey, Joey," he laughed, "join us. She's got more than one hole."
Joey eyed the tiny light brown wrinkle of her asshole and said eagerly, "Great idea, Snake. I think I will."
Jane, dizzy and breathless with Snake's fucking, didn't understand what they meant until she felt the hard head of Joey's cock pressing insistently against the tight-clenched mouth of her brownie. Even then she couldn't believe they meant to do such a terrible thing – not until she felt the swollen little prick-head popping roughly into her tight little asshole.
"Ohhh, God nooooo!" Jane shrieked.
Snake pulled her head down and silenced her with a rough hungry kiss. Trembling with horror, she felt lacy eagerly working his hard rod deeper and deeper into her tight untried brownie. She had two cocks in her body at once, Snake's mammoth dick working slowly but steadily in her snug wet box, Joey's stiff pecker stuffing her thin seething bumhole.
"Oh, Jesus!" he shrieked. "It's the tightest Goddamn thing I ever fucked!"
Jane felt the two cocks sawing away side by side, separated only by a thin membrane, and to her horror and wonder, she knew she liked it. In fact it felt terrific. She'd never felt so thoroughly fucked before. She creamed hugely and began to pant, her flushed face and wildly rolling eyes betraying her intense pleasure.
Then Kirk was kneeling beside her, leering right into her face. "Hey, teach," he said, "how do you like taking two cocks?"
She didn't answer, but Kirk knew her well enough, must have guessed that she was breathless with enjoyment. He grinned as he observed the two flashing pricks, one huge and one tiny, zipping in and out of her heavily creaming cunt and the tiny wrinkled mouth of her asshole. Then he lifted his thick erect cock and pointed it at Jane's mouth.
"You got one more hole teacher," he said, "and I'm gonna use it."
"Kirk, my God, NO!" she said. Then she saw the look in his eye. He meant business. With a sob Jane opened her mouth, and he roughly stuffed his swollen hot cock inside, clear to the balls.
Jane found the whole scene unreal. A week ago she'd been a virgin, a lonely and horny spinster, and now she was taking three cocks at once. But it became more and more real as her pleasure and excitement mounted. She hadn't wanted to lose control, but it was impossible not to with three gorgeous young pricks jerking deliciously in her mouth, cunt and asshole. It was the ultimate naughty fantasy, the ultimate fuck, and her long starved body couldn't resist it.
"Ummmm," Jane moaned.
She began to come, her lush ripe body shaking violently. Each boy recognized a different sign of her orgasm. She salivated hugely around Kirk's slicing prick and sucked it hungrily. Her fiery-hot whole gripped Joey's jerking cock and squeezed it. Her boiling, seething little cunt spewed a flood of juice over Snake's deep thrusting dick.
"That's it, teach," Kirk panted, "dig it, let go. It's gonna be fun, baby. Hell, we're getting started."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Some hours later, dazed and exhausted, Jane found herself in her own bed, but not alone. Snake was crouched over her, fucking her tirelessly, while Kirk and Joey watched and grinned. She'd, had some drinks to mellow her out, and the time had passed hazily. Now she was sobering up, realizing the enormity of what she'd done.
"Hey, baby," Snake panted, "show a little life. You asleep or something?"
Dutifully Jane began to move her hips in time to his deep savage strokes. She felt his huge prick slamming in her sore little box, but she was beyond coming, beyond arousal. She thought of earlier in the evening, when she'd taken three cocks at once, and all she felt was disgust – for the boys and for herself.
Snake moaned and came, flooding her tired little cunt with a hot blast of jism. As he rolled off her, Joey started to approach, but Jane gasped and held up her hand for him to stop.
"Please," she said, "I've had it. I'm exhausted. Isn't this enough for one night?"
Kirk was unexpectedly cooperative. "She's right," he said. "It's almost morning. We better get out of here. We'll come back another time."
Jane watched them go, heard the front door shut and then fell back on the pillows in total exhaustion and misery. She certainly had reached the depths tonight. Nothing could be more shameful than the way she'd behaved with those three boys, fucking all of them at once, then one after another, brazenly showing her wicked delight. She'd never be able to live it down.
She couldn't do it again, either. She'd lose all respect for herself. This had to be the end of things between her and Kirk. But how as she going to get away from him? Kirk wasn't likely to take no for an answer. Then she remembered her decision earlier that night – go to Don and tell him everything. Beg for his help. It was the only answer she could think of.
Jane woke late the next morning, bruised and sore, and remembered that she had a date with Don that evening. Very well, she'd tell him then. She'd confess everything and ask him to help her. But he'd probably just sneer and walk out of her life. She wouldn't blame him. Still she couldn't think of anything else to do.
After dinner and a long hot bath, she started to dress for her date, choosing a demure blue dress that buttoned right up to her throat. No sexy stuff this time. She was just combing her long thick brown hair when she heard the doorbell ring. Perhaps Don was early. She hurried to answer – but when she flung open the door, there was Kirk.
Jane reddened and said quickly, "Oh, Kirk, I'm so sorry. I can't see you right now. I have another engagement."
"You'll see me or be awful damned sorry you didn't." Kirk growled. "I'm warning you, baby, you better let me in."
Rather than argue with him in front of the neighbors, Jane allowed him inside, but she was determined to have no more to do with him, even if he hit her. Kirk strode tight put her and helped himself to a drink. He was ginning about something, and it made Jane very uneasy.
"You know, I got kinda jealous last night," he said, "sharing you with my buddies. That's why I finally called them off. I wanted to come back alone and have you all to myself. How about it, teach, just you and me?"
"Kirk," she said firmly, "it's over. I don't care what you do to me, I'll take my chances. I don't want to see you again."
To her astonishment, he didn't get angry. He just pinned evilly and reached inside his jacket. "I got something here you better see," he said. "It might change your mind."
He handed Jane a small envelope, and she opened it and found color Polaroid snapshots. They were all of her and the boys. Her face went white as she studies them. She and Kirk balling. Her sucking off Joey. Her lying stark naked on her back, an ecstatic smile on her face, as Snake ate her pussy.
"Oh, my God, no!" she moaned.
Kirk chuckled. "We took 'em last night when you were so out of it, you didn't notice," he said. "Now how would you like it, teach, if I showed those pictures all around town?"
Jane stared at him like a cornered animal, and then she started trying to tear up the pictures. They were instant photos, no negatives. If she could just destroy them, she'd be safe. But Kirk had anticipated her move, and he seized them from her and tucked them away in his jacket. Jane sobbed, knowing she was in this monster's power forever now.
"I guess you get the idea," Kirk said, "so we don't have to waste any more time arguing. Get your clothes off."
"But, Kirk," she wept, "Mr. Davis is coming for me in an hour."
"We got time," Kirk said. "And by the way, tonight you tell him your engagement's oft you don't wanta see him again. Now get undressed."
Jane began to unbutton her dress. Her head reeled with the knowledge that she would be Kirk's sex slave as long as he wanted her, that she was going to lose Don, and that there was nothing she could do about it all. She felt numb and miserable as she opened her dress and let it slip off her shoulders and slip to the floor.
Jane stepped out of her crumpled dress and stood before Kirk in white lace bra and panties. He took his time ogling her tall curvy figure, walking around her, grinning. No doubt he was admiring his new property, thinking of all the ways he could use her body. Jane shuddered. She wouldn't be able to deny him anything now.
Kirk finally paused in his inspection and wriggled a finger inside her tightly-packed white bra. He caressed the hot silky flesh of her swollen tit and rubbed the little rosy nipple into taut erection. Jane felt nothing. She despised him, his touch turned her off.
He leaned close to her, grinning, as he worked his finger over her satiny warm breast. "Ain't it nice that we don't have to argue any more, teach?" he said. "Everything's settled between us. There's nothing to do but have fun."
"Fun for you," Jane said grimly.
"Aw, come on, baby, be a sport," Kirk grinned. "You know you dig me sometimes. And today's gonna be special. I'm in such a good mood, I'll even help you undress."
He moved behind her and unhooked her tight lace bra. He slid it off her arms and let it drop to the floor. His hard hot hands came around to cup her heavy round boobs, squeezing possessively, rubbing the little dark red nipples with his thumbs. Again Jane felt nothing but revulsion for him.
"You're uptight," he said, "but we'll fix that. I know just how to turn you on, don't I, teacher? Just wait'll I get your panties off."
He released her large jutting jugs and seized the waistband of her panties. Jane moaned with shame as he began inching the little garment down. She felt the cool air of the roam on the firm rounds of her pretty butt, then on the pout of her mans. The panties tickled down her legs, and she numbly stepped out of them. Then she stood like a statue of ice while Kirk once again paraded around her, ogling her deliciously curved naked body.
"Yeah, I sure got myself a good deal," he said, laughing softly. "You got a fantastic body, baby, and I intend to enjoy it for a long time. With that creep Davis out of the way, you can spend all your time with me."
Jane decided she'd rather be dead than do that. Don was the only male she wanted, and now she could never marry him. She remained totally unmoved as Kirk stepped behind her and cupped the firm pretty rounds of her ass. His strong hands molded greedily. He bent down to nibble the back of her neck.
"I might still bring around some buddies now and then," he said, "when I think they need a reward, but you're my woman, and everything you do is for me."
Like hell, thought Jane.
Yet what could she do? As long as he had those terrible photos, she was helpless. She quivered with hate as the eager young hoodlum caressed her little round ass with his rough hot hands. She felt a finger slipping into the tight crease of her butt, tickling the tiny clenched mouth of her asshole. Kirk wriggled just the tip of his finger into the hot little hole.
"Hey, you dig that, baby?" he chuckled.
"No, I don't," Jane said coldly.
She might be obliged to do what he wanted, but she didn't have to pretend to like it. She was damned if she'd give him that satisfaction. Kirk started pumping his hard little fingertip in her tight hot brownie, but she didn't feel a thing except impatience. Finally, with a low curse, he popped his finger out of her ass.
"Okay," he said, "so you're pissed off. I can dig it. It might take you a while to get over Davis. But I'll take your mind off him, baby, I guarantee it."
He walked around in front of her again and slipped his hand into her crotch. Jane just stared coldly at him. He found her pretty scarlet pussy cool and dry. Muttering, he wriggled a finger between the soft-furred lips of her mons and tickled the tiny red button of her clit. No results.
Jane stood unmoved, unresponding.
"You're really being a bitch today, you know that?" he snapped. "But I ain't licked yet, teacher. I'm gonna turn you on if it's the last thing I do."
"Don't hold your breath waiting," Jane said.
He looked for a moment as if he wanted to hit her, but then he smiled again, that evil knowing smile that chilled her blood. "Maybe I been rushing you," he said, "so we'll just take our time, get you warmed up. Undress me."
Jane didn't want to touch him, but she had no choice. She helped him out of his sneakers and t-shirt, then unsnapped his jeans and reached for the zipper of his fly. She studied his broad hard young chest and thought what a magnificent body he had and how it was wasted. A great body attached to a perverted sadistic head. All the good looks in the world wouldn't make up for his selfishness and cruelty.
"I bet this is the part you like," he chuckled as she unzipped his fly.
Jane took down his pants, noting that he wasn't wearing shorts. On her knees, she found herself on an eye level with his cock. She stared at it coolly. It was little and soft and shriveled, his rosy balls limp and sagging. Kirk needed the stimulus of cruelty and humiliation to get him hard. Like last night, watching his friends shame her – he'd gotten hard easily enough then.
"Pet it," he ordered hoarsely, "play with it. Get me nice an' stiff, baby, and then well have some fun."
Jane reluctantly slipped her hand under his limp little prick and began to pet it gingerly. It was a handsome cock, even limp, the flesh snow-white with a delicate feathering of blue veins, the head cherry-red and gleaming. Too bad such a nice prick belonged to such a shitheel. She petted and petted with no results. His pitiful little peter remained flaccid and useless.
"Goddamn it," Kirk muttered. "You better try something else. Lick it. Yeah, use your tongue on it."
Jane wasn't eager to obey. She stuck her tongue out slowly and reluctantly, tickling the light purple head of his drowsy cock, then working gradually down the pale shaft to the blond thicket of his bush. Up and down, up and down, went her pretty little pink tongue, leaving a shining trail of saliva. Kirk breathed faster, louder, and began to flush with excitement, but still his cock didn't get hard.
"My balls," he whined, "lick my balls, too. Maybe that'll do it."
Jane pressed her face into, his crisp blond bush and stuck out her dainty pink tongue again, pressing the moist hot tip against the limp and dangling bags of his young nut sacs. She licked and tickled and lashed, making the flaccid sacs bounce and flop. Kirk gasped with pleasure, but there was no effect on his cock, which stayed soft and droopy.
"Shit," Kirk said impatiently, "that ain't doing it. You better blow me, teacher. Take my cock in your mouth and suck it good an' hard."
Jane shuddered with revulsion, not wanting to go down on this loathsome creep, but she reminded herself that she'd better get used to it. She was in his power whether she liked it or not. Of course she could just let him show those photos around – and end her career and ruin her reputation. No, even sucking his cock would be better than that.
Jane fed his sleepy little dick between her lips and onto her hot wet tongue. Kirk gasped with pleasure as she drew his cock in like elastic, stretching it, letting it snap back into place. His soft droopy nut sacs came to tickle her chin. She began to suck his limp little prick, slowly but powerfully, applying strong suction.
"Yeah, yeah," Kirk panted, "that's good. You really dig sucking my meat, don't you, baby?"
Jane stifled the urge to bite. She'd love to show this sadistic little punk just what she thought of him – but he still had the photos, still had the strength to hurt her. She went on sucking his warm drowsy little prick. A day ago it would have excited her to suck him off. Now she felt nothing. Kirk panted and moaned with pleasure, but still his cock remained soft.
"Faster," he croaked, "suck me faster, harder! Get with it, teacher, get me hard!"
Jane obeyed mechanically, sucking as fast as she could on his silky limp meat, making a lewd wet slurping noise that seemed to excite him even more. But not enough – no matter how fast and hard slit sucked, his cock stayed wrinkled and limp on her tongue. Kirk cursed loudly and suddenly withdrew his flaccid wet prick from her mouth.
"I got an idea," he panted, lying down on the rug and drawing his muscular legs open. "Get down here and suck my nuts. That oughta do it."
Jane sighed and dropped to her hands and knees. In a wicked way she was amused that Kirk, who prided himself on his machismo, couldn't even get it up. But by now she was wishing he'd get hard, fuck her and get it over with, because Don was due in less than an hour. Even if she had to tell Don about Kirk, she didn't want him to see her with him. She nosed into Kirk's crotch, determined to get him hard this time.
She pressed her hot moist lips to one little limp nut sac and sucked the rosy bag into her mouth. Kirk almost rose off the rug in his sudden hot excitement. She drew the whole soft warm bag into her mouth and started to suck on it, fast and with plenty of pressure. Kirk gave a loud sustained moan of pleasure.
"Awwww, Christ, YEAH!" he gasped. "Out of sight! Keep sucking my nuts baby, don't stop!"
Jane did her best, saturating the wrinkled red sac with her hot saliva, sucking it far back into her mouth, then releasing, sucking faster and faster in an attempt to excite him beyond inhibition. Kirk bucked and moaned and gave every sign of pleasure, but his cock stayed soft and useless. Jane spat out one nut sac and sucked in the other.
"Keep doing it, keep doing it," Kirk whined.
"This has gotta work."
Jane did her very best, sucking till her jaws ached, soaking his rosy little bag with her spit, tickling every inch of the silky flesh with pleasure, yet he still didn't hive a hard-on. She began to grow desperate. What if Don walked in and found them like this?
Then a wicked idea occurred to her. Somehow she managed to suck in both his rosy wet balls at once, stretching her lips almost painfully, and as soon as she had them secure in her steamy sucking mouth, she reached into his crotch and found the tight-clenched mouth of his asshole. She pressed the tip of her little finger against his taut brownie and popped it inside.
"Awwwww!" Kirk wailed. "Hey, yeah, that's it, baby, stick your finger up my ass! Oh, man, that's GREAT!"
Jane worked her stiff little finger clear to the last knuckle in his fiery-hot gripping bumhole, and she went on sucking furiously and wetly on his wrinkled rosy nut sacs. His flaccid cock was resting practically on her nose, and as she watched it gave a sudden twitch and then began to rise and stiffen. She breathed a sigh of relief.
"That's doing it," Kirk panted. "Oh, yeah, I'm really getting hard now. Just a little more, baby, just a little more."
Jane dutifully sucked his balls and felt them swelling up hard and round on her tongue. She kept working her little finger in his gripping hot asshole, pumping up and down like a tiny cook, and she felt the tight nether passage growing even hotter and snugger. Before her eyes his cock reached its full dimensions, ballooning into eight thick inches of stiff thrbbbing meat.
"Okay, that's enough," Kirk gasped. "Let go. Don't wanta come yet."
Jane let his swollen spit-soaked balls pop frown her mouth, and she withdrew her finger from his narrow steamy bumhole. Kirk grinned at her, pleased with his huge pale cock-stand. The heavily weaving prick stood straight up, pointing at the ceiling, the head huge and shiny and purple. Little droplets of juice oozed from the ark slit mouth.
"Hey, you really got off on that, didn't you, teach?" he laughed mockingly.
"Oh, sure," Jane said sarcastically.
But he didn't catch the sarcasm. His ego was so swollen, he thought it had thrilled her to get him hard. If he only knew! She'd never hated anyone in her life like she did him. Hess ruined everything, crushed her self-respect, made it impossible for her to marry the only man she'd ever loved. Oh, sure, she was thrilled to death to be Kirk's lover.
"Okay, now let's have some fun," Kirk said, getting to his feet, his hugely swollen cock weaving heavily before him. "You lean over that chair, teacher. I like getting in from behind."
Jane didn't care how they did it, just so they did it fast. She walked over to a big lounging chair and placed her hands on the arm, leaning forward, her beautiful big breasts hanging down and quivering. Her pert round ass was up in the air, her scarlet curl-fringed pussy open to Kirk's ready cock. She offered herself obediently, but she didn't feel a thing for him except hate.
Kirk swaggered over and seized her hips to steady himself. "I bet you can hardly wait for this stiff cock, huh, doll?" he said.
Jane said nothing, just crouched there waiting for him to shove his cock into her and get it over with. Then she felt the huge hard knobby head skidding over her pussy, the tip slick with his juice. He maneuvered it into position and pressed – right against the tight little mouth of her asshole.
"Kirk, no!" Jane gasped. "You've got the wrong place."
"Oh, no, I don't," he said, grunting and pushing, frying to force the enormous hard head of his cock into her tiny brownie. "I told you I was jealous. You let Joey stick it up your ass. I want it that way, too."
"Ohhhhhhh!" Jane screamed.
Sharp pain stunned her as Kirk cruelly forced the huge iron-hard head of his cock into her tiny clenched bumhole. She was sure he'd tear her, split her, with that thick long cock. Joey's prick had been almost too big for her tiny tight asshole. How could she possibly endure Kirk's outsize prick?
"Kirk, no, please, it hurts," she sobbed. "You're too big for me."
"Too fuckin' bad," he snarled. "You can either take it in the ass or I'll show everybody those pictures."
Jane sobbed and went limp, defeated. Anything, even this terrible pain, was better than having the whole town know of her shameless behavior. She relaxed her tight nether hale as much as she could, and Kirk grunted and began working his huge thick dick deep into her fiery clenched asshole.
"Awwwww, Christ, this is fantastic," he moaned, "tightest thing I ever fucked. You like it, teach? You like my dick in your ass?"
"Of course not, you sadistic bastard," Jane sobbed. "It hurts."
Kirk answered with an even harder shove that made her gasp with pain. She trembled as he finally sank clear to his swollen balls in her seething slick asshole. If she stayed loose and relaxed the pain went away, but she felt no thrill, no pleasure. She felt only despair, knowing that Kirk would be able to take her this way whenever he wanted to, that he could use her body in every perverse manner.
"Yeah, your ass is real good an' tight, teacher," he panted. "I'm really gonna enjoy fucking it."
Jane gave a loud moan of despair as his huge hard cock began lunging brutally in her tiny stretched bumhole. Then they both stopped still, absolutely still, and stared as the front door crashed open. Don Davis rushed into the room.
"Jane!" he cried. "I heard you scream. I was just getting out of my car and – oh, my God!"
He stared at his fiance as she bent over the chair, her tiny asshole impaled on Kirk's thick pale meat – the woman he loved, stark naked, taking it in the ass from one of her own students.



CHAPTER NINE


The silent exchange of stares seemed to last forever. Jane felt like her whole life was going down the drain as she watched the horrified expression on Don's face. She couldn't lose him, she just couldn't. She suddenly wrenched herself forward and managed to escape the brutal impalement of Kirk's prick.
"Don, help me," she gasped. "I'll explain later, but please get this creep away from me."
Kirk was drawing back his arm to hit her, but Don got there first. Tough tall and rangy and meek-looking, he turned out to have great strength. He clipped Kirk neatly on the jaw, and the boy sat down hard, shaking his head dizzily. Jane seized her rumpled dress and wrapped it around her naked body.
"In his jacket," she stammered, "some photos. They have to be destroyed."
Don didn't stop to ask questions. He seized Kirk's leather jacket, searched it, and brought out the envelope of incriminating photos. To Jane's horror, he opened, it and glanced quickly through the shots of her and the boys – but he didn't say a word. He just put the pictures in the fireplace and lit a match to them.
"Thank God," Jane sobbed.
"There was something else in his jacket," Don said grimly.
He picked up the jacket again and took out a Polaroid camera. Jane shuddered. Obviously Kirk had intended to take more pictures of her. Don opened the camera and dumped out the film. Kirk was regaining his senses, and he leaped angrily to his feet.
"Hey, watch it," he said, "that's an expensive camera."
"You should know," Don answered. "You ripped it off." He watched Kirk go pale, then continued, "The cops were at the school Friday looking for leads, and they described stuff that's been stolen lately. I'm willing to bet I'd find plenty of it at your house – and with those buddies of yours, Joey and Snake."
Kirk flushed and grabbed for his clothes. "AU right, all right," he said, "you win. Just keep quiet about this, and I won't say anything about her."
"That's not good enough," Don said. "You and your pals have to return all that stolen stuff. You'll get off with probation that way. You ever say a word about Miss White or even speak to her again, and I'll see that you go to jail for a long long time. Is that clear?"
"Yeah, I get it," Kirk said sullenly. He finished dressing and stalked out the door.
Alone with Don, Jane suddenly felt very self-conscious. She blushed deeply as she turned to face him, her rumpled dress clutched awkwardly around her body. It was just a matter of saying goodbye with dignity, now that he knew what kind of person she really was. But she found it very hard to speak.
"I can't thank you enough, Don," she said. "You saved my life, saved my career. I just wish you hadn't had to see me like this. Those terrible photos, and then – well, me with Kirk."
"Jane, go put something on," he said coldly. "I want a complete explanation of all this – but not while you're freezing to death."
Jane reddened and hurried to her room where she put on a cozy blue terry cloth bathrobe. When she returned to the living room, Don had made strong drinks for them both. She sat on the couch next to him and sipped her drink gratefully. She needed it before she could talk about the terrible things she'd done.
"Don," she said finally, "I just didn't seem to be able to resist Kirk. I mean, I hated him, but when he touched me – well, I'm ashamed to say that I couldn't control myself. I've thought a lot about it, why I behaved that way with someone I despised. And the only thing I can think of is that I had no other outlet. I waited a long long time for sex, Don, but when you didn't respond, I – oh, God, I satisfied myself with those sadistic little hoodlums. I'm so sorry. I know – I've ruined it for us."
Don sat silently for awhile, sipping his drink. She couldn't read the expression on his face. Finally he said, "Jane, I made a terrible mistake. This has all been my fault. It isn't that I didn't want to make love to you. It's that I wanted you so damned much, I thought I'd scare you off. I was afraid to let go with you before we were married."
Jane stared at him. It sounded too good to be true. Could Don, the pussycat, really be a tiger in disguise? According to him, his passion was so violent that he couldn't release it on her, fearing she'd be turned off. That really didn't sound like Don. He was just trying to spare her feelings. Jane smiled sadly and patted his hand.
"It's all right, darling," she said, "You can tell me the truth. You probably never were very hot for me in the first place. Too bad, because I was always wild for you. But I could tell by the way you hung back that I didn't really turn you on, and…"
"Bullshit," said Don.
He whisked her drink out of her hand, set it aside, and lunged for her. Jane gave a squeak of surprise, and the next thing she knew, he was pinning her down on the couch, his long hard body pressed hotly against hers. He ground his mouth over her lips, kissing her savagely, thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth. Jane felt shock – and excitement. This was the way she'd always wanted Don to be.
"You want me to prove what I said?" he asked huskily.
Jane quivered with horny delight. "Yes, Don, I do," she said. "Please prove that you really want to marry me."
He rolled off her, picked her up, and carried her down the hall to the bedroom. Jane trembled in his arms, praying that he was telling the truth. She knew now that she was a hot-blooded woman, a woman with years of sexual starvation to make up for, and that she needed a hot-blooded man to do the job. Could Don be the one she'd been looking for all the time? Again it seemed too good to be true.
In the bedroom he set her on her feet and kissed her again hard and hungry, running his hands up and down her tall lusciously curved body. She could feel him trembling – but with timidity or lust? She'd soon find out. The next few minutes would, determined whether she could really marry Don Davis.
"Undress me," he said roughly.
Jane felt a wicked thrill as she sank to her knees and began taking off his shoes and socks. The experience with Kirk had been degrading and frightening, but it had taught her about her real self, the self she'd been suppressing all those years. Inside the quiet modest schoolteacher there was a wicked slut, a wanton woman who loved rough no-holds-barred love-making. She prayed that Don would meet her needs.
He stepped out of his shoes and socks, and Jane rose to remove his tie and jacket and shirt. She noticed that his face was flushed, but she wasn't sure if it was embarrassment or lust. She pulled his t-shirt off, tousling his thick brown hair. A powerful wave of lust shook her as she admired his hard hairy chest. She kissed him there, greedily and lustily, before reaching for his belt.
Her hands were trembling by the time she got to his fly. She knew it wasn't nerves. It was violent unashamed horniness. She could hardly wait to get him naked, to touch and taste and explore his exciting muscular body, to feel his cock inside her. Don had always turned her on like mad. Kirk's effect was nothing compared to what she felt for her fiance.
With shaking fingers she finally managed to unzip his fly and help him out of his pants. Only his jockey shorts were left. Jane felt another dizzying wave of horny longing as she stared at his crotch and saw that it was hugely tented. His big hard cock bulged obscenely, threatening to burst right through the cloth.
Don was trembling slightly as she lowered his shorts, breathing hard, flushed in the face. Jane brought the elastic waistband gently down over his powerful erection, then whisked the shorts down to his ankles. She got them off, then swiftly returned her eyes to what attracted her most, his fiercely erect meat.
It was just as she remembered it from their one and only fuck, a magnificent thick eight inches of silky pale cock, the head huge and hard and purple. It sprang stiffly from his crisp brown bush, hugging his flat belly, the shiny head oozing big bright bubbles of cock-juice. His handsome rosy balls were swollen up round and tight. Jane felt steamy saliva pooling in her mouth.
"Oh, Don!" she gasped. "My God!"
She couldn't control her wicked horny impulses. She seized the hard throbbing stalk and drew his huge knobby cock-head down to touch her lips. She kissed it hotly, then opened her mouth and inserted the huge hard head, letting it rest on her tongue. Don gasped and shuddered. She started to suck slowly, longingly, on the big juicing cock-head.
She felt she'd be content to stay like that forever, on her knees, sucking slowly and deliciously and strongly on his huge handsome cock, giving pleasure to the man she loved. Glancing up, she saw that Don was beet-red in the face, his nostrils quivering, his eyes rolling. He panted and quivered as she sucked him, and his fingers strayed into her thick glossy brown hair and caressed her there.
Jane began to ease more and more of his thick hard meat onto her tongue. It was a huge prick, bigger than Kirk's, and it stretched her small mouth widely, but she felt only excitement as she eased the stiff stalk toward her throat. She opened her silky wet throat and took in the great bulbous head of his dick. His swollen hot balls came to rest against her chin.
"Oh, Christ, Jane," Don moaned, his fingers gripping convulsively in her hair.
Jane began to suck with real hunger now, fast and hard, keeping the huge hard head of his dick lodged snugly in her throat. Her saliva boiled and gushed around his slick meat, and her tongue tickled and lashed the cock she adored. She tasted his cock-juice for the first time and found it better than Kirk's, much better. She had no reservations at all about blowing this man, eating his come.
"My God, my God," Don was moaning, his voice hoarse with pleasure, his fingers caressing feverishly in her hair.
More and more of his delicious cock-juice dribbled out onto her tongue and down her throat, inspiring Jane to suck his prick even faster and harder. With Kirk there had always been, bad feelings, an undercurrent of hatred, but with Don she could let herself go completely. Her loud, greedy, uninhibited sucking told him how much she wanted him.
"Jane!" he gasped. "That's beautiful, honey, just beautiful! Christ, I've been daydreaming for months about you blowing me, but I never dared ask. I thought you'd be turned off."
Jane gave a muffled snort of laughter. For months she had been fantasizing about blowing him, but she was afraid to mention it for fear of disgusting him. Well, she'd show him just how "turned off" she was. She sucked harder and harder, applying powerful vacuum pressure to his big tasty prick, till Don was groaning and dizzy with pleasure, almost losing his balance.
"Oh, Christ!" he gasped. "That's enough, baby, you're gonna make me come. Let's save that hard-on."
But that plea gave Jane an idea. If he really wanted her, if he was as horny for her as he said, he'd get another hard-on. It would be a test – a test she was very eager to make. She salivated hugely as she thought of eating his come. She reached around him, cupping his taut-muscled ass, and held him in place, his drooling dick trapped in her mouth and throat.
"Jane, damnit," he panted helplessly, "let go or I'll shoot my load. I swear to Christ – ahhhhhh!"
Jane felt a huge blast of hot jism that overflowed her throat and filled her mouth. She swallowed it greedily, making loud sucking and gurgling noises. His convulsing prick went on shooting the thick tasty cream, but she swallowed it as fast as it came. Don wailed with pleasure and jerked his squirting cock in her mouth till it was exhausted and limp. Then he staggered back dizzily and sat on the edge of the bed, panting and flushed.
"Bitch," he chuckled. "I wanted to save that cock-stand. I'm supposed to be proving something, remember?"
"Oh, you can still prove it, darling," Jane purred. "I'll help you."
Standing in front of him, she untied her robe and drew it open and let it slip from her shoulders. She was totally naked underneath. She saw Don's eyes widen in hot appreciation as the robe fell to the floor and revealed her magnificent body. She stood there brazenly, a little lusty grin on her face, and let him look.
His hot eyes focused on her big melon-size tits, when theft creamy smooth skin and dainty rose-colored nipples. Then his gaze traveled slowly down her sleek curved belly to the pretty little triangle of glossy brown muff-fur. Jane wantonly thrust her belly forward and parted her legs a little, giving him a peek at her luscious ripe red slit.
"It's all yours, darling," she purred, "every inch of it, now and forever. You can do anything you want with me, Don."
As she spoke, she watched his limp wet prick stiffen and rise into a heavy thick column of hard white flesh.
"Now prove your point," she said.
Dan's arm snaked out as he grabbed her wrist and pulled her roughly to him. She stumbled between his hairy hard thighs, and he closed them to hold her there. He buried his flushed face in her fragrant soft bush, breathing hot and hard. Jane felt a dizzying wave of lust, her eager pussy creaming a big flood of juice that trickled down her legs.
"Gee," Don teased, "I always thought you were a nice girl."
"Sorry," Jane laughed, "but that meek and respectable spinster schoolteacher has had hot pants for you since the moment she saw you."
Don chuckled. "It was mutual," he said. "The first time we met, I wanted to throw you down on the floor, right there in the principal's office, and ball you silly. I guess we haven't been communicating very well, lady."
"Let's communicate right now," Jane suggested wickedly. "What would you like to tell me?"
"This," said Don.
He pressed his face into her glossy brown muff again and stuck out his long slippery tongue and wriggled it down into the thick fur till he was tickling the small hot nub of her clit. His tongue tip pressed hungrily against the scorching-hot lump of flesh and flicked eagerly back and forth.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Jane gasped. "Oh, God, yes! Lick my clit darling, I love that more than anything. Oh, my God, yes!"
Don's hot slick tongue rimmed lashed and massaged her greedy little joy button, and Jane moaned with pleasure. Her aroused pussy creamed more and more floods of steamy juice that gushed down her inner thighs. She swayed dizzily in Don's embrace and clawed his shoulders. His lashing tongue thrilled her far more than Kirk's because she wanted him totally.
After a few moments of wicked tongue teasing, Don emerged from her moist deep muff and eased her onto the bed. Jane didn't need encouragement. She looked at him with hot wide eyes as he arranged her to his satisfaction. He laid her on her back and stuffed a pillow under her pert little ass, raising up her lovely scarlet pussy. He eased her legs far apart, bending them back at the knees, opening her completely to his horny gaze.
Jane felt no shame, no urge to close her legs. She felt that her whole red scorching-hot slit belonged to him and that she wanted him to feast his eyes on it. That was just what he did, hungrily taking in her little scarlet lump of a clit, her plump swollen pussylips with theft dainty fringe of brown curls, the wet shadowed mouth of her cunt, and the little light brown pucker of her asshole.
"Miss White," he said solemnly, "how'd, you like to have your pussy eaten?"
"I'd love it, Mr. Davis," she said primly.
Don chuckled and knelt between her soft pale thighs. His head dipped down into her steamy exposed pussy, and Jane creamed hugely just from the excitement of his hot moist breath fanning her aroused gash. Then she felt his firm lips sucking in the fat little bump of her clit, sucking it hard and fast and greedily.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Jane wailed. "Yes!"
She went completely out of control, bucking her hips, screaming, clawing the bed, her hot pussy gushing out to soak his face. Dan's head bobbed up and down in her crotch as he sucked furiously on her erect and sensitive button. She almost fainted with pleasure, and in a matter of seconds she was having a body-rocking orgasm.
"Yes, yes,yessss!" she wailed. "You're making me come, darling, ahhhhhh!"
No sooner had her spasms died away than Don dipped his head even lower in her red-hot soaked slit and she felt his thick long tongue snaking right up her molten cunt. Although she'd just come like crazy, she was instantly aroused again, clenching anti squeezing his deep-thrust tongue with the satiny wet walls of her twat. He tongue-fucked her furiously, the long slippery organ jerking hard and deep in her creamy little hole.
"I can't believe this," Jane gasped, "but I'm coming again. Oh, ahhhh! Ohhhhhhh, yes!"
His tongue kept slamming deliciously inside her as she came, and when she was finished he tongued even lower in her flooded crotch and tickled the small puckered mouth of her brownie. Jane moaned with wicked lust. She screamed with pleasure and nearly rose off the bed as Don's slick long tongue crept into her tight little asshole.
"Oh, darling, that's good!" Jane gasped. "Put your tongue in my ass, yes!"
She wasn't sure how he did it, but in seconds she was having another howling climax. Don's thick wet tongue pumped deliciously in her tight steamy bunghole as the wonderful spasms shook her.
Finally she fell back limp and flushed and panting, and he raised his head and flashed her an impish grin.
"I imagine you'd like me to leave now," he teased. "You probably have papers to grade."
"Come here, dammit," Jane laughed, wrapping her arms around him. "You're not getting away till I'm thoroughly fucked."
"This is rape, you know," Don laughed, slipping his hard hot hands under her little round butt.
As far as Jane was concerned, this was the moment of truth. His foreplay had been delicious, the best ever, but would his fucking be the kind she had to have? She remembered the other time they'd done it, his gentle slow unsatisfying strokes, his all-too-quick climax. That wouldn't do. She had to be balled hard, thoroughly, savagely to satisfy all her long pent-up needs.
She trembled as Don fitted the huge hard purple head of his cock to her tiny but eager cunt mouth. He was trembling, too, at he pushed into her. It was slow, far too slow and gentle. Jane forced back tears of frustration. Eight inches of fantastic thick hard meat, and he wasn't using it. He was still treating her like a Goddamned china doll, as if she might break.
"Fuck me, damn it!" she groaned. "Really fuck me!"
Don looked down at her anxiously. "Honey," he panted. "I want to, believe me, but I'm afraid I'd be too rough."
"Do it, Don," she moaned. "Let's find out about each other. Everything. Right now. Do it just like you want to."
He saw that she really meant it. Then his long hard body was pressing hard on her, devouring her, and his giant cock began to slain in her tiny narrow cunt without restraint. Jane felt the breath knocked out of her, felt his huge iron-hard prick battering her womb, stuffing and raking her tight little box. He hadn't been kidding, it was rough. It was rough, and she loved it.
"That hard enough for you, baby?" he gasped almost angrily. "You getting it the way you want it?"
"Oh, my God, yes!" Jane screeched. "I love it, Don, it's perfect. Hard, yes, dammit, hard!"
He cast her one look of amazement and delight, then increased the tempo and force of his fucking till the bed started to creak and their bellies met in loud smacks. Jane moaned with joy and threw her legs around his pumping ass, digging his wonderfully long cock even deeper into her boiling-hot cunt. It was her dream-fuck, the kind she'd always wanted. Even Kirk at his most savage hadn't balled her like this.
"I love it," she babbled, clawing his sweaty hard shoulders, "I love it!"
Her only other worry was that he'd come too, like he'd done before, but again he astonished her. He pumped away like a piston, a tireless fucking machine, and she came again and again until her little flooded box was deliciously sore and satisfied. In fact she was getting more than she'd dreamed of.
"Darling," she said at last, "that's enough, for God's sake. I won't be able to walk."
Don kept slamming his huge rock-hard cock in her soaked little box. "I want you to remember this," he panted.
"Oh, I'll remember," Jane gasped. "Just come now, please!"
He obligingly flooded her with steamy thick come, groaning with pleasure, but he didn't roll off her. His limp wet prick stayed firmly lodged in her gripping little cunt. Jane purred with satisfaction, stroking his hard sweat-drenched body.
"You'd better leave now, Mr. Davis," she said primly. "I'm sure you have papers to grade."
He chuckled, but he didn't move. She felt his cock growing hard again.
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