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Teacher with spunk





CHAPTER ONE


Paula Hale blushed as she leaned over to pour a glass of wine. Her dress was cut so low that her tits were damn near popping out of it. She was sure her nipples would poke free any second. She straightened up quickly and glanced at her husband Gerald. Then she stole a look at their dinner guest Hal Jenkins.
"You'll have to excuse me, Hal," she said. "My husband insisted I wear this dress tonight. I think he likes to show me off."
"Of course I do!" Gerald grinned. "I believe if a woman has a beautiful body, she should display it. Don't you agree, Hal?"
"Absolutely," Hal said. But he shifted a little nervously in his chair. The sight of her huge tits was obviously having an effect on him.
Again Paula blushed. She was a shy person by nature and it wasn't easy for her parading about nearly topless in from of a strange man. Especially when the man in question was so good-looking. Hal was an old friend of her husband's, but she was meeting him for the first time tonight. Tomorrow he would start teaching in the school where she and Gerald worked. She wondered how she would be able to face him after this evening.
"Paula's so modest about her figure," Gerald went on, glancing at Hal across the dinner table. "She's shaped perfectly, and she's shy about it. Isn't that silly?"
Paula's fingers tightened around the neck of the wine battle. She wasn't sure whether to run from the room in embarrassment or pitch the bottle at her husband's head. Instead she handed it to him and told him to go open another one. Then she sat down and tried to change the topic of conversation.
She asked Hal about his previous teaching experience and how he was looking forward to working in a new school. He answered her politely, but it was obvious he had other things on his mind. He couldn't seem to keep his eyes off the creamy swells of her tits.
Gerald was gone from the room less than two minutes. When he returned he waved the empty wine bottle about and said there was no more in the house. He would pop down to the store for another couple of bottles, if that was okay. Could the two of them entertain each other while he was away?
Paula stared at her husband in disbelief. She was speechless. All evening he'd been stressing how lonely his old friend Hal was, how upset over his recent divorce. He kept urging her to be extra nice to the poor guy, especially now, when he was about to start a new teaching job. Now, with the evening half over, he was leaving the two of them alone. He couldn't have been more obvious without asking her to fuck his friend outright.
Gerald didn't give her any more time to react. He turned on his heel and left the room. Then the back door slammed and there was the sound of the car starting in the driveway. Suddenly the house was very quiet and Paula found herself gazing across the table at Hal. Her feelings were suddenly very confused.
"I think your husband wants us to have sex together," Hal said standing up. He moved round the table till he was right in front of her.
"I think so too," she muttered. "And I can't believe it. Why should he encourage a thing like that?"
"I don't know, but I think it's a great idea. Why don't we take him up on the offer?"
Without waiting for a reply, Hal unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock. It was half hard already, and he wave it about in front of her. Then he quickly pushed his slacks and shorts to his knees. He stepped closer, till his cock was less than a foot from her.
"My God, Hal, put that away! What are you doing?" she gasped. She reached out to push him away, but he refused to budge. Her hand was clasped to his naked thigh.
"What's the matter? Your husband just wants you to have a little fun," he said. He pumped his cock in his fist and it grew thicker and longer.
"But this is crazy? I don't believe this is happening! I'm a married woman and I barely know you!"
"You soon will know are," he grunted. He gripped her hand and folded her fingers over his growing prick.
Paula was in a daze. Her head was reeling. She wanted to get up from her chair and run from the room, but she was too light-headed to move. She gazed into his crotch and as amazed to see her fingers locked around his big cock. What amazed her even more was that she couldn't seem to let the hard prick go. She was holding on to it as if it were a lifeline.
"Hal? I can't do this. It isn't right," she protested.
But her fingers stayed locked around his prick. And he kept his hand over hers and started her pumping up and down on the shaft.
"Just jerk me off, okay?" he groaned. "That's all I ask. Jerk me off all over those big beautiful tits of yours. It won't take long. My balls are already creaming."
His cock was growing huge in her hand. She could feel it throbbing. She gazed at it as if it weren't her fist curled around the shaft at all, but someone else's. Then she glanced up into his face.
"I've never done anything like this before. In five years of marriage, nothing like this has ever happened."
"Sometimes people need a little sex on the side," he hissed. "They get a bit bored with each other."
He gently removed his hand from hers, and to his amazement she went right on squeezing his cock and jerking him off. Her fist was pumping his cock quite willingly. He took a chance and slipped the strap of her dress off her shoulder. One gorgeous swollen tit came into view.
Either she didn't notice what he'd done or she didn't mind. She went on shucking his prick up and down. She didn't seem aware that one of her tits was on display. He eased the second shoulder strap down and suddenly both tits were in the open. Her dress was folded uselessly around her waist.
"You have beautiful tits!" he gasped, reaching down to cup them. "I've never seen such big, firm tits! And the nipples are so long and hard!"
She glanced down, appearing to notice her nakedness for the first time. She didn't protest. Her fist continued to jack up and down on his cock. His hands roamed everywhere on her bare tits. He massaged them, digging his fingers, into the firm flesh. He rolled his thumbs over her stubby nipples and the soft pads of her areolas.
"I want to fuck them!" he moaned. "I want to fuck your big bouncy tits! Let go of my cock a second?"
Paula went right on jerking his prick as if she hadn't heard him. He was forced to clamp his hand over hers to stop her. He pried her fingers loose and leaned low over her. He laid his prick up along her cleavage and pressed both her tits over it.
"Let me fuck your tits," he said. "Press them hard over my cock, like this."
He was gripping her hands again, showing her what he wanted. And again she didn't complain. She gazed down, willing to cooperate. Soon he was humping his cock up and down in her cleavage and she was forcing her tits together for him. She watched his cockhead appear again and again from between her quivering tits.
"Fuck, this feels great!" he wheezed. "So good to be fucking a pair of big bouncing tits!"
He was humping himself up and down, driving his cock along the furrow between her tits. One of her nipples was bent inward, and it scraped along the length of his prick like a chunk of rock. His balls were mashed against her rib cage. He could feel them trembling already.
"This is crazy. What if Gerald walks in?" she panted.
"He won't mind. He wanted something like this to happen between us," Hal soothed. But deep down he too wondered what would happen if they were interrupted.
"I can't believe I'm doing this. It's so dirty!" Paula said. She was still pressing her tits hard over his cock. The shaft felt like a steel bar in her cleavage.
It had all happened so fast, she thought. One minute she was enjoying a quiet dinner with her husband and his old friend. The next minute her husband was gone and she was getting tit fucked. Had the wine affected her that much? She didn't think so. She couldn't figure it out.
"I'm going to cum! I'm going to spurt hot jizz all over your beautiful tits!" he groaned. "Are you ready?"
Paula didn't answer. She was still gazing down, watching his purple cockhead poke out from between her tits again and again. When he reared back and hauled his cock up from her cleavage, she seemed surprised. She saw him clutch his prick in his fist and start jerking off. Her eyes widened.
"Such big tits! Going to splatter them with spunk!" he gasped. His fist was a blur of motion along his prick.
A shudder went through him. His cock seemed to recoil in his fist. A jet of white cum two feet long looped out into the air and fell with a splatter across Paula's left tit. It hung on her skin a second and then split into three streams and flowed downwards.
"Sonovabitch! Oh fuck!" he howled. He squeezed his cock harder and angled it to one side.
A second long stream of spunk shot free, this one hooking into the hollow of her neck before slopping dawn between her tits. Then his cock seemed to be shooting several jets at the same time. The air was full of swirling silver strings, and they were all splattering down over Paula's big tits.
Her hands were cupped beneath her tits. She was holding them up and out, as if she wanted them to be soiled with his spunk. She gazed down in amazement as the silver loops fell onto her. Soon both tits were awash with cum. The silver slime was rolling down over both mounds in thick streams.
He shot out a jet that got hooked on both her nipples. The silver rope hung there, dangling between her nipples like a glittering chain. Then it snapped and fell slithering over her rib cage. The cum rolled on toward her navel.
"So much cum!" she mumbled. "So much hot cum all over my tits."
She couldn't take her eyes off her soiled tits. She watched the silver slime drool down her tits as if it were the most amazing sight she'd ever seen. And when he'd spurted his last jet, she stared at his cock anxiously, as if she wanted more.
"Oh yeah! Oh fuck, yeah!" he groaned, squeezing the dregs from his prick. He began poking her tits with his cockhead, smearing the jizz around and around on her skin.
She let him do as he liked. And when he finally pulled his cock off her tits she scooped her hands up and did a little smearing of her own. Her fingers were soon webbed with spunk as she rubbed his cum over her nipples and along the undersides of her tits. Her face was furrowed with concentration as she played the jizz about on herself.
They were both hypnotized at the sight of her tits dripping and glistening with spunk. Neither one of them noticed Gerald's face at the window. They couldn't know that he'd witnessed the whole scene, or that at that very second he was jerking off and spurting his cum into the bushes.



CHAPTER TWO


Gerald loved Paula dearly. The five years of marriage to her had been happy ones. But lately he'd been feeling the need for a little excitement in their lives. In their sex lives in particular. He was sure that deep down Paula felt the same way, though she'd never admit it. The problem was breaking her out of her shyness. She was so modest and reserved.
Now that problem had been solved, at least in part. All thanks to his old friend Hal. The dinner had been easy to set up, once he learned Hal would be teaching in their school. The sex had followed naturally, as he'd more than half expected. Watching his wife through the living room window had confirmed what he'd suspected for some time. Paula was ripe for a little extramarital fun and games.
And so was he.
He didn't tell Paula that he'd seen her with Hal through the window. He simply stayed away from the house for another fifteen minutes. Then he showed up with the promised bottle of wine. By then the two of them had cleaned themselves up and were in the middle of a discussion about school. The rest of the evening passed as if nothing had happened.
Paula seemed a bit nervous later, as she climbed into bed, but she made no attempt to tell him what had happened with Hal. Gerald was glad. He felt free now to have a little fun of his own. All summer he'd been waiting for this opportunity. He had the girl all lined up.
Her name was Trish. She was nineteen, and she worked as his part-time secretary down at the school. He'd recently been promoted to vice-principal, and this meant he got to spend most of every morning in his own private office along with his own private secretary. He'd had the hots for Trish for months, ad he was pretty sure she felt the same way about him. Now, finally, he could do something about it.
He rolled her into his office around ten-thirty and dictated a couple of letters. All the while he was watching her, trying to figure out the best approach. He had a hard-on in a matter of seconds, just from looking at her. There was a slit up the side of her dress and she had her legs crossed. He could see where the top of her black stockings was hitched to the elastic strap of her garter belt.
She returned his gaze. She kept batting her big blue eyes at him through her oversized gasses. Her tongue flicked out of her mouth every once in a while and she wetted her red lips, making them shine. Each time she shifted in her chair, her big tits wobbled inside her dress.
"Is anything wrong, Mr. Hale?" she cooed. "You seem awfully thoughtful this morning. No problems at home, I hope?"
"As a matter of fact, yes," he said, sensing his opportunity. "There are problems at home. I'm very upset with my wife." He got up from his chair and went around to sit on the edge of his desk in front of her. He spread his thighs, letting her get a good look at his bulging crotch. His hard-on was straining against the front of his pants.
"I think my wife is making it with another man. Can you imagine that, Trish? I think she's being unfaithful."
"That's terrible!" Trish purred. She put her pad and pencil aside and stared up at him. Again she batted her eyes and wetted her lips.
"What do you think I should do about it?" he asked. "It's all very upsetting."
The blonde secretary smiled and uncrossed her legs. She leaned forward in her chair and her big tits dented the front of her dress. She didn't say anything for a few seconds. Her eyes were locked on the mound bulging out the front of his slacks.
"I think there's only one thing for a person to do, when they find out their partner has been unfaithful," she said at last. "And that's for you to be unfaithful too. It even things out."
"Do you really think so?" he croaked. He couldn't take his eyes off her jiggling tits.
"Sure," Trish cooed. And very gently she reached out her hands and ran them up the insides of his thighs.
Gerald felt a tingle go through him. At last. It was happening at last. He was going to get it on with his stacked young secretary. And she seemed more than willing to get the thing started. He might not have to do much. He could always say later that she had seduced him, if anyone ever found out.
"I once found out that my boyfriend was cheating on me," she went on. "So I went right out and fucked three of his friends. I felt a lot better."
She rolled her chair closer to him, so that she was nestled cozily between his legs. Her hands continued to stroke up and down his thighs. She glanced up at him and smiled.
"So what do you think?" she purred. "Do you want to do a little cheating of your own? You seem to be ready for it."
She was again staring at the bulge in his crotch. And when he didn't answer, she took the tab of his fly between her thumb and forefinger and hauled it down. She unbuckled his belt and opened his pants up wide. He lifted his ass off the desk and let her pull his slacks and shorts down past his knees.
His cock was over eight inches long. It swayed down between his legs like a thick hunk of hose. Trish glared at it, her eyes widening. She worked his pants and shorts off altogether, and then she ran her hands up the insides of his thighs once more. She smiled up at him and winked.
"I've been wanting to see this for a long time," she admitted. "I just knew it would be big and beautiful."
Her right hand curved into his crotch and took hold of his prick. She shucked it up and down in her fist, testing its thickness and weight. She tilted it from side to side, examining the blue veins pulsing on its side. Finally she bent down her head, opening her mouth, and stuck out her tongue.
"Oh, yes! Oh fuck, yes!" he moaned, unable to take his eyes off her lovely young face. He watched her pink tongue lick his cockhead once, twice, three times.
"This will make you feel better, huh?" she muttered. "In a few minutes you, won't care about your wife cheating on you."
She sank her mouth down over the head of his cock. Her lips closed tight around the top of the shaft. She began a gentle up and down motion with her head, licking the upper third of his prick and using her tongue on the tip. Her fist pumped up and down on the base of the shaft.
"That's terrific! That's fantastic!" he moaned, watching her cheeks swell and then hollow as she sucked. "Your mouth is so warm!"
"Mmmmm!" Trish hummed, curling her tongue around the head of his cock.
Her lips were soon sinking lower and lower on his prick. Four, five, six inches of cock disappeared into her mouth on every stroke. She removed her hand from around the base of his cock and tried to go even lower. She seemed determined to gulp every last inch of his hard-on into her face.
"That's amazing! Ooooh, fuck!" he groaned. He watched yet another inch of cock vanish between her lips.
Her head stopped bobbing up and down. She paused, with all but one inch of his prick locked in her mouth. She was snorting against the shaft. He could feel the breath escaping from her nostrils. He glared down at her, wondering what she was up to. Then he saw her lips creeping down over the final inch of his hard-on.
"All of it! You're going to take all of it!" he gasped. His knuckles turned white as he gripped the edge of his desk.
"Mmmmm!" Trish mumbled, her fingers clutching his naked thighs. Her lips crept down till all of his thick prick was in her mouth. Her nose was buried in his pubic hair.
She stayed quite still for several seconds, her lips vibrating around the base of his prick. Then, very slowly, she drew her mouth back up the length of the shaft. It emerged all wet and glistening. The blue veins throbbed in its sides. When the head slopped free of her mouth, it was purple and damn near steaming.
"Mmmm, did you like that?" she murmured. "Did it feel good to have all of your big hard cock stuffed into my mouth?"
"Oh fuck, yes!" he croaked, his balls trembling.
"If you're a good boy, I'll do it again for you. But first let me take a breather."
Trish's idea of a breather was to lick his cock from the head to the balls. She ran her tongue all the way down the underside of his prick, following its jagged seam to the pouch of his balls. Then she began swirling her tongue over the leathery sac, poking his balls up and down and from side to side. She nibbled at the tiny hairs sprouting there with her lips.
"Where did you learn to do stuff like this?" he grunted. "You're so young and sweet looking."
"Don't let my looks deceive you. I've had lots and lots of practice," she said, smiling.
She licked his balls for a while longer and then ran her tongue all the way back up the underside of his prick. His cock tilted from side to side but she followed it, never once losing contact. Her lips nuzzled the purple head again before slurping back down toward his balls.
"Would you like me to suck your balls?" she cooed, smiling up at him. "Would you like me to take them in my mouth and give them my very special suck-job?"
All Gerald could do was groan. He watched as her head tilted to one side and her lips opened. One of his balls rolled onto her outstretched tongue and blocked the oval of her lips. Then it disappeared altogether as her mouth closed round it. She bathed it in the wet heat of her mouth and tugged on it gently, stretching the skin of his ball-sac.
"Unbelievable! You're just amazing!" he croaked, glaring down at her. "Such a hot and dirty mouth you have!"
Trish was making low humming sounds as she sucked on his ball. Her tongue was curling every which way on it. But suddenly she was spitting it out with a wet plopping sound. She moved her mouth to his other ball and slurped it between her lips. She began sucking all over again.
"Oh fuck, that feels so good!" he hissed. "Suck my balls like that! Use your hot dirty mouth all over me!"
Her fist shucked up and down on his cock, keeping it up and out of the way of her muzzling head. It throbbed in her fingers, its blue veins pulsing. Her mouth tugged and slurped on his aching ball. Her tongue tickled it continuously. Every few seconds she glanced up into his face to judge, his reaction.
"You're going to make me cum, you little bitch!" he groaned. "My balls are melting in your mouth!"
He wanted to fuck her. It was what he'd wanted for months. But he couldn't stop her sucking his balls, or licking his cock. Her mouth felt too good. Instead he watched her helplessly and he felt himself getting closer and closer to cumming. He would have to fuck her some other time.
"So soon?" she cooed, pulling her mouth off his aching ball. "And I was hoping to get this beautiful cock up inside me for a nice fuck."
Her tongue curled around over both his balls again. And then she scraped the pink pad all the way up the underside of his prick one more time. Her lips folded over the purple head. She sucked it roughly for maybe thirty seconds. She glanced up at him quickly and sank her wet mouth lower and lower on his solid prick.
Inch after inch of throbbing cockmeat slid between her lips. She angled her face to let the big head bump into her throat. With two inches to go she paused again, her nostrils flaring. Then she gulped the base of the prick into her mouth and snorted into his pubic hair.
"Ohhhh, fuck! Ohhhh, what a feeling!" he croaked, glaring down at her bleated face. "I swear I can't hold back much longer!"
Trish kept her mouth clamped around the base of his prick for some time. She shook her head from side to side, like a dog playing with a bone. Her lips sent vibrations all the way up the shaft. Gerald moaned, almost as if he were in pain. He couldn't believe that she could keep all of his prick in her mouth for so long.
"I'm going to cum, Trish, you sweet bitch!" he moaned. "If you don't stop I'm going to spurt any second!"
Her lips slid all the way up his cock, leaving it glistening. The big purple head popped free of her mouth and sat throbbing against her cheek. She gripped the base in her fist and grinned up at him. She was still wearing her big silly glasses and they had tilted slightly to one side.
"Do you want to cum in my mouth or in my face?" she purred, flicking her tongue along the side of the cock shaft. "Or do you want to get really kinky and shoot in my hair? Would you like to give me a sperm-shampoo?"
He groaned and gazed down at her helplessly. He didn't give her an answer and she didn't seem to expect any. She pumped his prick in her fist far a second or two and then suck her mouth down over it yet again. But now she didn't go very deep. She began sliding her lips up and down on the tip three inches of his cock keeping the base locked firmly in her fist.
He was a goner and he knew it. All he could do was stare down at her and wait for the end. He grunted softly as his balls twitched. He felt himself spurt off a monstrous wad of spunk into the back of her throat.
"Gggllggg!" Trish gurgled, her eyes rolling up. A thick string of white cum seeped from the cornet of her mouth and drooled down over her chin.
Her face and fist continued to pump up and down on him. But now her cheeks were bulging as jet after jet of steaming cum spurted into her mouth. The string of jizz pouring down her chin grew thicker, till it was dangling off her jaw like elastic. It was joined by another strand, from the other corner of her mouth, and a third overflowing the center of her lip.
She finally had to quit moving her mouth up and down on him. She was coughing, gagging, as the gross jets of jism shot into her throat. Her head reared back. His spurting cock slipped from between her lips and throbbed against her chin. Her fist still jacked it up and down gamely.
A jet of cum two feet long spurted up the left side of her face. It crossed her cheek and forehead and looped into her hair. A thick slug of it splattered the left lens of her glasses and hung there like silver paste.
She was angling his cock to the other side of her face, still tugging it harshly. And another long streamer of spunk fired up along the right side of her nose. This did exactly the same thing, soiling her cheek, her forehead, and the lens of her glasses before hitching itself into her hair.
Meanwhile thick slugs of silver cum were overflowing her lips and pouring down her chin. They hung off her jaw in short elastic strands before snapping and soiling her dress. Her tongue was buried under a blanket of white spunk. A thick rope of cum hung from her teeth.
One more jet of cum shot from his cock. This one fountained up the center of her face over the bridge of her nose. It curled to the left and dribbled over her eyebrow. Then it dribbled and drooled into the socket of her eye. His cock was empty at last. It oozed in her fist like a thick piece of hose.
She pumped it still, as if expecting more cum. When none appeared she stuffed it back in her mouth and sucked it some more. She had recovered from her short coughing fit. But jism still drooled from between her lips.
"You're all splattered with cum! Your face is draped with warm spunk!" he groaned as if he couldn't believe it.
"Mmmmm! Mmmm!" she moaned, obviously not minding one bit.
She let his cock slip from her mouth and grinned up at him. Then she used his prick to rub his cum all over her lovely face.



CHAPTER THREE


That afternoon Paula was visited in her classroom by Hal Jenkins. She was all alone at her desk. Her students were gone for the day. She flushed deeply as soon as she saw him, and tried to appear busy with the papers in front of her. He closed the door behind him and calmly strode up to her.
"Hal! How nice to see you," she said. "How did your first day of classes go?"
She tried to sound as cheerful and businesslike as possible. But she was actually very nervous. All day long she'd been wondering how she would react when she saw him. Now she knew. She was self-conscious and tense. And what was worse, she was excited.
"I didn't come here to talk about my classes," he said. "I came here to talk about us. I've been thinking about you all day. I can't get you out of my head."
She blushed, "You mustn't think of me at all. What happened between us last night, it was crazy. It was just one of those things. We both probably had too much wine. It can't happen again."
"Why not?" He grinned. "I want it to. Your husband wants it to. And I think you want it to as well."
He had moved, round the desk to stand in front of her. He was close enough to touch her, but he didn't for now. He simply stared down at her. Her fingers were clutching tightly to her pen but she wasn't writing anything.
"You're wrong about all that," she said. "I don't want anything more to happen between us. And I'm sure Gerald doesn't either. You're imagining things."
He reached out to touch her shoulder and Paula felt like an electric shock was running through her. She squirmed up from her chair and began gathering up text books from the corner of her desk. She made a pile of them, clutched them to her chest, and then made for a walk-in storage closet at the front of the room.
He followed her. He actually held the door of the closet open for her and then slid in behind her. He clicked the door shut and gripped her around her waist. Paula shuddered and the pile of books went clattering to the floor.
"Hal, please! Leave me alone!" she groaned. "I'm a happily married woman! I'm not interested in casual sex!"
"You're a liar. You're desperately interested. And your marriage hasn't been happy for a while, I bet. Why are you fighting it?"
Paula was trapped. The room was small and cramped and there was no way for her to escape. He was pressing his body against her and she was forced to reach out and grip the shelves in front of her. She could feel the hard bulge of his cock through his pants. It was jammed tight between her asscheeks.
"Please, Hal! Don't!" she begged. She tried to heave her body forward and away from him.
His hands moved from her hips around onto her belly. Then they slid higher, till they were cupping her big tits. He squeezed the heavy mounds through her blouse. He rolled them around and around on her chest. His crotch stayed firmly locked against her ass.
"I can't get these tits out of my mind," he gasped into her ear. "I keep seeing them naked and dripping with my cum."
"Don't talk like that. Forget it ever happened," she moaned. "Let me go now please, before someone comes by and we both lose our jobs."
She tried to wriggle away from him but it was impossible. He had her trapped against the shelves of the closet. His fingers were working at the buttons of her blouse and in seconds he had it open. Her big tits could be seen oozing over the cups of a lacy white bra.
He tugged at the flimsy harness, and suddenly both her tits had wobbled free. They were dangling there, and he took them into his hands again and massaged them. He dug his fingers into the firm flesh and tweaked the dark-brown nipples.
"Ohhhh, God! Oh please no!" she whimpered. Her hands clung tight to the shelves in front of her for support.
"It feels good, doesn't it?" he wheezed. "You love having your big tits mauled. Admit it."
Her tits were so huge they overflowed his fingers. The nipples were growing hard and long as he teased them. Sparks of pleasure were shooting through Paula, but she wasn't about to admit it. She continued to moan and struggle. She tried to pull her ass away from the hot bulk of his cock.
"You're a real bastard, you know that?" she grunted. "You're supposed to be Gerald's friend, and here you are molesting his wife."
"It's what he wants, baby. I'm only doing what old Gerald wants," he gasped. "And you can bet your ass he's fucking around behind your back. Why else would he encourage us the way he did last night?"
A shudder went through Paula. This was probably true, she thought. Why else would Gerald have behaved so strangely last evening? It had baffled her at the time, but now it began to make sense. Gerald was probably fooling around on her. If he knew she was fucking around with Hal, he would be feel free to do as he liked.
"Oh my God!" she groaned. "Oh my! Oh my!"
Hal's hands had left her tits. He was running them up her legs, raising her skirt at the same time. His fingers scraped up over the nylon of her stockings and then along the taut elastic of her garters. He bunched her skirt up over the small of her back and quickly drew down her whispy panties.
"No, Hal. Please, no," she groaned. But she wasn't really resisting any longer. She had stopped wriggling and was simply bracing herself against the bookshelves.
He knelt behind her and untangled her panties from around her feet. Then he forced her legs apart and gazed at the spilt cheeks of her ass. The buns were trim and perfectly shaped. He gripped them and pried them apart, then sank his mouth between them and licked her asshole. He felt her quiver as his tongue poked at the tight puckered ring.
"Oh God, Hal. No," she whimpered. "That's so dirty! You're making me feel so ashamed!"
"Never feel ashamed where sex is concerned, baby," he hissed, scraping his tongue up and down between the cheeks of her ass. "Just enjoy it. There's nothing to feel ashamed of."
She blushed deeply all the same, and her fingers tightened on the wooden shelves of the closet. The awful thing was that his tongue felt good on her asshole. How could such a shameful and dirty thing feel so wonderful? She spread her legs farther for him, gave him more room to work. But she whimpered softly the whole time.
"Maybe that's why Gerald wants same changes made," he went on, licking the insides of her thigh. "Maybe you have too many hang ups in bed, baby."
Paula groaned. She wished he wouldn't say such things. For one thing, it was embarrassing enough, being half-naked with him in a school closet while he sucked on her asshole. And for another, what he said was probably painfully close to the truth.
She opened her mouth to say something. But before she could utter a word his tongue was on her cunt. He was licking both her puffy cuntlips and probing the tip of his tongue between them. All Paula could do was groan. She felt suddenly weak in the knees. If he kept this up for long, she would collapse to the ground, she was sure.
"So dirty! Oh God, so dirty!" she whimpered. "But so good! It feels so fucking good!"
He had forced the cheeks of her ass wide apart, and her cunt was tilted up towards him. He spread the cuntlips wide with his thumbs and swirled his tongue about inside her. He touched the bud of her clit several times and felt her shudder with pleasure.
"You dirty bastard! Oh fuck, Hal, you're a dirty sonovabitch!" she moaned. "Your tongue feels so good! It's driving me crazy!"
His tongue was also making her very wet. Cunt juice was pouring down from inside her. The inner lips of her clit were stretching, growing longer and thicker by the second.
He ate her for another few seconds. She was beginning to hump her crotch down onto his mouth with gentle motions. But then he stopped and scrambled to his feet. He unbuckled his belt and shoved his pants and shorts down around his ankles. His cock bobbed out and he grabbed it and pumped it up and down. It was thick and solid already.
"Are you going to fuck me?" she gasped. "Are you going to shove your big cock inside me?"
"What do you think, baby? Is that what you want?" he teased. He stroked one hand up and down her asscheeks while he pumped his cock with the other.
"Yes!" she admitted. "I want you inside me, Hal! I want you to fuck me with your big thick cock! Oh please, do it!"
Hal grinned slyly. She was just as hot as he knew she'd be. She might whine and protest about how much she didn't want sex with anyone but her husband, but deep down she seemed to need it badly. And he was glad to give it to her. She was one of the most beautiful women he'd ever met.
"Ask me nicely," he teased. "Are you sure you don't want to stay faithful to Gerald? Maybe I should stop right here, before this gets out of hand."
"It's too late for that and you know it, you sonovabitch!" she hissed. "I want you to fuck me! Stick your big cock up my cunt and fuck me silly! To hell with Gerald!"
Again he grinned. But this time he nudged his cock forward till it was nestled between her thighs. Her cuntlips were wide open and drooling. He eased his cockhead between them with no trouble. But before he could move forward, Paula shoved herself backwards. She impaled herself on several hard inches of his prick.
"Ooooooh! Ohhh, it feels so nice," she cooed. "Such a nice hard cock! So thick and hot!"
With her hands still bracing herself against the shelves, she began to hump back and forth. Her knees bent and her pretty ass slapped against his belly again and again. Her cuntlips slid all the way down his cock, till they were nipping at his pubic hair. All he had to do was stand there with his crotch angled outward.
"Fuck me, you bastard! Fuck me with your big hard cock!" she urged. She drove her cunt up and down on his prick.
He held her gently around her tiny waist. He ran his fingers over the lacy material of her white garter belt and down along the taut elastic of her garters. The garters were digging deep into her trim asscheeks. He loved the look of them stretching down to her stocking tops.
He leaned over her and brought his hands up to cup her huge dangling tits once again. He squeezed them, mashed them hard against her chest. The nipples were well over half an inch long now, and they were as hard and rough as rocks. He tweaked them between his thumbs and forefingers and she squealed softly.
"Pinch my nipples like that? Tweak them hard!" she hissed. "Shove your cock deep inside me! I want to feel your cock going deep!"
"Like this?" he wheezed. "Is this what you want?"
Still clutching at her tits, he began driving his hips back and forth. He met the motions of her ass again and again, knifing his cock deep inside her. His cock was buried to the balls on every stroke. His cockhead plowed far, far up her cunt.
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes! Fuck me hard like that! Ram your big beautiful cock all the way up my cunt!"
She eased up on her own movements. She held her legs wide apart and let him plow into her time after time. Her whole body shuddered each time he drove forward. Her big tits quivered in his hands.
"Deep! So deep! So good!" she whimpered, biting her bottom lip. "Don't stop! Keep fucking me like that!"
She was amazed at the sound of her on voice, but she couldn't help herself. Only days before, hours really, she'd been the faithful little wife, never dreaming of doing anything behind her husband's back. Now here she was half-naked in a school closet, fucking like a bitch in heat with her husband's old friend. What was happening to her?
She wasn't sure. But one thing she was sure of. It was all her husband's fault. He had started this whole thing, leaving her alone with Hal, making her wear an obscene dress. He had pointed her in this direction. Could she be faulted for doing what he seemed to want?
"Such a hot little bitch!" Hal was gasping in her car. "You're such a horny little slut, deep down, aren't you?"
"Yes! I think lam!" she moaned. "Oh fuck, yes!"
"You love cock, don't you? Don't you just fucking crave it?"
"Yes! Oh fuck, I do! I love cock! It feels so good plowing in and out of my wet cunt!"
He lunged in and out of her, jerking her body forward against the book shelves. He let her tits swing free and gripped the cheeks of her ass again. He pried them apart to that he could watch his big prick drilling in and out of her cunt. The shaft was as thick as his forearm.
"I knew it all along!" he muttered. "I knew you were one hot and horny bitch as soon as I met you! You just needed the right guy to come along!"
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" she whimpered.
She unclasped one hand from the shelf in front of her and cupped her tit with it. She tweaked her own nipple, pinching the nub hard. Then she ran her hand down her flat belly and into her crotch. Her forefinger reached out to find her swollen clit. She began flicking it gently.
"I'm going to cum," she mumbled. "I'm going to cum, you bastard. Do you hear me?"
"I hear you, slut," he growled. "You're going to cum all over my big hard cock! Do it! Then I can spray your hot cunt with my spunk! I'm going to fill you with hot gooey cum!"
He knifed his cock into her several more times, ramming her forward against the shelves. She began to quiver underneath him, and for a moment bethought she would collapse to the floor. She seemed real shaky in the knees. He circled an arm around her waist to support her, just in case. He buried his cock up her cunt again and again.
"Cumming, you bastard! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she wailed, still flicking her clit. "Fuck me deep! Don't stop! Cram your big ugly cock all the way up my cunt!"
She quivered some more, and sagged heavily against his arm. But she didn't collapse. He drove his cock through all the slime oozing from her cunt, determined to hold off cumming himself. But it was impossible. Her pussy was sucking at his cock and massaging it from balls to tip.
"Going to spunk up your cunt, bitch!" he grunted. "Going to spray your wet cunt with hot cum! Are you ready for it?"
There was no answer. Paula just whimpered softly. She was still cumming, her pussy spasming around his hard prick. She flicked her clit with one hand and gripped the bookshelf with the other. Streams of cunt-juice flowed down the insides of her legs.
His cock throbbed inside her and gushed out a thick stream of cum. She called out loud, as if she could feel it. He spurted again and again, till her cunt was awash with jizz. It overflowed her cuntlips in silver strings and dribbled down the insides of her thighs. White cum hung front his cock in gooey strands.
"Such a hot cunt!" he howled. "So fucking deep! So fucking wet!"
He rammed his cock back inside her and spurted out another long jet of cum. And another. Her cunt was clogged with his fuckjuice. She was still diddling her clit and her hand grew sticky as the slime poured out, from her pussy. Her fingers were webbed together with his silver spunk.
"What a hot fuck you are, baby!" he yelled. "What a hot and horny fucking slut!"
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" she gasped, finding her voice at last. "I'm such a slut! I love cock so much!"
Her legs were steadier now and he could uncurl her arm from around her waist. He gripped the rear strap of her garter belt with both hands and humped his hips back and forth more slowly. His cock had gushed out the last of his cum, but it was as big and hard as ever. He watched it slide in and out through all the cum and cunt-juice.
"So much cum! You shot off so much cum inside me!" she gasped. She removed her hand from her crotch and stared at it. There was a thick pool of spunk in her palm.
"And you loved it, didn't you?" he grunted. "Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" Paula admitted.



CHAPTER FOUR


Gerald felt free for the first time in years. Having young Trish suck him off worked wonders. He felt like a new man. But he didn't want to be limited to just Trish. There were other gorgeous young girls in the school that he wanted to sample. He wanted to take full advantage of his new freedom.
On Wednesday he sent Trish home early. Then he arranged a mid-afternoon interview with lovely Becky Neal. She was a stunning redhead with enormous tits. She wasn't overly bright. In fact if she wasn't careful she would be flunking out before long. But she was popular with everyone in the school, especially the boys. And she had a reputation as an easy lay.
She presented herself in Gerald's office at the appointed hour. She stood in front of his desk wearing a short red skirt, white sacks and a tight white sweater. It was her cheerleading outfit, she explained. She had a practice coming up later that afternoon. She smiled at him and thrust out her big tits proudly.
Gerald tried to talk to her about her studies. He told her that her grades were poor and she was in danger of failing if she didn't smarten up. But his heart wasn't in it. Girls like Becky were incapable of serious study. Talking to her about it wasn't going to change anything. His voice trailed off and he found himself gazing fondly at her lovely tits. They swelled out her sweater so nicely.
"I know I'm not so bright, Mr. Hale," she admitted. "But to tell you the truth, I don't think it matters. I'm going to be a model."
"A model?" Gerald said, amused at the idea. "What kind of model?"
"Well," Becky giggled. "You'll probably get mad at me for saying this, but I want to be a model for the men's magazines."
"A nude model, you mean? You want to take your clothes off in front of cameras?"
Becky nodded. And all Gerald could do was smile. The last thing he felt was anger. There was something so wise about her decision. It was so right for her. She had the looks and the body, there was no question about that. The only question would be whether she could write her name on a model release form.
"You think I'm just a silly young slut," she said, watching him. "You don't think I have a chance in hell of making it."
"On the contrary. I think you have an excellent chance of making it. In fact I'd like to do what I can to help you. I happen to know some local photographers."
"Really?" Becky gasped, truly impressed. She leaned over his desk and her big tits bulged out her sweater.
"Maybe I could take some photographs of you some time. I could show them around to a few of the right people. They could tell you better than I if you have any potential."
"Oh, Mr. Hale, I'd be so grateful!" she beamed. "It's what I want more than anything in the world!"
She sat on the edge of his desk and raised one leg. Her red skirt slid up her thigh till he caught a glimpse of her blinding white panties. He gripped the arms of his chair. He couldn't take his eyes off the gorgeous young creature.
"Maybe you'd like to examine me yourself," she went on. "Before we take any pictures or anything. That way you'd know if you were wasting your time."
"Mmmmnnn… good idea," he croaked, his heart pounding.
Becky grinned at him. Then, very deliberately, she gripped her sweater and hauled it up over her head. She tossed it to one side and leaned over the desk toward him. She shook her tits from side to side, teasing him like a professional stripper.
They were packed into a flimsy white bra, but he could see the nipples and areolas clearly. The bra material was as sheer as wet paper. They were firm and perfectly shaped. The areolas were nearly three inches in diameter. The nipples were stubby and nut-brown.
She unhooked the clasp between her tits and the lovely mounds wobbled free. They appeared even bigger than they were because she was leaning forward toward him. She shook them some more in front of his face. Then she burst into a girlish giggle.
"Well? Are they big enough? Do you think they'll look good in a dirty magazine?" she cooed. She threw her bra to the other side of the room.
"They're beautiful. You're going to have photographers fighting over you," he groaned. His cock began to stiffen in his pants.
"How about the rest of me?" she went on. And before he could react she was kneeling up on his desk, sending his papers flying.
Her tits settled into place on her chest, the nipples jutting up high. He gazed at them in amazement, his mouth watering. But then she was unhooking her short red skirt. She let it fall around her knees and humped her crotch in and out seductively. A brief triangle of white panty stretched across her heaving crotch.
Like her bra, the panties left nothing to the imagination. They were a sheer white, and through them he could see her ginger pubic mound, and the pulpy lips of her cunt below. He had an overwhelming urge to bend forward and plant a wet kiss on the curve of her crotch.
"Beautiful! Just beautiful!" he muttered. "You're going to be a terrific model."
Again she giggled. Then her thumbs were hooked into the sides of her panties and she was peeling them don slowly, slyly. She really did know how to tease a man, tie thought. And that was just what she needed to be a good model. He wondered if she'd practiced this much already. She certainly seemed to have.
"I want to show you everything," she whispered. "I want you to see my tits, my pussy, everything."
She rolled to one side quickly and kicked her legs into the air. The panties flashed down her thighs and over her feet. She tossed them away and then knelt up in front of him again. She gripped the lips of her cunt and pried them apart shamelessly.
"I'd be willing to show the pink," she said, quite seriously. "You can tell your photographer friends that I'd open my cunt for them and show them everything. I'm not a shy girl."
"I can see that," Gerald groaned. He was glaring at the fresh pink flesh of her cunt. He could see the delicate inner lips and the shiny bud of her clit.
She held her cuntlips apart for a while yet. And she humped her crotch back and forth in front of him. The one finger reached down to touch her clit and she began to play with it. The pink bud tilted this way and that. It grew thicker and longer as she manipulated it.
"I'd be willing to do other dirty stuff too, if they wanted me to," she went on, her eyes glazing slightly. "I could play with myself like this, or shove dildos up my cunt. Anything at all."
Gerald leaned forward in his chair. Then he raised himself slightly and planted a soft wet kiss on her belly. He began circling his tongue around and around, licking her warm brown skin. He slowly moved lower, till he was just above the reddish triangle of her cunt-hair.
"Yes, Mr. Hale! Eat me!" Becky panted. "Do anything you want to me! I love it when men do dirty, dirty things to me!"
"Do you now?" Gerald grunted. He began snaking his tongue through the wiry red curls of her pubic hair.
"Yes! I'll let you do anything. Then you can tell your photographer friends what a willing and eager girl I am. You will tell them, won't you?"
"You bet your pretty us," he mumbled. "I'm going to recommend you highly, young lady."
Her fingers still held her cuntlips wide apart for him. And soon his tongue was curling down over the bright pink skin of her cunt. The folds of flesh were puffy and swollen, and they grew even longer as he touched them. Two inner flaps of skin were stretching into inch-long strips. He took these between his lips and stretched them even more.
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" Becky cooed. She slid forward on the desk, mashing her open pussy onto his face.
Her cunt was getting wetter by the second. And her clit was so swollen he couldn't ignore it any longer. He touched it with the tip of his tongue and then tried to fold his lips over it. But she jerked with pleasure and drew her crotch back. She gave off a small cry, as if she was in pain.
"Oh fuck! I love it when you lick my clit!" she howled. "So good! It feels so fucking nice!"
She sagged back onto the desk. And suddenly she was spreading her legs wide for him. Her cunt looked like it was folding itself inside out. All the bright pink skin blossomed out into the open. Her inner cuntlips were peeled back grossly. The stub of her clit jutted up like a small cock.
"Suck me! Suck my hot cunt!" she begged. Her hands had left her crotch and were now cupping her big tits. She mauled the huge mounds and tweaked her own nipples.
Gerald held the lips of her cunt wide open with his fingertips. His tongue explored every inch of her sweet teenage pussy. He found her clit again and set about teasing it some more. As soon as he touched it, her ass raised up off the desk and her back arched.
"Suck me, Mr. Hale! Suck my clit," she yelped. "Do dirty, dirty things to me with your tongue!"
Her clit looked big enough to bunt. It thrust up more than half an inch from under its hood of pink skin. He sucked on it as hard as he could, using his tongue, his lips, even his teeth. He was driving the poor girl out of her mind. She was squirming on the desk like a wild thing.
"Cocksucker! Feels so good!" she bloated. "Make me cum! Make me cum with your hot tongue!"
Her back was arched high off the desk. Her crotch humped up and down. She mashed her pussy onto his face and squeezed her tits. And all the time she whimpered and moaned and urged him not to stop. Finally, though, a huge shudder went through her. She circled her crotch around and around and her ass settled back down onto the desk.
She was cumming. That much was obvious. But she was moving less now. A series of shudders went through her body, as if she were having some kind of fit. But the humping motions had subsided. It was easier for him to stay with her and nibble at her clit.
"Oh, fuck! Cocksucker! Oh fuck!" she chanted, her eyes rolling back into her head.
Her crotch kept twitching. It jerked up against his face again and again. And the juice kept flowing freely, greasing up his cheeks and chin. For the better part of a minute this went on. But even when the shudders stopped he continued to chew on her cunt.
His cock was throbbing in his pants. He was amazed he'd managed to ignore it for so long. Now that she was settling down his hand slid down and unbuckled his belt. It was time for him to get a little relief. He'd been very patient.
Becky lay in a heap across his desk. Her legs were spread wide. Her cunt looked big enough to shove his fist into. He pulled his mouth back and gazed at her oozing pussy. He wondered vaguely if his prick would be big enough to fill it.
"Fuck, you're a hot little bitch!" he gasped. "I don't believe how wet you are!"
He was standing up. Within seconds he had his pants and shorts dawn around his knees. His cock twitched in the air. It jutted up from his crotch and swayed gently from side to side. He pressed it down with his thumb and eased himself between her legs. The head of his cock butted between her loose wet cuntlips.
"Ohhhh!" Becky gasped. She seemed to be coming out of some kind of deep sleep. Her eyes focused and she gazed down at his throbbing prick.
"I'm going to fuck you, Becky," he explained. "Just lie back and rein. You're so wet and wide open, you probably won't feel a thing."
Becky didn't say anything. She just gazed at him with a vague smile on her lovely young face. Her hands were still clamped to her tits, and she was massaging the mounds gently. Her nipples jutted up into the air like two chunks of brown wood.
He slid his cock forward, and the head and two inches of shaft disappeared inside the teenager. He paused, just to make sure she was comfortable. Then he eased the rest of the shaft up her cunt. The elastic flaps of her cuntlips sucked around his prick.
"Yes!" she moaned, her eyes bright once more. "Shove it up inside me! Fuck me, Mr. Hale! Fuck me till I can't stand up!"
"Okay, Becky. Just relax now," he soothed. He ran his hands up the insides of her slender thighs and cranked them wide apart.
He began slowly, feeding her his cock with lazy, relaxed motions. He gazed down, watching her loose cuntlips fold this way and that around his prick. He continued to stroke up and down her thighs for a while. But then his hands moved down over her flat brown belly and up toward her tits.
She removed her hands and let him grab hold of her tits. She moaned softly as he began squeezing and kneading the big mounds. His motions between her legs grew deeper. He was fucking her with longer, faster strokes. His ass flexed as he humped her. His balls swung to and fro.
"I love it! I love fucking so much!" she murmured. "But I never thought I'd get to fuck you, Mr. Hale."
"And I never thought I'd get to fuck you, sweet little Becky," he hissed. "Life is really unpredictable sometimes."
His cock seemed to grow thicker inside her cunt. He bulled it back and forth more and more quickly. He felt her legs hooking up over his hips. She was locking her ankles together in back of him. He squeezed her tits so hard they were bulging out from between his fingers. He leaned low over her and gazed into her face.
"I really think you have what it takes to be a model, Becky," he gasped. "You have a real dirty mind and you're willing to do anything. I think you'll go far in your chosen field."
"Thanks, Mr. Hale," she panted. "It helps to get encouragement like this. I'm real glad we had this interview."
They grinned at each other, their bodies locked together. Gerald's ass rose and fell crazily now. He was fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. Her belly rippled each time he rammed into her. Her tits wobbled in his hands. His balls smack-smacked against her upturned asscheeks.
"Are you going to cum inside me?" she asked suddenly. "It's okay if you want to. I'd like it."
"We'll see," Gerald groaned, his balls growing more numb by the second. "It's going to happen any second, that's for sure."
"Or you can shoot all over me if you want. I like that too. Sometimes it's fun to watch a guy pull out and spurt his spunk. There's something so exciting about it."
Gerald groaned. He really couldn't take much more of this. He rammed his cock in and out of her, pinning her to the desk. He gazed down into her face and wondered why he'd never done anything like this before. Girls like Becky were such a turn-on. And they were so fucking willing.
"I've never had a real adult guy cum inside me before," she went on. "I've only fucked boys my own age. This will be a real thrill. Do it to me, Mr. Hale. Shoot your hot spunk up my cunt!"
His cock throbbed inside her cunt. His balls trembled, and he spurted off a thick glob of jizz. He pulled back, rammed forward, and fired off a second long jet of spunk inside her. Then he pulled back farther and let his prick slip free of her sucking cunt.
Her cuntlips gaped wide, as if he'd had his hand shoved up inside. And as he watched, a thick stream of white cum overflowed and drained down into the crack of her ass. Her cunt flexed as if he was still fucking her. And more and more gooey white spunk flowed free.
"Yes! Spurt all over me!" Becky grinned, watching his every move. "Jerk yourself off all over my belly and tits! I love to watch jism fly!"
His prick throbbed in his hand. A long jet of cum shot free and splattered up the entire length of her body, from her cunt to her neck. The spunk glittered on her skin, like fresh white paint. It filled her navel and skirted the inner swell of one tit before tapering off into the hollow of her neck.
"Yes! Like that! Spunk all over me!" Becky giggled. She watched his cockhead anxiously for the next gusher.
When it came they were both shocked at the power of it. The jet was even longer than the last one. It twirled in the air like a silver ribbon, then fell with a splatter across the left side of her body. It looped over her rib cage and tit and caught Becky across her bottom lip.
"Oh fuck! So much cum!" she cried. "Spurt it, Mr. Hale! Shower me with hot jism! I fucking love it!"
He spurted out three jets in succession. And he tilted his cock from side to side, so that he would splatter her everywhere. Her body was soon streaked with lines of spunk. Strips of silver goo lay across her belly and tits. One of her nipples was soiled with a wad of slime.
She burst out laughing. She was obviously enjoying every second of the obscene tribute he was paying her. And when his cock quit spurting and began drooling out the dregs of his cum, she looked disappointed. She reached up her hand and wrestled the shaft from him. She began to squeeze it and tug on it, as if she could milk out even more steaming spunk.
A string or two of slime dribbled over her fingers and spattered her pubic mound. But he pretty much drained dry. And his cock rapidly grew limp in her fist. She let it go. It flopped heavily between his legs. She moved both hands over her body, spreading his warm jizz about every which way.
"I love jism," she cooed. "It's so warm and sticky and nice. I just love to play with it and rub it into my skin."
Her fingers smeared the spunk into her pubic hair and across her belly. Soon there was not one inch of her torso that wasn't coated with cock-slime. Then she brought her hands up over her tits and smoothed the jizz all over the heaving mounds. Here too she made sure every inch of skin was covered. She daubed globs of cum onto both stiff nipples.
"You're one crazy little slut, you know that?" he grunted.
"I know," she grinned. "And you love it, don't you?"



CHAPTER FIVE


Paula was sure that Gerald was fooling around behind her back. She didn't have to catch him with his pants down to know this. All she had to do was put two and two together. It had all started the night Hal was over for dinner. Ever since then, Paula was certain, Gerald had been getting his rocks off somewhere, with someone.
She wasn't even very curious about who the woman was. It didn't really matter, did it? All that mattered was that her marriage was now an open one. Obviously Gerald wanted the freedom to fuck around. And he clearly wanted her to have the same freedom. She really couldn't complain. It was a fair set-up.
The funny thing was that they hadn't even discussed it. Their marriage went on as before, except that for days on end they didn't have sex with each other. He seemed to take it for granted that she was getting it on with Hal which she was. He never asked her any questions about it, and he made it obvious he didn't want her questioning him either.
Paula was amazed she wasn't more upset over this change in their relationship. After all, a five year marriage was at risk. But in a way she was enjoying her new freedom as much as her husband was. For a long time their sex life together had been real predictable. Now there was some spice back in their lives.
Her two sessions with Hal taught her what she'd been missing. As much as she'd detested him, she really enjoyed herself. And she found herself wanting more. What shocked her though was that she found herself wanting to fuck other guys besides Hal. He was fine in his way, but she wanted more. She craved a little variety with her new freedom.
One afternoon she found herself eyeing a sexy male student. His name was Chet, and he sat at the back of one of her English classes. He was tall and powerfully built, with solid arms and shoulders. He was also unusually handsome, in a brutish kind of way. Paula began to cream her panties, just looking at him.
He gazed right back at her, obviously flattered and turned on by her attention. And at one point he swung both his legs out into the aisle and gave her a good look at his crotch. His tight jeans were bulging. Even from the front of the room she could make out the outline of his cock curving up from his balls. Paula felt her cunt twitching.
It was the last class of the day. Once the bell had rung, all the students rushed out the door toward their lockers. All except one, that is. Chet sat all alone at, his desk, watching her. Then he got up slowly and ambled to the front of the room. He stood in front of her and placed his hands on his hips.
"Is there something I can help you with, Chet?" Paula asked, all innocence. But she stole a glance at his bulging crotch. She couldn't help herself.
"I was hoping I could help you, Mrs. Hale," he smiled. He stroked his hand quickly up the outline of his cock.
It was funny, Paula thought, but only days before a situation like this would have been unthinkable. There was no way she would have gotten involved with one of her students. How things had changed. Now here she was eyeing a student's crotch. And she was wondering how she could get him alone for a quick fuck.
"DO you have a car, Chet?" she asked. "Could you drive us somewhere, right now?"
The young man nodded. Within seconds Paula had packed up her things and was headed out the door with him. For a moment she had the crazy urge to stop by her husband's office on the way out. She could introduce Chet to him and explain that the two of them were going off for a quick fuck and she might be late for dinner. She smiled at the thought as Chet opened the car door for her.
He drove quickly, and within minutes they were parked in a wooded area down by the river. They clambered into the back seat and Paula stroked her hands up and down his thighs. Then she set about unzipping his fly and hauling out his prick.
"It this thing for real?" she panted, tugging his jeans and shorts down over his hips. "It looks like you have a hunk of pipe stuck down your pants."
"It's for real, Mrs. Hale," he gasped, amazed at how quickly this was happening. "It's for real and it's all yours."
His crotch was naked and his cock slapped heavily against his belly. Paula gripped it in her fist and shucked it up and down. It had to be nine inches long, she thought. And it was so fucking thick. It stiffened a little more as she pumped on it.
"I want to suck it," she groaned, glancing into his face. "DO you mind? Do you have any objections to your teacher sucking your cock?"
"Be my guest," he croaked. "But why don't you show me your tits first? I want to see if those are for real."
Paula smiled. She opened up her blouse quickly and peeled it off. Her tits bulged out over her lacy white bra. She unhooked the clasp of the bra and her tits bounced free, the nipples and areolas swelling. She cupped the naked tits in her palms, held them for his inspection. Again she smiled mischievously.
"I feel like a teenager on a date." She giggled. "This is fun. I never did get to make it in the back seat of a car when I was younger."
Chet didn't answer her. He was gazing at her tits as if he'd died and gone to heaven. He reached out and brushed her hands away from the swelling mounds. Then he cupped them himself, digging his fingers gently into the lush flesh. His thumbs scraped over the bullet-hard nipples.
"They're fantastic!" he moaned. "They're just so fucking firm!"
"Thank you," Paula muttered. While he was fondling her tit, she slipped out of her skirt and hauled down her panties. All she left on were her shoes, her stockings, and her white garter belt.
Her hand was back on his prick and again she cranked it up and down. Then she was leaning forward into his lap. She scraped her tongue over the damp head of his cock, as if she were licking an ice cream cone. Her lips pursed and sank softly over the purple dome. She began to tease it with her velvet tongue.
"Ohhhh, fuck!" he groaned, letting her tits dangle free. He could no longer concentrate on anything but her wet mouth wrapped around his prick.
Paula began to suck. Her tongue guided his cockhead back into her throat and her lips sank farther and farther down on the shaft. When she had, half his prick in her mouth, she paused and took a breath. Then her mouth slid up and down with slow, soft movements. Her fingers moved up and down as well, on the base of the shaft.
"Mrs. Hale, that's fantastic!" Chet growled, gazing down at her. "Your mouth feels so good wrapped around my cock?"
"Don't keep calling me Mrs. Hale," she gasped, pulling her mouth off his cock for a moment. "I'm not much older than you are, you know."
"What should I call you?"
"Paula. Or better still, call me dirty names. I'd like that. Call me bitch and slut and ant. I'd find that real exciting."
Chet groaned. His teacher was even hotter than he'd ever imagined. It would be a real effort, calling her names like that, at least at first. But he was willing to give it a try. If that's what turned her on, why not?
"Okay, stuff my cock back in your mouth, bitch!" he growled. "Suck my cock, slut, until I tell you to stop!"
Paula grinned and sank her mouth back over the head of his prick. She drove her head up and down again fucking him with her lips and tongue. One hand jerked on the base of his cock while the other burrowed under his balls and squeezed them.
He gazed down at her in amazement. It was still hard for him to believe, but this was his teacher sucking him off in the back seat of his car. And she was young and beautiful and she had huge tits. He watched her lips stretch taut as she sank lower and lower on his thick prick. Her cheeks swelled out grossly and then hollowed as she sucked.
"You're such a dirty cunt!" he hissed. "You're such a hot, cocksucking slut! And in class you come across like such a stuck-up bitch!"
"Mmmmmm… mmmfff…" Paula moaned.
"Suck it, slut! Suck my hard cock!" he grunted. "Eat my cock, you dirty fucking cunt!"
"Yes! Talk to me like that. Call me dirty, dirty names!" she begged.
Again she pulled her mouth off his prick. She now tilted it to one side in her palm and began licking it from balls, to crown. She wiggled her tongue from left to right and curled it around the throbbing cock. She gazed at him over the granite column of his prick and winked at him.
"Would you like me to lick your balls?" she asked. "I bet you've, never had a teacher suck your balls before, have you?"
"Oh, fuck!" he croaked. "Do it, bitch! Suck my balls! Use your slutty tongue all over my aching balls!"
He urged his crotch forward and his cock bounced against her face. She grinned and tilted her head down. Her tongue tickled the base of his cock for a second or two, then snaked down over the leathery pouch of his balls. She began licking his balls with soft scrapes of her tongue.
"Oh yes, bitch! Lick my hot balls, slut!" he growled. He spread his thighs wide for her.
Paula held his cock up one side and pumped it gently. She twisted her face this way and that, curling her tongue everywhere on his ball sac. Her lips folded over first one ball and then the other. She took them into her mouth one at a time and sucked them softly.
"Cunt! Bitch! Slut!" he grunted. "Suck my balls like that!"
One swollen ball was caught between her lips and she reared back her head, pulling the skin of his sac taut. She gazed into his face while she did this, her eyes teasing. But suddenly his cock oozed a string of pre-cum onto her cheek. Paula let his ball slop from her mouth and glared at his cock anxiously.
"You're not going to cum soon, are you?" she asked. Her fist had stopped pumping on his huge prick.
"What do you think, bitch? How much licking and sucking do you think I can take? My balls are damn near steaming!"
"You've got to fuck me first," she panted. "We can't have you cumming yet. I want to feel this big stiff prick deep inside me!"
She crawled up over him, his cock still locked in her fist. She spread her legs wide and straddled his thighs. Her cunt was cracked open. It was moist, and the pubic hairs surrounding it were damp. She peeled it wider with the fingers of one hand, while with the other she nudged his prick about between her legs.
"I'm going to sit on your cock, okay?" she gasped. "I'm going to ride your cock until I cum. Get ready, baby!"
The head of his cock slotted between the pulpy wet lips of her pussy. With a low groan she sank down on top of him, letting inch after inch of cockmeat bull up inside her. Her hand left the base of the shaft. The last few inches disappeared under her pubic patch. She placed her hands on his shoulders and gazed into his eyes.
"Such a nice cock. So big and stiff and thick," she praised. "I'm going to enjoy ridin' this little number!"
She began to bounce up and down in his lap, stuffing herself again and again with his cock. Her tits joggled in front of his face. He planted his hands on her asscheeks and watched her tits bounce. Again he felt a sense of wonder that this was really happening.
"Yes! Fuck me, bitch!" he groaned. "Ride my cock like that! Feel it deep up your hot fucking cunt!"
Paula laughed out loud. This whole situation was too crazy for words, she realized. Only days before, she'd been fighting Hal Jenkins off in a closet. Now here she was damn near attacking one of her students, riding his cock with eager lunges. She was having the time of her life.
"I want to suck your tits!" he gasped, watching the big globes jiggle up and down. "I want to nibble on those beautiful fucking tits!"
His head angled forward and she leaned in toward him. He grabbed both tits and buried his face between them. He closed his eyes and pressed her tits hard against his cheeks. He mumbled and moaned and licked up the insides of her mounds as well as he could. Her nipples scratched his skin like stones.
"Does that feel good?" she panted, still bouncing up and down on his cock. "Do my tits feel good all over your face?"
"Mmmmmff!" he mumbled. He was smothered with tit-flesh. He could barely breathe between the bouncing tits.
Her cuntlips sucked up and down the length of his prick. They bathed the shaft in heavy grease and made it shine. Her clit was twisted this way and that as she pumped up and down. It was trapped against the front of his cock and bumped again and again by the thick blue veins. Already Paula could feel her climax building.
"I think I'm going to cum all over your big cock," she muttered, running her fingers through his hair. "You're going to make me gush, you horny sonovabitch."
"Mmmmmff…" Chet mumbled.
Up and down she bounced, drilling herself again and again on his cock. She was amazed that she was going to cum so soon. Maybe the strangeness of the situation was having an effect on her. She hugged his head between her tits, mashing the mounds against his mouth and cheeks. The sweet feelings grew stronger between her legs.
"Cumming, baby! Cumming hard on your cock!" she moaned. She squeezed her cuntlips hard around his throbbing prick.
She began gasping loudly. Her movements weren't sure and steady any longer. She bucked to the left and then to the right. She heaved back and then leaned hard against him. Once or twice she stopped altogether with his prick buried to the hilt up her pussy. Then she just sat there quivering in his lap. When she began moving again, her motions were still wild.
"Fuck me with your big cock! Spike me with your hard-on!" she howled. "So good! So fucking good!"
On and on she rayed, her body shuddering on top of him. She came hard, her cunt gushing all kinds of slime onto his prick. Her ass chugged up and down. Her garters stretched and then loosened against her thighs. She pressed her tits so hard onto his face that he was forced to back off from her.
"I'm going to cum too, bitch! I'm going to spurt up your hot sucking cunt!" he groaned.
His face was flushed and excited. He glared up at her with a wild light in his eyes. He gripped her round her waist again and watched her loosened tits wobble and dance in front of him. The huge mounds were wet and slimy from all his slurping.
He wasn't sure that she heard what he said. She was obviously still cumming. Her face was glazed with pleasure. She continued to bounce up and down on top of him, her cunt making lewd squelching sounds around his cock.
"Fuck me! Fuck me hard, you sonovabitch!" she chanted over and over again. "Cumming so good! Cumming so nice!"
Up until now he'd sat there quite still while she rode up and down on him. But now he began to knife his cock upwards into her cunt. His ass flexed on the car seat and he lunged his prick deep, folding the lips of her cunt in on themselves. His balls trembled between his thighs.
"Cumming, teach! Cumming up your hot cunt!" he howled. He buried his prick inside her one more time.
He squirted a monster wad of spunk up her cunt. And another. And another. His cock twitched inside her, firing off string after string of gooey jizz. She seemed to realize what was happening all at once. Her eyes focused and stared into his face. Then quickly she lifted up off him. His prick slipped from her cunt and she gripped it in her hand.
She squeezed it tight, milking it in her fist. And the two of them watched as a long jet of spunk spurted up her belly and between her tits. She tugged on the cock as if she wanted to pull it up by the roots. And another milky jet of cum shot free.
"Yes! Spurt it! Oh yes!" she cooed, watching his jism dribble down over her fingers. "Shoot out all your lovely cock-cream!"
He gazed down at his gushing cock. He watched it spurt out one last jet of cum onto her white stocking. Then his ass settled down into the car seat and he sat there all limp. His prick wilted in her fist, the dregs of his cum still pouring out over her fingers.
"So sticky," she smiled. And she raised up her ass and watched as glob after glob of warm spunk drooled from her open cunt.



CHAPTER SIX


Hal figured it was about time be had a little talk with Gerald. He'd had sex with the guy's wife twice now, after all. He wanted to find out what Gerald thought of the situation. He was sure Gerald approved. That had been obvious from the night of their dinner together. But still he wanted to discuss it. He wanted to keep Gerald up to date on what was happening.
Gerald was difficult to track down though. Three times when Hal went down to his office he was told by Trish the secretary that the vice-principal had a class. Or that he was busy elsewhere. The gorgeous young secretary smiled at him and asked if there was anything she could do. Hal thanked her and said no. But he was beginning to wonder.
It was obvious the slutty young secretary was coming on to him. And he was sorely tempted. But he had a pretty strong notion that Gerald was fucking her himself. She was probably the reason for Gerald's recent weird behavior. Did he want to steal his old friend's secretary as well as his wife? Why not? The young cunt was obviously fair game.
On his fourth visit to the office Gerald was out yet again. Trish was packing up her belongings, preparing to go home. But when she saw Hal she paused. She smiled at him and perched on the edge of her desk. Through the slit in the side of her skin he could see the top of her stocking and an elastic garter stretched down her thigh.
"Mr. Hale is out again, I'm afraid," she said. "I'm beginning to think he's avoiding me as well as you. Is there anything I can do for you?"
There it was again. The wide smile, the open invitation. This time. Hal couldn't resist. He glanced at her slender legs encased in the black stockings, and at her tits bulging out the front of her blouse. Why should he turn such an offer down? If Gerald was so careless with the women in his life, he deserved to have them fucked behind his back.
He offered to drive Trish home, though his classes weren't finished for the day. He had another in an hour and a quarter. She accepted gracefully, squeezing his arm as they left the office. In the car she crossed her legs and let her skirt ride up her thigh. Again he could see the top of her stacking hitched to a black garter belt.
"Do you always wear a garter belt and stockings to school?" he teased. "Aren't they just a bit too erotic?"
"I like wearing such things," she said. "They make me feel hot and sexy. Especially when I don't wear any panties with them. See?"
She turned partway to him in her seat and uncrossed her legs. She spread her thighs and raised her skirt slightly. He had a perfect view of her reddish-blonde cunt. The bitch really wasn't wearing any panties.
"You're one hot little cunt, aren't you?" he smiled. "Does your boss Mr. Hale know you come to work without panties?"
Trish blushed. And suddenly Hal knew for sure that this was the little bimbo that Gerald was fucking behind his wife's back. The guy had to be crazy. Paula was a smart and beautiful lady. This little slut had the body and the face all right. But she was so cheap and easy. She would probably fuck anyone at the drop of a hat. It was hard to figure.
They didn't speak again until Trish had to give him directions. They parked, and without being asked, Hal escorted her up to her apartment. She didn't object. She knew as well as he what was going to happen. She just smiled slightly as he strode ahead of her into the living room. He sank down into the couch and watched her hang her coat in the closet.
"Why don't you take off the rest of your clothes?" he suggested, his eyes roaming up and down her stacked young body. "I want to see more of that cunt. And I want to see those big bouncing tits as well."
"Okay." She smiled as if she were used to being asked such things as soon as she got a man over to her place. "But wouldn't you rather come into the bedroom?"
He stood up and followed her. And soon he was lying on the bed watching her step out of her sexy dark skirt. She hung it up in the closet and he had time to study her perfect little ass flexing between the taut black straps of her garter belt. She slipped off her blouse quickly and hung that up too. Then she turned to face him, her big tits on display for him. There was no bra to discard.
"You like me?" she purred, raising one knee onto the bed. "Do you think I have a sexy body?"
"You have a fucking perfect body, and you know it, you little bitch," he grunted. He gazed at her nipples hungrily, amazed at how swollen they were.
She climbed on the bed and crawled over to him. Then, very slowly and methodically, she began to undress him. She cased off his jacket, undid his tie, and opened up his shirt. When all these items were off, she unzipped his fly and pulled down his pants and shorts. Her eyes widened when she caught sight of his half-erect cock.
"What a lovely cock!" she muttered, wrestling his pants and shorts from off his feet. "May I suck it? Can I put it in my mouth?"
He didn't answer. He waited till she'd finished undressing him and then lay back, letting her do as she liked. She curled up between his legs, her big tits dangling beneath her. She took hold of his cock and examined it, tilting it this way and that. She licked it several times and then stuffed it into her mouth.
She bobbed her head up and down, and his cock grew hard and thick between her lips. Within seconds it was a solid pole of meat in her fist. She pulled her mouth off it and stared at it. Her fist squeezed it and pumped it up and down gently.
"It's a beautiful cock! I really like it!" she murmured. "And it got big so fast!"
"Rub your tit all over it!" he urged. "I want to feel your big bouncy tits all over the shaft! Take your time!"
Trish grinned at him and let go of his prick. Then she eased herself forward, gripping her tits in her hands. She folded the tits over his cock, trapping it in her cleavage. She began to rub up and down, fucking his cock gently with her tits. She glanced up at him to check his reaction.
"Perfect! Fucking perfect!" he praised.
"Really? Am I doing it right?" she asked. "Tell me if I'm not. I'll do anything you want me to."
He watched her press her tits hard to either side of his cock. He could see his cockhead poking free and then disappearing as she moved back and forth. What a sight she was, with her sexy mouth and her big glasses. He was going to enjoy fucking the shit out of her. He was going to enjoy doing dirty, dirty things to her.
"Suck it some more!" he instructed. "Lick it all the way down the underside and then use your tongue on my balls. Then if you're a very good girl I might fuck you doggie-style. Would you like that?"
"Mmmmmmm…" she moaned, already slurping her lips back over the head of his cock. She sucked it hard for several seconds before spitting it free.
Then she was licking her way down the underside of his prick, as instructed. His cock was tilted up to one side, resting on her fingertips. He could see her tongue fucking out and teasing the veins pulsing in the shaft. Her eyes stared up into his. They were very big and serious behind her huge glasses.
"Does my tongue feel good?" she mumbled. "Is it nice when I lick your cock?"
"Beautiful, baby! Just beautiful!" he croaked. "Do my balls now! Take them in your mouth and suck them!"
Her tongue slurped all over his wrinkled ball sac, chasing the nuts from side to side. Then she captured one between her lips and sucked it inside. She bathed it in the heat of her mouth for thirty seconds and then repeated the process with the other ball. Her mouth made wet snuffling sounds the whole time.
"I want to lick your asshole," she said suddenly, looking at him from around the column of his cock. "Spread your legs wide and let me do it."
Hal groaned. Even he hadn't thought of this one. He watched her pull her glasses off and place them on the nightstand. He spread his legs wide and waited as she crawled back between them. He felt her fingers on the cheeks of his ass. She was spreading them wide.
"I love to lick ass!" she muttered. "There's nothing like giving a guy a nice rim-job."
It was the strangest sensation in the world, Hal thought. Her tongue scraped lower and lower over his balls until it was delving deep between the cheeks of his ass. Then she was licking the ring of his asshole, curling her tongue everywhere on the puckered circle. She poked hard against the opening, as if she really wanted to probe inside.
"Okay baby! Enough!" he wailed. "You're going to have me shooting my wad! Get up here on your hands and knees. Let me come at you from behind. I want to fuck you doggie-style, baby."
For a while she went right on probing his asshole with her tongue. She seemed reluctant to quit. But then her face emerged from between his legs and she was grinning up at him.
"Isn't that the dirtiest thing in the world? Doesn't it just drive you wild?" she cooed. "I love licking asses. I just love it."
She crawled up the bed on her hands and knees and sank her face into a big fluffy pillow. Her tits flopped into the coverlet beneath her. She tilted her lovely ass up into the air. The taut strips of her black garters dug into the flesh of her thighs.
"Okay, big boy! Ram me from behind!" she mumbled. "Fuck me doggie-style with your giant prick. It's just what I've been needing, among other things."
"Among other things?"
"Yeah. There's something special I want you to do to me. But fuck me first! Cram your big cock up my cunt."
He came up onto his knees in back of her, his prick jutting out in front of him. He placed one hand on the left cheek of her ass, and with the other he guided his cock into the wet slice of her cunt. With one stroke he was in her all the way.
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes! Fuck me like the bitch I am, baby! Ram your cock all the way up my cunt!" she howled.
He began drilling his cock into her. Both his hands now rested on the cheeks of her ass. Each time he rammed forward, her face was forced deep into her pillow. Her tits were mashed into the coverlet below.
"I love it doggie-style!" she cooed. "Cocks go so deep this way! I can feel your prick all the way up into my belly, I swear!"
"I like it too, babe," he grunted. "I can look at your gorgeous ass while I fuck you. I can play with your pretty little buns."
He dug his fingers into the trim flesh of her ass, leaving marks on the skin. He plucked at the taut strips of her garters, snapping them back onto her thighs. And all the while he fucked her steadily, driving his prick to the hilt up her gooey pussy. His balls swung to and fro as he moved.
"You know what the something special is that I want?" she gasped, glancing at him over her shoulder. "Do you know what I want you to do to me?"
"I have no idea. What is it?" he grunted, genuinely curious.
"I want it up my ass. I want you to fuck me up the ass with your big hard prick. Do you think you could do that for me?"
Hal gasped. He felt a thrill go through him. It was something he'd always wanted to try, but he'd never got the chance. It would be a dream come true to shove his prick up an ass as pretty and tight and trim as this one.
"I'd be happy to fuck you up the ass, baby," he groaned. "But do you think you can take it? My cock is pretty big, and you're a small girl."
"Try it and see! I want it real bad!" she moaned. "Shove your big ugly cock up my asshole! Ass-fuck me."
He drove his prick up her wet cunt for a moment or two yet. But then he stopped in mid-stroke and eased the shaft out of her. He poked it up and down along the furrow between her asscheeks, smearing off as much cunt-sap as he could. He then pulled away and stared down at the puckered ring of her tiny asshole.
"I don't know about this, baby," he muttered. "You look awfully fucking tight."
"I don't care! Ram your cock up my shit-chute. I don't care if you hurt me!"
Her fingers reached back and clasped the cheeks of her ass. She pulled them wide apart for him. Again she was looking back at him over her shoulder. Her eyes were bright and very excited.
"Don't worry, I've had this done to me before!" she gasped. "You won't be the first guy to ram his cock up my ass!"
Hal till hesitated for a moment. He reached into her cunt with his fingers, scooping out a wad of slime and making her shudder in the process. He daubed the goo onto the circle of her asshole. Then, very slowly, he planted the huge head of his cock against the puckered ring. He pressed down steadily.
"Yessssss! Nnnnnnnn!" she moaned. "Do it to me! Ass-fuck me with your big ugly cock! Ohhh, fuck!"
"Tell me if it hurts," he gasped. He braced his hard-on with one hand and put more weight behind it. He watched the cheeks of her ass indent around the massive bulk of his prick.
She whimpered and moaned, but she held her asscheeks apart gamely. Her knees were digging deep into the bed. Her face was mashed into her big fluffy pillow.
"I think you're too tight, baby! I don't think this is going to work!" he growled his face reddening.
"Sure it will! I can feel my ass opening!" she whimpered. "Don't stop! Force your cock harder between my cheeks! I can feel it going!"
Hal wasn't at all sure she was telling the truth. But he grabbed another pillow and stuffed it under her, just in case her legs buckled. She was solidly braced now, and he put even more weight behind his cockshaft. It started to bend, but he held it tight with his fist. He watched the cheeks of her ass mold themselves around the bulk of his prick.
"It's going! I feel it going up my ass!" she raved, her voice tense. "Ram it all the way up there! Bury your big prick up my shit-chute!"
She was right. The tight muscle of her asshole was relaxing. It was opening, and the head of his cock was being sucked inside. He stared down and watched the purple dome slowly disappearing. Her asshole was folding down aver it steadily.
"All the way, baby! All the way!" she gasped. "Cram every inch of your gross fucking hard-on up my ass!"
"Okay, okay!" he moaned. "Fuck this feels weird!"
The head of his cock had disappeared altogether, and now inch after inch of rock-hard shaft was vanishing as well. He pressed down hard, scared that if he stopped he'd never get started again. He was splitting her asscheeks wide with his big prick.
"So big! So fucking big and hard up my ass!" she grunted. "But so nice and dirty."
The last two inches of his cock bulled up her asshole. His pubic hair was crushed against the cheeks of her ass. He leaned low over her back, breathing heavily. One hand now gripped her shoulder. The other tugged at the rear strap of her garter belt.
"My cock feels all numb! Your ass is so tight!" he panted.
"Then fuck me, baby! Fuck me up the ass! Move your cock in and out!" she urged.
He stayed still for a second or two yet, gathering his strength. Then he began plowing his cock in and out of her ass. He started with small strokes but soon went deeper, using more and more of his cockshaft. His balls kept slapping against the gaping wet hole of her cunt.
"Yes! So fucking good! Ass-fuck me hard, you sonovabitch!" she howled. She spread her arms out on either side of her and grabbed handfuls of sheet.
He grunted on top of her, drilling his prick all the way up her ass again and again. The feeling returned to his cock. In fact the sensations were so strong all of a sudden that he thought he was going to shoot. He slowed down. He tried to think of other things. It didn't really help.
"How does it feel, baby? Does it feel good to fuck me up the ass?" she yelped, glancing at him over her shoulder.
"Fantastic! Fucking amazing!" he groaned. "I never knew ass-fucking could be so great!"
He speeded up again. He couldn't help it. His cock felt so terrific trapped in her tight asshole. He laid his whole body over hers, pressing her hard into the bed. Her ass was tilted upwards by the pillow beneath her, so the angle for ass-fucking was perfect. He loved the feel of her trim asscheeks against his hips. And the feel of her tight thighs against his.
"It's so good I can't hold back, baby!" he gasped. "I think I'm going to cum up your asshole! I'm going to shoot your ass full of steaming hot jizz! Oh fuck!"
"Yes! Do it!" she urged. "Spunk up my ass! Shoot my asshole full of hot gooey cum! I want it! I fucking love it!"
He rammed into her one more time. His cock was buried to the hilt up her ass. The shaft flexed and gushed clit a creamy stream of own. Her asshole was flooded in an instant. He pulled back and then rammed forward once again. Another thick wad of spunk fired off up her ass.
"All of it! Shoot all of it up my asshole!" she begged. "I want an ass full of thick creamy cum! Oh fuck, yes!"
His cock spurted again. And again. Jet after jet of hot spunk quivered up her ass. Globs of silver oozed free, clinging to his cock and dribbling down over the open gash of her cunt. His balls mashed the cum into a white froth each time they bit her cuntlips.
"Keep spurting, baby!" she urged. "Shoot out all your crazy cum into my asshole!"
And he did just that. He pumped out cum till her asshole was clogged with it. And once he quit spurting he still fucked her, driving his prick up her ass as if he never wanted to stop.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Are you ready, Becky?" Gerald asked. "We should get this done before the sunlight fades."
He stood by the windows in his office, adjusting the shades so that the daylight fell across the room at an angle. He had a camera slung around his neck. Another one sat on top of a tripod in front of his desk. He made sure the door was locked and began pacing back and forth.
Becky emerged from the private bathroom at the rear of the office. She was wearing a slinky black evening dress that was cut almost to her nipples. Her eyes were made up with inky black shadow and her mouth was wet and shiny with gloss. None of this made her look any older than she was. She still looked like a teenage hooker.
"This dress is really something," she said. "My tits are practically naked. Look, you can see my nipples."
She bent forward slightly, and sure enough, one perky nipple edged into the open. Her heavy tit swayed to one side, as if it would ooze out of the dress altogether. When she straightened up, the strap of the dress slipped off her shoulder. Her nipple was still on view.
"Cover yourself up for now," he instructed. "I chose the dress on purpose and you know it. You want these photographs to show you off at your best, don't you?"
Becky giggled and came over to sit on the edge of his desk. She crossed her legs and the slit up the side of the dress parted. Her thigh was visible all the way to the top of her stocking. The clasp hitching the stocking to her black garter was also on display.
"Stay like that. Give me a cock teasing smile," he told her. He crouched behind the camera on the tripod and snapped a couple of pictures of her.
"Are you really going to show these shots to your photographer friends?" she asked, pouting into his lens.
"Sure I am. You want to be a nude model, don't you?"
Again Becky giggled. And now she uncrossed her legs and spread them over the edge of the desk. She leaned forward again, letting her tits bulge over her dress. The nipples were clearly visible snuggled into the corners of the fabric. She lifted the loose material between her legs, showing off her black nylon stockings.
"I've never worn stuff like this before," she said. "You know, stockings and a garter belt and everything. But I like it. The girls in the dirty magazines wear this stuff, don't they?"
"Fucking right. And you look great in them. You look just like the young whore you are."
Becky smiled a little unsurely. She raised the dress till it was bunched up in her lap. Then she glanced at him for further instruction. When he said nothing she turned to one side and put one foot up on the desk. Her dress fell away from her hips, showing him one black garter stretched taut.
"Beautiful! Fucking beautiful!" he croaked. "You're a natural, little girl. You're going to be in every dirty magazine in the country."
His camera snapped over and over again. And Becky got into the spirit and let the straps of her dress fall off her shoulders. She wiggled her body, and the dress slipped down around her waist. Her huge tits were in the open, the nipples swelling, the areolas growing puffy.
"Yes. Oh yes," he growled. "Show those tits, girlie. Pull the dress off altogether. Show me your pretty little pussy."
Becky stood up and climbed out of her dress. Then she sat back on the edge of the desk, wearing nothing but the garter belt and stockings. She spread her legs wide and took hold of her cuntlips. As she'd done once before for him, she pried them apart and showed him all the bright pink skin inside.
He abandoned the tripod suddenly and came around to crouch in front of her with his handheld camera. He leaned in close between her legs and took intimate shots of her pretty pink pussy. She held the lips wide for him, letting him see the inner lips and the swelling bud of her clit.
"Can you see everything?" she asked sweetly. "Am I spreading my pussylips far enough apart?"
"Baby, I can see parts of you I never knew existed," he groaned, clicking his camera. "Touch your clit for me. Show me you masturbate."
Becky hesitated for a second. When she touched her clit she usually got so excited she was good for nothing. But gamely she brought down her finger and poked the small bud. She quivered but went right on touching it. He photographed the procedure in close-up.
"Playing with myself makes me wet," she moaned. "I'm going to get all wet and soggy."
"That's good. That's what I want to see, honey," he said. His camera clicked once again.
Becky diddled her clit back and forth for him. Her other hand came down and she stuck two fingers deep inside her cunt. The pink lips were indeed getting wetter by the second. Thick pussy-juice was oozing down from deep inside her. The cunt-flesh was soon glistening brightly.
"Wonderful! Wonderful!" Gerald encouraged. The lens of his camera was so close to her now it was damn near shoved up her aunt.
Her clit was swollen. It was nearly half an inch long and all pink and puffy. Her finger tweaked it for another second or two, but then stopped abruptly. Her breathing had grown ragged and she was staring down at him with glazed eyes.
"Mr. Hale, I can't keep this up. I'm going to cum and everything," she gasped. She pulled her grease-soaked fingers from her cunt.
"Okay, we'll let you take a break. Come into the bathroom again. There's something I want to do to you."
He moved his camera back from between her legs and stood up. He took her by the hand and escorted her into the tiny bathroom. It was a good thing he helped support her. Her legs were shaky and she wobbled from side to side as she stepped across the room.
"Fuck, I feel so nice. I guess when I'm a professional model I'll have to control myself better, huh?" she smiled.
"Don't worry about it," he soothed. "If you can cum in front of a camera you'll be a big success."
They were in the bathroom now and he lifted her up onto the cabinet beside the sink. From somewhere he produced a pair of scissors, and he began to snip away at the wispy curls of her pubic patch. She gazed down in amazement, watching her crotch hair fail onto the cabinet. She held her legs wide apart helpfully.
"Mr. Hale, what are you doing?" she asked. "What are you doing to my cunt? My goodness."
"What do you think I'm doing?" he leered. He snipped off several more curls, till her crotch looked like it had been chewed ragged.
Becky didn't answer. She just gazed down in amazement. Her eyes widened even farther when he produced a spray-can and fired thick white foam all over her crotch. Before she could react further he had a razor in his hand and was scraping it this way and that over her pubic mound.
"You're shaving me! You're shaving off my pubes!" she gasped, scarcely believing it was really happening.
"That's right, baby. A bare cunt is going to look really sexy in your photographs. You've got nothing to hide, right?"
He flicked the razor quickly, expertly, cleaning off great swaths of stubble from her crotch. Then he nudged her thighs even farther apart while he cleaned off on either side of her cuntlips. In seconds all her pubic hair was gone and he was swabbing her down with a damp cloth. He stood back and surveyed his handiwork with an odd smile.
"So what do you think? Do you like it?" He grinned. "Does it feel nice to have a bald, naked cunt?"
"It feels weird. It feels strange," she said softly. She stared down at her cunt as if it belonged to someone else.
Her crotch was pink and bare. The cuntlips looked even more puffy and swollen than they had before. The inner lips still stuck out in pulpy flaps nearly an inch long. Between them the button of her clit jutted free like a small cock.
"Okay. Back to work," he said. He grabbed her by the hand again and hauled her back into the office. He perched her back on his desk and handed her a long black object.
"Now what?" she asked, waving the thing about in front of her face. This was getting weirder than she'd ever imagined it would. Mr. Hale really was a strange guy.
"That's a dildo," he explained. "It's a fake cock. I want you to play with it. Suck it. Stick it up your cunt. I want to get some shots of you doing all that."
"Really? But look at the size of the thing. It's a foot long!"
"You don't have to use it all. Do what you can with it. Do your best. Come on, Becky baby. Think dirty."
Becky giggled. That shouldn't be too hard, she thought. She glanced at the huge black dildo for a second and then brought it up to her mouth. She licked the sculptured head and then folded her lips around it. She began to suck it gently, as if it were a real cock. The head and several inches of the shaft vanished between her lips.
"Beautiful, baby! Suck the fucker!" he urged. "Look into the camera the whole time. Let me see how much you're enjoying it."
She did as she was told, thrusting the fake cock back and forth in her mouth and gazing into his lens the whole time. He crouched in front of her, his camera clicking once more. Her lips were stretched taut around the huge cock. It soon shone with the wet of her mouth.
"Up your cunt now, baby," he instructed. "Shove the nice black cock up your pretty pink pussy. Fuck yourself with it."
Without hesitation Becky pulled the dildo from her mouth. She pointed it down between her legs and spread her thighs wide. She rubbed the huge head up and down along the slit of her cunt, bending the puffy lips this way and that.
"Ooooooh, fuck! Ooooooh!" she gasped.
She was touching her clit again and it was making her feel all melty inside. Her hand changed the angle of the cock and suddenly her cuntlips were folding down over the big head. She whimpered and moaned, forcing several inches of prick inside her pussy. Her clit ground along the upper part of it.
"Beautiful, baby! Shove it as far as it will go!" he encouraged. His camera was clicking crazily, recording the obscene penetration for all time.
Her wrist was twisting the shaft, corkscrewing it deeper and deeper inside herself. Five or six inches of it disappeared. She fell back on one elbow suddenly, her tits wobbling. She began frigging herself with the huge pole, sliding in and out of her cunt with quick flicks of her wrist.
"Yes, baby! Yes!" he growled.
He was having a difficult time keeping his camera steady. His cock was stiffening painfully inside his pants. He raised up from his crouch and unzipped his fly. In seconds his pants and shorts were off and his prick was swinging and swaying in front of him. He let it be for the time being and went on taking photographs.
Becky seemed to have forgotten he was present. Her head had rolled back on her shoulders and her eyes were shut tight. She was masturbating steadily with the gross black cock, driving it in and out of herself with short, sharp strokes. One hand clutched at her tit and squeezed hard. She muttered and moaned with pleasure.
"So good! So fucking good! I think I'm going to cum! Oh fuck!" she gasped. She was writhing about on the desk every which way. Gerald grunted with pleasure. This little session had turned out even better than he'd imagined it would. He continued to take shots of her cock-stuffed cunt. But now he backed off and took other shots as well. He photographed her rippling belly, and her heaving tits. He leaned over to capture the look of lewd pleasure on her lovely young face.
"Cumming! Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she howled. "So good! Ooooo, so good!"
Her fist whipped back and forth between her legs. She was really jamming the fake cock deep up her cunt. Eight or nine inches seemed to be disappearing with every lunge. Her cuntlips were totally warped out of shape around the gross black shaft. Soggy squelching sounds filled the air as she fucked herself.
"Fuck! Cocksucker! Oooooh, fuck!" she yelped, "So fucking good!"
Her ass lifted up off the desk. She was humping her shaved cunt at the ceiling, sticking herself time and again with the big dildo. Her big tits wobbled back and forth on her chest. The nipples jutted up like thumbs. Cunt-juice poured from her and dripped noisily onto the desk.
"Cocksucker! Cumming! Cumming so good!" she wailed, her hand still flailing back and forth. "My cunt is melting! Oh fuck!"
Gerald let his camera dangle loosely around his neck. He gazed down at her, amazed at the power of her climax. His cock jutted out in front of him like a steel bar. A pearl of pre-cum seeped from the tip and drooled down in a long elastic string. He grabbed the shaft absently, wondering what to do with it.
He was staring at her face, at the inky shadow coating her eyelids, at her flaring nostrils. Then he was gazing at her mouth. Her lips were red and glistening. They were peeled back off her teeth as she snarled out her dirty words. Her pink tongue flickered from side to side, as if searching for something.
In a flash he was clambering up onto the desk beside her, his hard-on bouncing. He waited a second, till her ass lowered once more. Then he swung a leg over her middle. He squatted low on her, pressing her into the desk. He jammed his cock into her cleavage and mashed her tits together over the top of it.
"Going to fuck your tits, bitch! Going to fuck your tits and your mouth till I spill my load!" he hissed. "You've got me so hot I don't, know where I am!"
"Yes!" she gasped. "Fuck my tits! Fuck my mouth! Spurt your cock-cream down my throat and all over my face! I fucking love it!"
She'd been forced to let go of her precious dildo, but she didn't seem to mind. Her cunt still flexed and shuddered around the black shaft. It stuck up from between her legs strangely, the top eight inches buried inside her.
She tilted her head upwards and tried to lick and suck the head of his cock each time it poked free of her tits. He grabbed a stack of books and jammed them in back of her neck, helping to prop her up. His cock tip slid effortlessly into the oval of her mouth now whenever he thrust forward.
"Mmmfff!" she gurgled, her glazed eyes rolling up into her head. Her cheeks hollowed and swelled around his throbbing cockhead.
"Press your tits over my cock," he urged. "I want to get some shots of your face."
He took both her hands and forced them to the sides of her tits. When he was firmly trapping his prick in her cleavage, he took hold of his camera yet again and focused it on her face. He took a shot each time his cock bulled forward and filled the oval of her lips.
"Fuck, do I have a load to get rid of," he gasped. "You've got me so hot, baby, I'm going to spurt off a gallon, I swear!"
He rammed his cock back and forth between her tits. He could feel it leaking already, oozing pre-cum onto her tongue. He leaned lower over her, moving his hips forward. Another inch of cock now vanished between her lips each time he lunged forward.
The sight of her slutty red lips folding over his cock again and again was just too much. He couldn't hold back. He rammed his prick forward one more time and spurted out a geyser of cum across her tongue. The jet shot against the roof of her mouth and back into her throat. She began to gurgle and cough.
"Spurting in your cocksucking mouth, baby!" he howled. "Eat my cum! Suck down all that hot prick-juice!"
He lunged forward and spurted another long stream of spunk into her throat. And now she was gagging, choking on his hot load. Her eyes rolled up to his face in panic. He pulled back. His cock slipped from the oval of her mouth. A fountain of cum gushed up the center of her face and disappeared into her hair.
"Ggglllgggg! Mmmnnngggg!" she spluttered, silver cum pouring from her lips. She gazed anxiously at his twitching cock.
A streamer of cum shot up the right side of her face, sealing her eye shut. She winced, expecting more. But he backed off slightly. He was still ramming the base of his cock back and forth between her tits. But he was aiming his jets of spunk directly at her oozing mouth.
Several jets of cum in a row shot from his cock and splattered her full in the mouth. They rattled her teeth and coated her lips. Her tongue was soon covered with a thick blanket of white goo. She had stopped choking, but cum still overflowed her mouth. The jizz rolled down her chin and cheeks in thick white lines.
"What a sight! Oh yes! Oh fuck, yes!" he groaned. He spurted out one last jet that missed her mouth and went skittering up her face.
Becky was a mess. Her mouth and face were splattered with silver spunk. But she wasn't upset. In fact she seemed to be having a fine time. There was a sly grin on her cum-soaked lips. She took hold of his oozing cock and planted a grateful wet kiss on the head of it.
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" he growled. He had taken up his camera once again and was snapping pictures of her cum-splattered face.
"I feel so messy, all covered with your jism," she grinned. "You really did spurt an awful lot, didn't you?"
"You drained me dry, bitch. You get me so horny I must have shot off a quart, like I said."
Becky giggled. More streams of white cum poured from her mouth. She let go of his prick and moved her fingers to her face. She touched her chin, her cheeks, her forehead, smearing his thick spunk all over herself. The jizz was soon spread evenly over her lovely young face.
"Yes! Play with it like that!" he groaned. "Fuck, these pictures will be something else!"
"Will they help get me a job as a model?" she cooed, sticking one finger in her mouth and licking it clean of semen.
"I don't know about that, bitch!" he gasped. "But they'll get you a job in porno movies for sure!"



CHAPTER EIGHT


Paula told herself that she didn't care who Gerald was fucking. She was too busy with her school work and her own sex adventures, to think about it. But on the weekend she found out anyway. Hal phoned her up and told her. He didn't mean to. But in the course of their conversation Trish's name came up.
Hal wanted to come by the house for a visit. That was the reason for his call. He wanted to see Gerald, and maybe find out what the score was between the three of them. Paula told him he could come by on Sunday. But she wasn't sure what there was to discuss.
"It's all very simple, Hal," she said. "I'm fucking around behind Gerald's back, and he's fucking around behind mine. We're all consenting adults. What could be more straightforward?"
"I'd still like to talk about things. And of course I want to see you again."
"Fine. Come on over. But I can't guarantee Gerald will be here. He may be off fucking his bimbo."
"His secretary Trish, you mean," Hal said. He felt a little guilty for letting the name slip. But not too guilty.
"The one with the glasses and big tits?" Paula said. "I guess I should have known. Though I have a feeling she's not the only one he's poking."
"You could be right. But you shouldn't have to worry about Trish taking up his time this weekend. I just fucked her myself. Up the ass no less. She may be sore for a day or two."
Paula whistled softly to herself. For the first time her curiosity was aroused. She asked a few questions about the stacked secretary. She wanted to know what else Hal had done with her. And whether or not she'd discussed Gerald with him. Finally she asked for Trish's address.
"You want to see her?" Hal asked. He sounded shocked.
"Maybe. I'm not sure. You say she's a pretty hot girl?"
"The hottest. There's nothing the little slut won't do. She could even teach you a thing or two, Paula."
"That's what I have in mind," Paula laughed. And before Hal could reply she hung up the phone.
She'd treated the whole thing as a joke. And to start with she wasn't really serious about going to see Trish. But the more she thought about it the more she wanted to do it. She wasn't sure why. Gerald was out somewhere. She assumed he wasn't with this secretary. On an impulse she climbed in her car and drove over to the address Hal had given her.
Trish was alone. And for a moment or two she seemed shocked to see Paula on her doorstep. But she smiled and invited the older woman into her apartment. She offered her a drink, and then sat on the couch watching Paula closely. She seemed more curious about Gerald's wife than Paula was about her.
"Why have you come here?" she asked the older woman.
"Not far the reason you think," Paula smiled. "Oh I know you've been fucking my husband, and I guess I wanted to meet you outside of school. Just to take a close-up look at you. Don't get me wrong. I don't mind about you fucking him."
"Actually we didn't fuck. I sucked him off," Trish admitted.
"Whatever. I just lately heard that you were pretty hot stuff, and I wanted to meet you woman-to-woman. I wondered if I would find you attractive myself."
Trish stared at her in amazement. It was hard to believe that this was Gerald's prim little wife, she thought. She took a sip of her own drink and shifted a little on the couch. There was a twinge in her ass. She was still tender back there from Hal's ass-fucking.
"What was it like having Hal fuck you up the ass?" Paula said suddenly, as if she were reading the younger woman's thoughts. "That's something I've never tried. I must admit I'm curious."
"It was great. I loved it," Trish said, wanting to shock her. "But how do you know about that? Did Hal tell you?"
Paula didn't answer her. Instead she got up from her chair and went to sit beside Trish on the couch. She stroked the younger woman's shoulder and stared into her eyes. Behind her large glasses, Trish's eyes looked even bigger than they were.
"Tell me what else you've done," Paula said. "I'm really curious about what kinky things a beautiful young woman gets up to these days. Maybe because I missed out on so much when I was younger."
"Well, I've never made it with a woman, if that's what you're getting at," Trish said. "Fuck, what is this? I always thought you were Gerald's shy little wife. You never used to say boo."
"I think I'm changing," Paula admitted. "I'm getting more and more curious about sex. Especially kinky sex."
Paula cupped her hand under Trish's big tit, and the younger woman didn't resist. They snuggled closer on the couch. Paula squeezed the lush tit and then slipped the strap of Trish's sundress off her shoulder. She ran her thumb over the stubby nipple and it began to swell.
"You really want to make it with me?" Trish said, her voice full of wonder.
"Yes, I think I do," Paula said. "You're a gorgeous young woman."
Paula hadn't planned any of this. She hadn't come over here with anything specific in mind. It was just happening. Something was taking hold of her. If Trish had put up any resistance, she would have left in embarrassment. But the resistance just wasn't there. The young woman was growing as excited as she was.
"Fuck, I don't believe this," Trish moaned. She shifted her weight and let Paula pull the other strap of her dress off her shoulder. Suddenly both of her big tits were out in the open.
"Could we go into the bedroom, do you think?" Paula asked. "I'd really love to see you stretched out naked on a bed."
"Okay," Trish murmured, getting to her feet. For the first time in her life she felt shy and unsure in a sexual situation. It was a new experience.
With her sundress draped uselessly around her waist and her big tits bobbing, Trish led the way to the bedroom. Then she was stepping out of the dress and peeling off her panties. She climbed onto the bed and lay down on her back. She spread her legs and waited to see what Paula had in mind.
The older woman slipped off her own dress and stood there in her stockings and garter belt. She wore nothing else. Trish studied her carefully, her eyes taking in every inch of the full, mature figure.
"You're beautiful," she whispered. "Why would your husband want to cheat on you?"
"Men are strange," Paula grinned, climbing onto the bed. "But I'm glad he did cheat on me. He's helped open up a whole new world for me, without realizing it."
She knelt between Trish's legs and ran her hands up the younger woman's thighs. She gazed down at Trish's tits, her flat brown belly and her split cunt. This was the first time she'd ever seen another woman's body up close and naked, and it was fascinating for her.
"Why don't you eat my cunt?" Trish suggested. "I'd love to feel your mouth all over my wet pussy. Go ahead. I want you to."
Paula glanced at her, then smiled slyly. She ran her hands all the way to the tops of Trish's thighs and touched her fingertips to the pulpy lips of her cunt. She pried the cuntlips apart and then sank her head down low. She began to lick the puffy lips gently, curling her tongue this way and that.
"Yes! Like that. Lick my cunt!" the younger woman moaned. She spread her legs wide and stared down at the top of Paula's head.
Paula peeled the cuntlips wider apart and dug her tongue deep inside. She licked up one side and down the other. She teased the rubbery flaps of skin and made them swell. Trish's cunt began to ooze juice. Within seconds it was slippery with slime.
"Did my husband do this to you?" Paula asked suddenly, lifting her face from Trish's crotch.
"No. He never got around to it," Trish moaned. "Please don't stop! Your tongue feels so good on my cunt!"
Her cuntlips had swelled out into long flaps. The button of her clit was jutting out between them. Paula dipped her head back down and began flicking the erect bud with her tongue. Trish wriggled and moaned on the bed. She grabbed hold of her own tits and squeezed them.
"I don't believe this is happening," she wheezed. "I don't believe I'm getting my cunt eaten by Gerald's beautiful wife."
"Mmmmmmm…" Paula mumbled. Her lips nibbled on Trish's clit.
Trish could feel the pleasure mounting in her crotch. Her hips humped up and down gently against Paula's face. This might be her first time with a woman, she thought, but it wouldn't be her last. She was amazed at how good she was feeling. And it had taken only a few minutes.
"Let me do you at the same time," she suggested. "Move around here so that I can suck your cunt as well."
"Mmmmmmm," Paula groaned, delighted at the idea.
She lifted her mouth off Trish's cunt and crawled around on the bed. She swung a leg over Trish's head and squatted on her face, her cunt poised just inches above the younger woman's mouth. She kept her fingers firmly planted on the wet cuntlips, and as soon as she was settled in position she sank her face back down between Trish's legs.
"Such a pretty cunt! So pink and pretty!" Trish muttered, gazing up at Paula's crotch. She put her glasses aside and kissed the moist cuntlips.
"Oh fuck! That feels so good!" Paula hissed. She spread her legs wide to give Trish all the room she needed.
The two women fell silent. The only sound in the room was the sucking and slurping of their mouths. They used their lips and tongues all over each other's cunt. They tugged on cuntlips and teased clits. Both their crotches were soon soggy with grease. Trish's crotch began to twitch upwards after a few minutes. She seemed on the verge of cumming. Before that could happen, she pulled her mouth off Paula's pussy and gasped out loud.
"Paula, please stop for a while," she hissed. "I don't want to cum so quickly. I want this to last for a while."
"But it feels so good!" the older woman protested. "My cunt is all hot and wet!"
"I'll keep it hot and wet for you!" Trish said. "But let me rest for a while. Let me do something special for you."
Paula rolled off her obligingly. She lay gasping on the bed, her tits heaving. She watched as Trish stirred herself and reached into a bedside drawer. Her eyes widened as she saw what the younger woman held in her hand.
"What the fuck is that?" she wheezed. "It looks like a pink snake!"
Trish giggled. She was holding a soft rubber pole nearly two feet long. Either end shaped like a cockhead, and the shaft itself had all kinds of ripples in it, like the veins of a real prick. She took it in both hands and twisted it back and forth.
"Isn't it something?" the younger woman laughed. "I've been wanting to use this for a long time, but it's a bit too much for one person. The two of us together should be able to handle it."
She moved aver to crouch between Paula's legs. And then before the older woman could protest, she eased one end of the gross pole between the lips of her wet cunt. It slipped inside easily, and soon five or six inches of the shaft were embedded in Paula's pussy.
"Trish! You little bitch!" Paula grinned, gazing down in amazement at her stuffed crotch. "Fuck, it feels so strange inside me!"
"Let me fuck you with it. Rein," Trish smiled. She crouched between Paula's thighs and eased the gross pink cock in and out of her wet cunt.
More and more of the shaft disappeared, until Paula was taking eight or nine inches of rubber cock. Her eyes glazed over and her head rolled back on her shoulders. She was half sitting, half lying on the bed, her big tits quivering on her chest.
"This is so dirty! I can't believe I'm letting you do this to me!" she whimpered.
"You said you were interested in kinky stuff," Trish said. "Though this is pretty mild, compared to some things."
"Oh really? And what else have you done that's kinkier?" Paula moaned, really curious.
"I'll tell you some other time, when we're not so busy." Trish laughed. "I'll tell you all about the time I made it with two men at the same time. And how they made me drink a champagne glass full of their cum."
Paula moaned. The things that people got up to these days was really amazing, she thought. When it came to sex, she was only just beginning her education. For so long she'd thought sex was one-on-one with your husband, between the sheets, in the dark. How wrong she had been!
"Spread your legs wide. I want a piece of this action too," Trish said suddenly. "I think I've cooled off enough."
She stopped shoving the fake cock back and forth in Paula's cunt, but she left it embedded between her cuntlips. She took hold of the free end of the pole and inserted it in her own pussy. It slid in easily. The head and three or four inches vanished inside her.
Her body was at an angle to Paula's. Their legs were entangled. And as Trish lowered herself on the rubber cock, their pubic mounds came closer and closer together. They didn't mesh completely. When the fake cock was as deep as it would go in her pussy, there was still a fair chunk of it in the open. She leaned over Paula and stared into her eyes.
"Doesn't it feel strange?" she gasped, clasping the other woman's tits. "Isn't this the strangest sensation you've ever felt?"
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" Paula groaned. She circled her arms around Trish's waist and tried to draw her closer.
For a while both women remained still, their cunts stuffed full of pink rubber cock. Then Trish began to move, pumping her crotch up and down. She ground her cunt over the shaft, sliding her cuntlips along it. The motion caused the prick to slide back and forth in Paula's cunt as well.
"So dirty! So fucking dirty!" Paula whimpered. "But it feels so good!"
"Yes!" Trish moaned. "It feels so fucking good!"
Paula leaned back on her elbows. Now she was grinding her crotch about as well. The two women were fucking each other with the weird two-headed cock. Their cunts heaved toward each other, never coming closer than five or six inches.
"With action like this, I guess you don't need your husband after all, huh?" Trish gasped.
"That's right!" Paula howled. "Fuck the bastard! Who cares about him? I can get all the action I need on my own!"
Both women laughed. But suddenly they were all serious again. The sensations in their cunts were becoming too much. Their crotches were greasing up the pink prick grossly. They were both nearing climax.
"Cumming, Paula! I think I'm cumming!" Trish groaned, squeezing the older woman's tits.
"Me too, baby! Me too." Paula moaned. She raised an arm and touched Trish's face.
Waves of pleasure rolled through both women. They ground their cunts toward each other harshly, the hairy mounds separated only by a few inches of pink rubber cock. At the height of her excitement Trish leaned down and kissed Paula full on the mouth. Paula returned the kiss hungrily.



CHAPTER NINE


Gerald lay on the bed with his hard-on pointing to the ceiling. He gripped the shaft in his fist and pumped it up and down a couple of times. But he was in no hurry to get himself off. He wanted this session to last all night. The hotel room was paid for till late morning, after all.
"Why don't you girls pull down your panties?" he asked. "Show me those pretty pussies of yours. Take your time. Tease me all you like."
Becky giggled. She was standing across the room with her girlfriend Tina, a beautiful brunette with tits almost as big as her own. Both girls were dressed in their cheerleader outfits, as Gerald had requested.
That afternoon he'd asked Becky if she had a girlfriend who might be interested in a threesome. He'd always wanted to have sex with two girls at the same time, he said. Becky thought of Tina immediately, and not just because she was gorgeous. She was also the most daring of her girlfriends. She was always willing to try something new and exciting, like fucking the vice-principal in a threesome.
Tina looked a little uncertain in this situation, but that wouldn't last long. Becky knew. She was just a little shocked at seeing the vice-principal of her school jerking off on a hotel bed. It would pass.
"Come on, Tina, don't be shy," Becky said. She pulled her own cheerleader sweater up and over her head and stood there with her big tits bare.
"Yeah, Tina, don't be shy," Gerald put in. "I won't bite you. I may eat you till you beg me to stop, but I won't bite you."
Tina smiled. And with a sexy wiggle of her hips, she too removed her sweater. Her tits were only slightly smaller titan Becky's, and they were full and firm. She wiggled some more and bent down so that the tits hung heavily below her. She grinned at Gerald slyly.
"I'm not really shy," she said. "It's just that this is a weird situation. I've never had sex with a vice-principal before."
"And I've never made it with two sexy teenage cheerleaders at the same time before," Gerald said. "So we're even."
His eyes were bright as he watched Tina straighten up again. His hand stroked up and down his cock slowly. She was unzipping her short white skirt, and Becky was doing the same. Soon both teenagers were standing there in front of him wearing nothing but their white knee socks and panties.
"What a pretty pair of cockteasers you are!" he whispered, more to himself than to them. "Such faces! And such sexy young bodies!"
They both grinned at him. And then they were rolling down their panties and tossing the flimsy garments aside. They put their hands on their hips and stood there smiling at him, their crotches thrust out. Gerald gasped out loud as he stared at them.
"You've both got shaved cunts!" He grinned. "Tina what happened to your pubes?"
"Becky helped me shave them off," the brunette said. "She told me you were a little kinky and liked bald cunts."
Becky laughed. She was gripping the lips of her cunt and peeling them apart, showing Gerald the pink tissue inside. Tina saw what she was doing and did the same thing. She went one step farther and fucked the bud of her clit back and forth with one finger.
Then both girls were climbing onto the bed, their big tits dangling beneath them. Becky crouched, on one side of Gerald and Tina lay on the other. He let go of his cock as Becky curled her fingers around it and stuffed it in her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down as she sucked the shaft deeper into her face.
Tina watched her friend for a moment or two, then dipped her own head between Gerald's legs. She began to lick his balls, slurping her tongue every which way on the swollen eggs. Her tongue moved up onto the base of his cock once in a while, since Becky couldn't get the whole thing between her lips.
"Yes, girls, suck my balls and cock! Use your slutty mouths all over me!" Gerald moaned. "Get that prick good and hard, so I can fuck the two of you all night long!"
"It's hard already," Tina grunted. "If it gets any bigger, it'll split us in half."
She folded her lips over one of his balls and sucked it as harshly as she could. She let it plop free and licked it all over. Then she rolled his other ball over her tongue and into her mouth. She tugged on it and stretched the skin of his ball sac. Her head was tilting this way and that.
"Do you want to suck his cock, Tina?" Becky said, pulling her mouth off the head of his prick. "Try it for a while. It tastes real good."
Tina spat out Gerald's ball and grinned at her friend. Then she took hold of his cock and tilted it over toward her mouth. She licked the head once or twice, then stuffed it between her lips. Her head sank down till six inches of cockmeat were buried in her face.
Becky helped her for a while, running her own tongue up and down along the base of his prick. But soon she was kneeling up and staring at Gerald with a mischievous grin. She crawled up the bed and swung a leg over him. She peeled open the lips of her cunt and cased the gash down toward his face.
"Why don't you eat me, Mr. Hale?" she sighed. "Why don't you suck my cunt while Tina is sucking your cock? Wouldn't you like that?"
Before Gerald could answer, she sank her open pussy onto his mouth. She braced herself against the head of the bed and squatted over him, her cunt mashed onto his face. She began to breathe more heavily as he started slurping at her with his tongue. He was licking deep inside her.
"Yes! Suck my shaved cunt!" she sighed. "Poke your tongue deep inside me like that!"
Gerald did his best. He probed deep inside her cunt with his tongue and used his lips to nip and suck at the puffy outer flaps of skin. But it was difficult to concentrate with Tina slurping at his cock. Especially when the horny brunette insisted on trying to deep-throat him.
Her mouth was sliding farther and farther down his cock on every stroke. She was angling her face so that more and more shaft disappeared. Soon only an inch and a half remained free of her mouth on the downstroke. She paused, snorted in air, and then sucked these too inside her mouth. Her lips plunged down till they were wrapped around the base of his cock, deep in his pubic hair.
"Ssssllllmmmmffff!" he groaned, his cries muffled by Becky's wet cunt. His cock felt like it was being sucked up by the root.
Tina had stopped moving, his cock lodged deep in her throat. She held onto his thighs and shook her head gently from side to side. Her lips vibrated all around the base of his hard-on. She was making loud humming sounds and snorting into his pubic hair. She was kind of growling, like a dog with a bone.
"Eat me! Suck my cunt!" Becky went on, unaware of what was happening to his poor cock. "Slurp my pussy, you sonofabitch!"
It was no way to talk to a vice-principal, but Becky didn't care. Her cunt was melting on his hot mouth. She rubbed her crotch back and forth against his face. She ground the gasping lips of her cunt onto his mouth. Her breathing was becoming more and more ragged.
Meanwhile Tina had finally begun to draw her mouth up the length of Gerald's cock. It emerged an inch at a time, all wet and glistening. It was damn near steaming by the time she had just the head between her lips. But barely a second passed by and she was plunging down again, sinking her mouth down the entire length of his prick. Her lips folded once more around the base of the shaft.
"Ssslllmnnnfff!" Gerald mumbled. His crotch trembled and his thighs twitched back and forth.
Again Tina paused with his cock embedded in her face. Again she shook her head back and forth as if trying to pull his cock up by the root. There was more moaning and grunting, from both Tina and Gerald. And added to this were Becky's wild cries.
"Suck my pussy! Eat my hot fucking cunt, you bastard!" she howled. Her hand had actually slipped in back of his head and she was forcing his face deep, into her crotch.
Tina's mouth rose up along his cock again. And this time when she reached the head, she let it slop free of her lips. She gasped against his crotch for a while, her fingers locked around the base of his prick. Then she slowly rose up onto her knees.
"I want to fuck him!" she mumbled. "I want to sit on his big hard cock, Becky! Do you hear me?"
"Yes!" Becky gasped. "Do it! Sit on his cock! Thick him till he can't stand up!"
The redhead lifted her cunt up off Gerald's mouth and squirmed to one side. He sucked in great mouthfuls of air, as if he'd been underwater for a long time. He tilted his head up. He was anxious to watch the pretty brunette sit on his cock. But no sooner had his eyes focused than Becky was squatting over his face.
She was facing Tina this time. She knelt over Gerald's face, her thighs on either side of his head. She lowered her crotch down till again her cunt was mashed onto his mouth. Her arms reached out and she helped Tina get in position. The brunette was squatting over his crotch. Her fist clutched his hard-on and she held it upright.
"Sit on it, Tina!" Becky urged. "Stuff it all the way up her cunt! Ride his big hard cock!"
Tina bent her knees. She squatted lower and lower on top of Gerald. His purple cockhead nudged her cuntlips and slipped inside her. Then she sank down with a contented sigh. His cockshaft bulled all the way up her cunt till her bald pubic patch pressed onto his crotch hair.
"Yes! Oh fuck, yes!" she cried, staring at Becky through glazed eyes. "So big and hard! So thick and stiff inside me!"
She sat there without moving for a while, adjusting to the feel of the big cock inside her. Then she began bouncing up and down, stuffing herself with his prick again and again. Her large tits joggled as she moved. Becky reached out and cupped them in her hands.
"It's so good! His cock feels so good inside me!" Tina whimpered.
"Ride it, baby! Ride his big thick cock!" Becky urged.
Tina bobbed up and down, her cuntlips folding and wrapping around Gerald's hard cock. She leaned in towards Becky, clutched her hands to the redhead's shoulders for support. Her pussy made wet slurping sounds as it sucked on the thick cock.
Gerald lay there helplessly beneath the two horny girls. He could barely breathe. His entire lower face was buried under Becky's sucking cunt. She was squirming around on top of him, grinding her pussy onto his mouth. He sucked and chewed on her as best he could, but it wasn't easy. There was the constant distraction of Tina's cunt sliding up and down on his cock.
Thankfully it didn't last long. Becky was eager to get his cock inside her own cunt, and after a few minutes she persuaded Tina to climb off him. The brunette rolled over onto her back on the bed, her legs spread, her cunt gaping wide. Becky heaved herself off his face and lay on top of Tina, her head in the brunette's crotch. Her ass was reared up high in the air.
"Fuck me doggie-style, Mr. Hale," she gasped. "Stick your big prick up my cunt from behind while I eat Tina. She can lick your balls while you do it."
Gerald wondered vaguely where girls Becky's age learned all this stuff. But he was eager to do as she asked, and after taking a few well-deserved deep breaths he climbed up onto his knees and took up a position in back of the horny redhead. His cock jutted out huge and throbbing in front of him. It dripped a string of pre-cum onto his thigh.
"You girls are such sluts! I don't believe it!" he moaned. He nudged his cock between Becky's cuntlips and drove it in to the hilt.
Becky heaved forward, her tits scraping along Tina's belly. She braced herself, spreading her legs wide. She waited a few seconds, letting Gerald get into a steady fucking rhythm. Then her head dipped into Tina's crotch and she started licking the brunette's shaved cunt.
"Oh yes! Eat me, Becky!" Tina panted. "Suck my wet cunt and make me cum!"
She planted her hands on Becky's waist and enjoyed the touch of the redhead's mouth on her cunt. But she couldn't ignore what was going on above her for long. Just above her face she could see Becky's gaping, drooling pussy. Shafting in and out of it was Gerald's big cock. She could see every ripple and vein in the gross cock.
She could also see the leathery pouch of his balls swinging back and forth. She raised her head slightly and stuck out her tongue. She passed the velvet pad across his balls each time they swayed across her mouth.
"What a couple of sleazy little whores!" Gerald groaned, clutching at Becky's asscheeks. "Fuck, you bitches are hot!"
"And you love us for it, you bastard!" Becky grunted, taking time out from her cunt-lapping. "You just love fucking hot teenage cum!"
She sank her mouth back down onto Tina's cunt and poked her tongue deep inside. She spread the lips with her fingers and licked the swollen clit several times. Tina's crotch trembled. It was obvious the brunette wasn't far from cumming.
Becky wasn't all that far off herself. Her cunt was good and wet from Gerald's lengthy sucking. Now his cock was giving her a terrific shafting. She could feel the familiar warm sensations in her crotch and the tingling in her nipples.
"Cunts! Hot teenage cunt!" Gerald gasped. "Pink and wet and freshly shaved! What more could, a man ask for?"
His cock drilled back and forth in Becky's cunt. His balls tingled as Tina fucked them, time and again with her tongue. He wondered if he could hold himself back much longer. He wanted this to last all night, but he'd have to cum soon.
"So good! Your tongue's so good on my clit!" Tina hissed between licks of Gerald's balls. "Becky, you bitch, you're going to make me cum!"
The brunette's crotch trembled some more. She was humping her cunt up onto Becky's mouth again and again. Becky slurped on her friend's clit, eager to push her over the edge. Soon the wet pussy was gushing cum-juice and Tina was howling.
"Cumming, you bitch! Suck my clit! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!"
Becky stayed with her as best she could, sucking on the swollen clit and teasing it with her tongue. Her head was snapped back again and again as Tina's crotch humped upwards. Cuntjuice poured down from inside the brunette. Becky's face was covered with it.
"Eat me, you slut! Eat my hot cunt!" Tina wailed. "Suck my pussy with your hot fucking mouth!"
She had quit licking Gerald's balls. She was too involved with her own climax. But she glared up into Becky's crotch the whole time, watching Gerald's thick cock plow in and out. Her eyes were glazed, her mouth was wide open and gasping. Her face was filmed with sweat.
She came for a long time. Her crotch kept humping upwards onto Becky's mouth. But eventually her ass sank back into the bed and she settled down. She mumbled and swore for a while yet, calling her friend a bitch and a slut. But soon this stopped too. Once again she was raising her head to lick Gerald's balls as they flashed past her mouth.
Becky raised her face from Tina's crotch and took some deep breaths. Then she concentrated on all the sweet feelings in her own cunt as Gerald plowed in and out of her. Within seconds she was on the brink of cumming. She closed her eyes and whimpered softly.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" she chanted. "Fuck me deep and hard cram your prick in me all the way!"
Gerald had been doing this for some time. Now he made his movements faster, shorter, harder. He clamped his hands on Becky's hips and drove his prick into her again and again. His balls swung back and forth across Tina's slurping tongue.
Becky was cumming. She thrust her ass back against Gerald's belly and impaled herself on his cock. Her big tits heaved beneath her. Her cunt oozed slime. Strings of it seeped from her cuntlips and drooled down her thighs. Some goo speckled Tina's lovely face.
"Cumming, you bastard! Cumming on your big cock, you sonovabitch!" she grunted. "Fuck me! Fuck me like you mean it!"
Gerald plowed into her. And suddenly he too was cumming. He spurted one hot jet of cum up her cunt and then another. When his cock slid back from her pussy it was looped with strings of spunk.
"Yes! Cum inside me, you bastard!" Becky howled. "Spurt up my hot cunt, you sonovabitch!"
"Yeah! Spurt up her cunt!" Tina urged, watching the strings of cum dangle and drip from his cock.
Gerald shot off one more long jet of cum up Becky's cunt. Then he purposely withdrew from her pussy. He gripped his still-spurting cock and angled it down toward Tina's mouth. But not before it had spilled a huge load of spunk across her cheek and left eye.
"Oh fuck, yeah! Shoot in my mouth too!" Tina wailed. She gaped her lips wide and waited.
A jet of cum shot over her nose and along her other cheek. But then he was stuffing his cock between Tina's lips. He humped up and down, knifing his prick deep into her throat. Again and again it gushed out cum into her mouth. Jism spilled from her lips and drooled down her face in silver streaks.
Becky gazed over her shoulder, wondering what had happened to Gerald's cock. Her cunt felt so empty and abandoned all of a sudden. But then she saw the prick buried deep in Tina's face and she smiled. She watched the silver spunk overflow her friend's lips and pour down her cheeks.
Tina gurgled and damn near choked. Not only was her mouth full to capacity with spunk, but Gerald was still plowing his cock deep into her throat. She was about to gag. She thought for a second she was going to suffocate. But suddenly he pulled back, drew his cock all the way out of her mouth. He gripped it in his fist and stuffed it back into Becky's wet cunt.
"Yes! Fuck me, you bastard!" the redhead groaned. She heaved her ass back onto his prick.
"Sluts! Such fucking hot and horny teenage sluts!" he moaned. He gushed out the last of his cum into Becky's oozing pussy and slowed down his humping motions.
"And you love us, you sonovabitch," Becky grinned. "You just love freshly shaved teenage cunts."



CHAPTER TEN


Hal had said he'd be over around three on Sunday. When the doorbell rang at quarter to, Paula answered it, fully expecting to see him. Instead she found herself staring at the handsome figure of young Chet, the student she had fucked in his car a day or so back. He wanted to see her very badly, he said. It was very important.
Reluctantly, she let him in. It wasn't that she didn't want to see him. But her mind was full of other things. Like her wild session with Trish the other day. And the fact that her husband hadn't come home last night. She'd been looking forward to talking with Hal about all this. NOW here was young Chet, looking like he wanted to fuck her on the spot.
He did look very sexy, Paula had to admit. He wore a bulging muscle shirt and a pair of tight blue jeans. The mound of his crotch looked very inviting. But she forced herself to look away. She couldn't very well fuck Chet with Hal due any minute.
"Is your husband home?" he asked, glancing nervously toward the back of the house.
"No… he's out," Paula answered, not wishing to reveal anymore. She really was beginning to wonder where Gerald was. She knew he wasn't with Trish.
Chet grinned. He seemed to relax for the first time. He came over and stood in front of her, his crotch pressing against her belly. He placed his hands on her hips and made a move to kiss her.
She resisted a little. She did a bit of squirming as his arms circled her. But her heart wasn't in it. She soon opened her mouth and let his tongue probe inside. She sighed as his hands slid down to her ass. He squeezed her asscheeks and pulled her crotch humbly against his own.
"I'm glad we're alone. I can't get you out of my mind, since the other day," he gasped. He began to lick her neck and his fingers squeezed her asscheeks even harder.
"But Chet, I'm expecting a visitor," she panted. "We can't do anything right now."
"Tell your visitor to go take a flying fuck. I want to eat your cunt!" Chet pinned. He brought one hand around in front of her and felt her crotch through her dress.
Paula giggled in spite of herself. Then she sighed as Chet's hand probed more harshly through her dress. Suddenly he was raising it up her legs with one hand. With the other he reached under to touch her cunt.
"No panties! You're not wearing any panties! You were really expecting a fuck today from somebody, weren't you?" he asked.
Paula groaned. If a teenage boy could predict her moves, she was in more trouble than she realized. But she spread her legs and let him pry the lips of her cunt open with his fingers. He dipped his forefinger deep inside her and she squirmed on top of it. She was such a pushover lately, she thought. When it came to sex, she was willing to try anything outrageous.
Her cunt started to cream. And she was on the point of lying down on the coffee table so that he could sink his mouth onto it. But at that second the doorbell rang again. Chet pulled his fingers from her crotch and jumped back as if he'd been burned.
"Shit, you weren't kidding, huh? You really do have a visitor," he gasped. He moved over in front of the fireplace and stood there looking uncomfortable.
Paula flushed. For the last few minutes she'd actually forgotten all about Hal. She drew her dress down into place and went to let him in. She wondered vaguely how she should explain Chet's presence. Her cunt felt all wet and melty between her legs.
She brought Hal into the living room and started to introduce him to Chet. But the two men grinned at each other warmly. Chet was in one of Hal's classes, apparently. He had impressed the older man with his easy-going manner and his obvious popularity with the girls. The two of them already seemed to have some kind of understanding.
"Chet makes my classes entertaining, to say the least," Hal explained. "Do you know that while I was teaching the other day he had his hand in Celia Robson's pants?"
"Oh really?" Paula leered. "He gets around, doesn't he? When you rang the doorbell he was doing something similar with me."
"Yeah," Chet laughed. "Except that Mrs. Hale here doesn't wear pants!"
The three of them fell silent suddenly. Hal gazed at Chet then at Paula, putting two and two together. Chet stared at Hal, glad he'd been able to impress the older man yet again. Paula looked at both men with a strange light in her eyes. A lewd thought was forming in her pretty head.
"I don't suppose the two of you would be interested in… sharing me?" she said quickly, before she could think twice about it.
"Sharing you? You mean a threesome?" Hal gasped.
"Yes. I've never been with two men at the same time. I think it's something I'd like to try."
Even before the words were out, she was blushing. She couldn't believe she was suggesting such a thing. But her cunt was wet. She was in a daring mood and had been ever since her recent session with Trish. The suggestion was out before she could consider the consequences.
"I'm game." Chet said, grinning. "I'd love to see you trying to handle two big cocks at the same time. What are you waiting for?"
He made a move toward Paula then paused, looking at Hal. The older man was staring at her as if he was seeing her for the first time. It was hard for Hal to believe that only a matter of day before, Paula had been the shy little teacher, resisting him as he tried to seduce her at dinner. Now here she was suggesting that two men fuck her at the same time. She was one very interesting lady.
"Sure, why not?" Hal said at last. "If that's what you really want."
"I really do want to try it," Paula said. "But let's go into the bedroom, okay?"
She led the way. And while the two men stripped off their pants and shirts, she slipped out of her dress and stood at the foot of the bed wearing just her black garter belt and stockings. She began to breathe heavily. Her eyes never left the crotches of the two men as they undressed.
"Two cocks at the same time. I don't believe this," she muttered. She sank to her knees at the foot of the bed as the two naked men approached her.
Their cocks were stiffening already. They swung heavily from side to side as the men moved. Paula reached for them and squeezed them in her fists. Then she heaved them up toward her face and held them on either side of her mouth. Her tongue flicked out and she began to lick each of the purple cockheads in turn.
"This is so dirty! I feel like such a slut!" she mumbled. She sank her mouth down over Hal's cock and began to suck.
"You are a slut, Paula!" Hal said, gazing down at her bulging cheek. "You're a horny, cock-loving bitch and you might as well face up to the fact."
"Yeah! She's one hot and horny lady, all right!" Chet said. He shoved his cock through her fist and poked her cheek with the head.
Paula moaned. Not only was she enjoying the cocksucking, but she was also loving the way they talked about her. It was thrilling to have them call her names. This whole situation was too erotic for words. Her heart was pounding with excitement.
She pulled her mouth off Hal's cock and sank it down over Chet's prick. Her head bobbed up and down. Her fist squeezed the base of the shaft and milked it. She was moaning softly the whole time, as if she still couldn't believe what she was doing.
By the time she drew her mouth off Chet's prick, it was fully erect and hard as granite. So was Hal's. She shucked them up and down in her fists for a few seconds, glaring at them with a wild light in her eyes. Then she gazed up into the men's faces and laughed out loud.
"This is so fucking kinky! Two men at the same time! Two huge thick cocks for me to play with! I fucking love it!"
Her hands drew the cocks closer to her, and suddenly she was rubbing them both into her face, smearing them around and around on her cheeks and chin. They were already oozing precum and wet trails of the stuff smudged off onto her cheeks and forehead. She poked the cockheads into her eyes and giggled some more.
"Such big cocks! All hot and hard for me!" she laughed. "Wherever am I going to put them?"
The men didn't answer. They both gazed down in amazement as she butted their cocks together and flicked her tongue over both heads at the same time. Her mouth eased forward. Her lips curled down over the purple domes. She was trying to get two cocks into her mouth at the same time.
She almost succeeded. There was a moment when she had the two cocks angled just right. Her lips stretched grossly, and for a second both cocks were inside her face. But they soon slipped free and she was forced to suck them one at a time once more.
"Fuck, what a hot bitch!" Chet croaked. "You ever seen a woman try to suck two cocks at the same time before?"
He was looking at Hal as he said this, but the older man didn't answer. He was too busy watching Paula gulp damn near all of his cock into her mouth. Her lips had sunk down as far as his pubic hair. He hissed through his teeth and closed his eyes for a second. When he opened them again they were glazed.
"I've got to fuck you, Paula!" he said at last, his voice hoarse. "I've got to get my cock inside you before my balls explode!"
"Yes! Fuck me hard!" she gasped. "Shove your cock up my cunt while I suck Chet off? Oh yes!"
She let both cocks bounce free suddenly. She clambered up onto the bed and crouched there on her hands and knees, her ass tilted up into the air. Chet was on his back beside her in a flash, his cock jutting upwards through his fist. She took it from him and sank her mouth down on it without waiting for Hal.
He crawled up behind her on his knees and shoved his cock up her cunt. Her body heaved forward and her mouth sank deep onto Chet's prick. She began to rock back and forth between the two men, her cunt and mouth jammed with cock. She moaned loudly each time Hal thrust into her.
"Wow, this is great!" Chet grinned. "A cock in her mouth and a cock up her cunt at the same time! What a hot and horny slut!"
"Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!" Hal chanted. He was gripping the rear strap of her garter belt and ramming his cock into her cunt again and again.
Paula whimpered with pleasure. She couldn't imagine a more erotic situation. She wondered what she must look like, caught between the two men like this. She wished there was someone to take pictures of her as a keepsake. It wasn't every day a conservative teacher got herself into a scene like this.
Hal's thrusts were getting deeper and more powerful. For a moment Paula thought he was about to cum. But to her surprise he suddenly pulled out of her altogether. He brought one hand up between her legs and scooped globs of slime from her cunt. He smeared this into the crack of her ass, daubing an especially thick blob onto the bud of her asshole.
"Climb on top of Chet, you slut," he gasped, his voice a low growl. "Sit on his cock. Slide it up your cunt. I want to try something really fucking dirty."
Paula pulled her mouth off Chet's prick and glanced at Hal over her shoulder. She had no idea what he was up to, but obediently she crawled up over the younger man and took his prick in her hand. She spread her legs and stuffed the hard-on up her pussy. She sank all her weight on it till it was crammed up her to the balls. Then she sagged forwards, her tits dangling in Chet's face.
"What are you going to do to her?" the young man asked, gripping her asscheeks in his hands.
"What do you think?" Hal panted. "We're going to have us a little Paula sandwich. The hot little slut is going to get herself double cocked."
Chet didn't seem to understand, and neither did Paula. She lay on top of the young man, his cock buried up her cunt, and waited. Then she felt Hal's prick poking at her asshole and in a flash she knew what was going to happen. A lewd thrill went through her. She didn't resist. In fact she suddenly realized that she wanted this more than anything in the world.
"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" she howled. "Double cock me! Sandwich-fuck me! Fuck me up the cunt and up the ass at the same time! Oh fuck yes!"
"Sonovabitch!" Chet croaked, suddenly seeing the light. "Up her cunt and up her ass at the same time! Oh fuck!"
Hal was pressing harder and harder against her puckered asshole. And suddenly her muscles relaxed and the head of his cock plowed inside her. He paused for a second and then pressed on. Inch after rock-hard inch of cock bulled up her virgin channel.
"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" she wailed. "Fuck me up the ass! Ass-fuck me while I have a cock up my cunt! I love it! I fucking love it!"
Another inch of hard prick plowed up her ass. And another. Until soon all of Hal's prick had disappeared. He rested on top of her, his cock buried to the balls up her asshole. Then he began fucking her, driving his prick in and out of the tight hole.
"I can feel your cock up her ass!" Chet groaned. "Oh shit, I can feel, you fucking her asshole!"
He lay there helplessly, his face pounded by Paula's tits. He didn't have to move. Hal's cock was providing all the friction needed. He gazed up into Paula's face, curious as to what she must be feeling. He was surprised to see a look of absolute pleasure on her lovely features. His horny teacher was obviously having the time of her life. "Ass-fuck me! Double-cock me!" Paula raved, half out of her mind. "Split me in half with your big ugly cocks!"
Hal drilled his cock up her asshole. His movements grew more and more wild. Even Chet started to move, knifing his cock upwards again and again into her cunt. Paula's body shuddered each time the two cocks rammed into her. Her head lolled from side to side and her eyes kept closing and opening.
All at once though, her eyes focused on the open bedroom door. And for the first time she saw the figure of her husband standing there. She had no idea how long he'd been watching her sandwich-fuck. For all she knew, it could have been quite some time. She gazed at him, neither shocked nor surprised. When he strode into the room and began to undress, it seemed the most natural thing in the world.
"Sonovabitch!" Hal groaned suddenly, also seeing Gerald for the first time. His face registered shock, but he went right on assfucking Paula.
"Don't mind me," Gerald said quite casually. "This looks really interesting. Would it bother you if I joined in? She is my wife, after all."
He peeled off his shirt and pants. He stepped out of his shorts and his cock swayed out, already half-erect. He climbed on the bed in front of Paula and tilted her lovely face upwards. They looked each other right in the eye as Gerald prepared to stuff his cock between her lips.
"So this is what my wife gets up to when I leave her alone?" He grinned. "Maybe I should keep a closer eye on her from now on."
"Won't you be too busy fucking your other lady friends?" Paula gasped, her eyes flashing.
Gerald paused, his cock resting on her chin. They continued staring at each other, as if they were reaching some kind of real understanding. Then he cased his cock into her mouth and she began to suck. He forced more and more of the big shaft between her lips, till she was damn near gagging on it.
"Gerald… I meant to talk to you about this…" Hal gasped, still plugging Paula's ass with regular thrusts of his cock.
"There's nothing to talk about," Gerald smiled. "I know you've been fucking my wife. It's what I wanted. The only thing you have to do is introduce me the young man below us. I seem to recognize him, but I've forgotten his name."
Chet introduced himself quickly. He'd remained quiet for the last few minutes, not knowing what to do as Gerald joined in the orgy. He felt strange about the whale situation, but there was nothing he could do about it. He was too far gone anyway. So the vice-principal had caught him gang-banging his wife. There was nothing he could do but press on.
"Chet, that's right," Gerald said, as if they were meeting each other at some polite social function. "I would have remembered your name soon enough. How is it down there? Does my wife's cunt feel nice?"
"Yes, sir!" Chet gasped, knifing his prick upwards. If he looked up he could see the vice-principal's hard-on plowing in and out of Paula's mouth.
Hal too felt strange about the situation. But if Gerald didn't mind, why worry about it? His cock was still hard. He hadn't lost his erection. In fact he felt very close to cumming as he rammed in and out of Paula's asshole. He drove forward again and again, forcing her mouth deep onto her husband's prick.
Paula was light-headed with pleasure. She'd never known a situation so wild, so strange, so erotic. She was making it with three men at the same time, after all, one of whom, was her husband. She had three cocks inside her at once. How could she ever forget such an afternoon?
She was glad Gerald had come home and caught her like this. It brought everything out in the open. He didn't seem to mind what she did, just as she didn't care what he got up to. Their marriage had changed forever. From now on it would have to be open and loose or it wouldn't survive. They would each fuck whomever they liked, with or without the other's presence. They were bath free to do as they liked.
She squirmed between the three men for a few more minutes, accepting the deep thrusts of their big cocks. Then out of nowhere she got a very dirty idea. She pulled her mouth off Gerald's cock and took several deep breaths. Her husband's cock rubbed up and down the side of her face.
"I want you to cum all over me," she gasped, her voice hoarse. "I want all three of you to spurt your jism in my face and hair at the same time. I want to be splattered with gallons of hot spunk! I want to drown in the stuff!"
Hal and Chet went right on fucking her cunt and asshole. But Gerald urged them to do as she asked, and soon they pulled their throbbing cocks from her. She flopped over onto her back. She gripped Hal's cock in her right hand and Chet's in her left as they knelt up on either side of her. Gerald swung a leg over her middle and straddled her tits. His cock jutted up over her face and he pulled on it roughly.
In a matter of seconds the air was full of cum. Hal and Chet were spurting jets from the right and left. Gerald was shooting it up the center of her face. There was a blizzard of spunk above Paula's head, and all the gooey white strands were splattering down onto her cheeks, her forehead, her mouth. She clenched shut her eyes as string after string splashed across her lashes.
"All over the bitch! Drown her in cum! Do as she asks!" Gerald croaked. "Fuck, she loves it!"
He fired jets of spunk up the center of her face and watched them collide with the jets spurting from the left and right. White strands of cum swirled in the air and fell splattering across Paula's features. In seconds his wife was a mess. She was unrecognizable under her blanket of jism.
"Splatter her! She loves it! Cover her in cum!" he wailed. He gushed out a streamer of spunk between her gasping lips.
Paula's mouth filled up with slime. For a time all three men were firing cum-jets between her lips. She played with it, swirling her tongue through it and forcing it to overflow her lips. As the cum continued to rain down on her, she appeared to be smiling.
She wondered what she must look like to Gerald. She wondered how he felt seeing his wife splattered with jism. It was turning on, she was sure. It was exciting him. And who knew what else he might want her to do in the future? Would he want to see her used in other kinky ways by other men? Probably. He was quite a kinky guy, in his own way.
One thing was for sure. There were going to be other wild orgies like this in the future, whether Gerald was part of them or not. She'd had a taste of wild, kinky sex now and she knew she loved it. Thanks to her husband, she'd been liberated. She only hoped he could live with it. He would have to. It was part of their life, now.
She held up her face and felt the cum splatter down on her like rain.
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