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CHAPTER ONE


"God, Cammy, please let me touch you! My balls are hurting so much I can't believe it."
Cammy moved her hips back from Ralph's eager hands. She'd dated him half the summer, but he'd never came on like this before. Maybe the pressure of school starting up was getting to him. Maybe she was getting to him.
"No, Ralph, don't do that…"
What Ralph was doing was sucking on her earlobe. Putting his tongue inside the delicate pink whorls and breathing heavily. Cammy just wasn't used to dealing with someone so eager to fuck. She glanced through the open window of Ralph's car and saw her porch light blink. Her parents were probably going to be pissed, even though she'd come home on time. They didn't like her being in a parked car with a male for over ten minutes. Ralph had been trying to get his fingers inside her panties for at least fifteen.
"I gotta go, Ralph. My mom's blinking for me."
"Just touch it for me," Ralph groaned, panting harder than ever.
"Touch what?"
"You know. My cock."
"No!" Camilla jerked her short dress down and grabbed her purse. "I really enjoyed the movie, Ralph, but I have to get inside."
"Just touch it real quick. Please!" Ralph gave her a sorrowful, helpless look.
Camilla sucked in a long breath and turned her eyes up. "Okay, but I don't have much time."
She couldn't see much in the deep shadows of the car, but she heard Ralph unzip his jeans. At least her folks weren't blinking the porch light anymore. It was on though, and the reflected glow let her see the slender, white shaft jutting up from Ralph's crotch. He took her hand and guided her fingers down.
"I have long daydreams about you doing this, Cammy," he panted. "Your fingers are so white and thin and I imagine them around my prick."
"No wonder you're acting like this. It's not good to think about that kind of stuff all the time."
"You drive me crazy!" Ralph sighed, pulling her hand down until she touched him.
Cammy felt the hardness and the heat and the silky texture of his cock. A funny little tremor went through her. Like nothing she'd ever experienced.
"Okay, I touched you. Now I gotta go."
"Grab me. Circle your fingers around me. Come on, Cammy, come on! My balls are about to explode!"
"They hurt?"
"Goddamn right they hurt. I've got blue balls over you. All that cum gets trapped in there and can't get out and it starts hurting. A guy can get real sick when that happens."
Camilla gave a short little laugh. "You're shitting me!"
"I'm not either." Ralph shut his eyes. "Yeah, squeeze it like that! Yeah, squeeze it and then let go. Yeah, Cammy that's helping a lot. Do it faster, would you? Maybe you could kinda move your hand up and down a little."
"Look, I touched you. Now I've got to get inside before…"
"Keep doing that Cammy." Ralph's fingers tightened around her wrist so she couldn't pull her hand away. "Ohhhh, God, don't stop now!"
Cammy was uncomfortable with what she was doing, but intrigued too. She knew that some girls did this kind of thing for boys all the time. She wasn't sure why she hadn't ever done it. Maybe because her folks were a little uptight about sex. Maybe because she thought it was wrong. Maybe because she was a little afraid of the fluttery feeling she was feeling right now. The hot, hard shaft her fingers circled was pulsing and for the first time she took a closer look.
Dark as the car was, she could still see the shape of Ralph's cocktip. It was like a mushroom with a long, thick stem. Her fingers were working the skin of that stem up and down, and, when her forefinger brushed against the dusky, swollen head, Ralph groaned and grasped her thigh.
"Oh, Cammy, you don't know how I needed this!"
"Is that enough?"
"You… you can't stop now!" Ralph whimpered, clutching her wrist again.
Camilla looked toward her house, then back at him. "How much longer?"
"Not much." Ralph swallowed hard. "Do it faster, Cammy! Yeah, like that!"
Cammy pumped her circled fingers up and down, working Ralph's cockskin until he was shivering and panting. It felt strange to feel the flesh sliding over the bone-like hardness underneath. She knew that when a girl fucked a man, she had to let him put that thing between her legs. There was a hole there for a man's prick to go into. She'd searched for hers and never found it, but all her friends assured her it was there.
"Okay, that's enough," she said, disturbed by the train of her thoughts.
"No! Just another minute!"
"You keep saying that."
"Just another minute, Cammy, I'm begging you!"
Camilla looked down at the bulging head of Ralph's prick. It was darker now and so was his cockshaft. Her long, thin fingers were white against that darkness, and she felt another indefinable tickle of excitement between her thighs. Her nipples were tender and erect against the silk top she wore. She was breathing faster too. She couldn't make herself breathe slow no matter how hard she tried.
"Uhhhhhh!" Ralph groaned, working his hips around on the car seat.
"What's wrong?" Cammy whispered.
"Nothing. Just keep… keep doing what you're doing." Ralph jerked a handkerchief from his pocket and pushed it at her.
"What's this for?"
Ralph gave her a funny look. His eyes were glazed and his mouth slack. When he tried to say something, the words all ran together. Cammy held the handkerchief in her left hand as she pumped Ralph's cockshaft with her right. He was starting to flop around and act weird. Like he was having a convulsion or something.
"Ralph, are you sure you're okay?"
"Nhhuuuhhhh!" he groaned, his ass pumping wildly. Camilla looked down to see the first milky droplet of cum forming at the tip of Ralph's cock. The droplet grew steadily until it was too heavy to perch there, it oozed down his cocktip and over her knuckles. Her first instinct was to wipe the strange fluid away. She'd read about semen before, but somehow she'd always thought it was some mysterious stuff that no one really ever saw. It was the stuff that had to go deep inside a woman's body where it helped make a baby. She'd never thought she'd have some on her hand.
"Don't stop, Cammy! If you do, I'll die!"
Ralph wasn't her most favorite human being on the planet, but she didn't want him to die. She kept pumping her fingers up and down and watched another droplet form. This one oozed down and she felt the heat. She smelled the stuff too, an odd, sharp aroma that frightened her.
"Ahhhhh!" Ralph sighed as a jet of white cum leaped into the air.
The slick strings of cum fell across Camilla's arm, but before she could wipe them off with Ralph's handkerchief, another surge of cream boiled out. The steamy, smelly stuff was everywhere. As Camilla wiped some from her wrist, another spurt drenched her fingers. She tried to stop jacking Ralph's cock, but he had clutched her wrist so she couldn't get away. She kept doing what he wanted. She kept milking the hot, slick cum from his prick. The cum had leaked down his shaft now, and, as her fingers slid up and down, they made a slick sound. His cocktip glistened with a cummy sheen now and still the hot aced was bubbling out.
"Oh, Jesus!" Cammy gasped, mopping at the mess with the handkerchief.
"Ohhhhhh, Cammy, you're doing me real good!"
"I'm not doing anything. You made me do this. You'd better not tell anyone, damn it." She jerked her hand free and wiped frantically at the strings of cum between her fingers. "If my dad smells this stuff on me…"
Ralph sat slumped behind the wheel, his eyes half-lidded. His cock was covered with arm and some of it had puddled in a fold of his jeans.
Camilla stared at him impatiently. "You're a mess. I hope you're satisfied."
"Yeah," Ralph sighed. "I am."
"Well, I'm going in. Aren't you even going to walk me to the door?"
"You gotta be kidding!"
Cammy set her mouth and swiped at the droplets of cum on her dress. Ralph watched as she held the hem of her dress up.
"You got the best legs in the whole damn high school, you know that?"
"They're too skinny. You're just saying that to make me forget I'm mad."
"I'm not either, Camilla. When I daydream of you, I always think of your long, white legs kicked up in the air. I can cum just thinking of them."
"I'm going in. Thanks for the movie." She tossed his damp handkerchief into his lap.
"I'll call you tomorrow."
"Tomorrow I'll be studying my algebra. If I don't start doing better, I'm not going to make a B in that class and my dad will freak. He says I can't get into Yale without better grades than I've been pulling down."
"You don't have to go to Yale."
"Tell my dad that. He says it's the best school in the country." Cammy opened the car door and swung her legs out.
"Thanks, Cammy. For helping me out."
Camilla had started up the walk, but turned and put her hands on her hips. "Maybe you can help me out. Know anyone who's a real fireball with math?"
"Why don't you ask some of those geniuses that take the class with you?"
Cammy laughed. "Every last one of them is a competitive asshole. They'd just love to see me blow it and miss my ticket to Yale."
Ralph zipped his jeans and stuffed his shirt into them. "My uncle over at Brambridge teaches math, but I don't think he's into tutoring."
"He teaches college math?"
"Yeah." Ralph slid behind the wheel and started the car. "But he probably doesn't have time."
"You could give me his number and let me find out," Cammy said, tugging at her long blonde braid. "Or would that be too much trouble?"
Ralph shrugged. "Okay, I'll look up his number and give it to you tomorrow at school."
Cammy stepped away from the car. "Hope you enjoyed yourself tonight, Ralph, and I hope you've got the good sense not to breathe a word of what I did to anybody. Not anybody. You bear me, Ralph?"
"I hear you, Cammy." Ralph gunned his engine and peeled away from the curb. As soon as Cammy had let herself in the front door, her mother came out of the living room and headed her off at the stain.
"What have you been doing in that car, young lady?"
"Talking."
"About sex I'll bet."
"Yeah. Ralph wanted to know about the birds and the bees, but since I don't know anything about them either, we just sat there and looked at each other."
"Don't get smart with me, Camilla. I'm only looking out for your welfare."
"Nothing happened. I'm still a virgin." Camilla tossed her braid. "Aren't you?"
"I should slap your face for that." Camilla's mother clenched her fists then dropped her hands to her sides. "But I won't."
"I've got to go study."
"Your father has been thinking of getting you a tutor."
"Fine with me." Camilla turned up the stairs. She dreaded having to start in on math when she'd much rather put on some tapes and her earphones. Or have a long, serious talk with her best friend, Janet. Janet lived next door, and when things got tough for either of them, they always hung out together. Camilla closed her door, locked it, and then plucked a tape from her collection. With rock and roll turned low so her folks wouldn't hear, she went to her window. Across the yard and fence she could see Janet's light on, her bedroom curtains pulled back.
Camilla went to her top dresser drawer and got out the powerful flashlight she kept there. Aiming at Janet's window, she gave it a few flashes and waited. It took two more tries to get her chubby friend's attention. Camilla giggled as she saw Janet waving, her big tits bobbing with excitement. Janet used her own flashlight to signal that she'd be over soon.
Camilla sat down to wait, imagining Janet leaving her own house, and crawling through the hole in the fence only they knew about. Already she could hear Janet's footsteps across the carport roof, then a louder bump as she jumped to the house. Camilla opened her bedroom window just as Janet was about to tap on the glass.
"How was your date with Ralph?" Janet asked, swinging into the room and putting down her small backpack.
Cammy shrugged. "Nothing special. What you got in there?"
Janet wrinkled her short nose and showed a maniacal smile. "A fucking six-pack of malt liquor. How does that grab your cunt?"
"Let me have one. My mom has been giving me the usual shit."
When both of them had popped a can, Janet brushed brown curls out of her eyes and lifted an eyebrow at Camilla.
"What do you keep rubbing at your fingers for? Something sticky on them?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact. Ralph." Camilla shuddered. "Ralph did something awful!"
Janet shifted her plump bottom on the bed. "Let me guess. He came all over the place."
"With your help."
"He wanted to touch him," Camilla blurted. "I didn't know all that stuff would spurt out."
"I told you about all that," Janet said, impatience in her voice.
"Yeah, but I thought it went inside." Cammy patted her belly. "You know."
"So, did he like it?" Janet scooted closer.
"Of course he liked it."
"Did you like it?"
"I'm not sure. It made me feel kinda weird." Cammy drained her can of malt liquor and popped the top of another.
"Surely Ralph must've gotten his hands in your pants if you were doing all that other stuff for him."
"You know I get scared to death when a boy tries to touch my cunt or my tits." Camilla let out a nervous breath. "I don't know what it is, but guys make me feel creepy when they get too close."
Janet tossed her first empty into the wastebasket and pulled another can loose. "You're seriously repressed. My dad's a psychologist and he knows all about that stuff. If you keep holding all that excitement in and don't let it out, you'll get sick." Janet gave Camilla a serious look. "Maybe even die."
"Bullshit."
"I'm not joking." Janet put her beer down, then took Camilla's from her hand. "Let me give you a little test to see just how bad off you are."
"Oh Janet," Camilla protested, "we tried this once before, remember? And I told you I don't like to kiss you or any other girl."
"Trouble is, you don't like to kiss anybody. You've got to loosen up." Janet had turned the light down and slipped an arm around Camilla's shoulder. "Now just relax. Don't fight it."
"But…"
"Shhh. You're just supposed to enjoy. Remember, you're in no danger. I'm not some guy trying to stick his prick into you. I'm your best friend."
Camilla took a deep breath, and closed her eyes. Janet's hands began to slide over her body. Her friend's touching was gentle and pleasurable, but when her plump fingers caressed one of her nipples, she tried to twist away. Turning her face, she ran into Janet's plush mouth. The sudden stab of Janet's tongue melted something hard and cold inside Camilla. She sighed and let her friend kiss her mouth deeply. Then hungrily, she kissed Janet back, her own tongue stabbing between the plump girl's lips.
"Ohhhhh, you make me feel so weird," Camilla gasped.
"You're beautiful, Cammy," Janet sighed. "I love to touch your legs. They're so long."
"And skinny."
"No, they're perfect. I wish my legs were half as good." Janet ran her hand between Cammy's thighs and stroked a finger across the hot, taut silk of her crotch. As she continued to pet Camilla there, the pale blue satin darkened with the fuck-juices her body was pouring out. Her pussy throbbed and tingled. She realized she'd never felt quite so excited in her whole life. And she liked it!
"You'd better stop."
"Aren't you enjoying yourself?"
Cammy sighed. "Yes, a little too much."
"Good." Janet stroked harder, pressing the silky crotchband deeper between Cammy's plump cunt-lips. Cammy began to squirm her hips. Her small tits stretched against the thin top she wore, and she could see the turgid bumps of her nipples.
"Ohhhhh!" she panted as a tremor of excitement shook her willowy body. "Ohhhhhhh shit, that feels wonderful!"
"Let's take this off," Janet whispered, peeling Cammy's top up over her arms. Camilla let her do it, too weak with pleasure to resist now. It felt nice to have her tits bouncing free on her chest. Janet cupped one and pressed her mouth against the dark pink flesh surrounding the nipple. Camilla tried weakly to push her away, but Janet sucked her nipple between her teeth and fanned her tender tit-flesh with her tongue. Cammy fell back on the bed. She felt Janet strip her panties down and toss them aside. She felt Janet's mouth against her belly.
"Haven't you proven your p-p-point?"
Cammy panted.
"I'm only just beginning," Janet whispered back. "Spread your legs!"
"No!"
"Maybe this will help convince you!" Janet licked her way down to where the fine blonde hairs of Cammy's cunt began, then licked farther. Camilla felt her cunt-slit part for the hot push of her best friend's tongue. A moment later her body shuddered with pleasure. Panicked by excitement she'd never known, Camilla pushed frantically at Janet's head, then gave up as her friend's tongue washed across her clit again.
"Oh God, we shouldn't be doing this."
Janet looked at Camilla as she licked fresh cunt-juice from her lips. "Because it feels good, you mean?"
Without meaning to, Cammy tilted her hips and pushed her dripping pussy up toward Janet's mouth again. Janet giggled.
"I thought you'd want more, once you felt how good it is!"
"Ohhhhh. I don't know what I want!"
Janet rubbed her open mouth deep into Cammy's cunt-slit then, and Cammy knew exactly what she wanted. Her long fingers trembled as she wound them deep into Janet's curly brown hair and pulled her against her throbbing, feverish pussy.



CHAPTER TWO


Camilla had gotten pretty good at touching herself and pretending nothing special was happening. Like in the bathtub when her fingers were slick with soap or when she had an itch close enough to her cunt so that she could let her fingers stray without feeling guilty. But all that sneaky touching was nothing like Janet's tongue. This was a new kind of pleasure altogether.
"Uhhhh, uhhhh!" she gasped, pumping her slim hips up and down against her friend's hungry mouth.
Janet had pushed her thighs back so that her knees were almost touching her tits. In that position, every dainty fold of her cunt was exposed. She could hear Janet slurping and sucking in the heat of her tumid cunt-lips. She could feel fuckjuice dripping down her ass and making a wet spot on the bed. Her clit pulsed and stuck up like a tiny finger of pleasure, and Janet found it again and pinched it between her lips while her tongue teased.
Camilla jerked convulsively as the hot, throbbing pleasure surged upwards from her cunt and spread out like warm butter through her belly and tits.
"Ohhhh Janet, what are you doing to me?"
"Yuuummmmm!" Janet breathed, burrowing deeper into Cammy's young pussy. "You taste good!"
"How can you stand it? I'm so messy."
"Your mom probably told you that. Sure, girls are messy, but it's a nice mess." Janet held Cammy's cunt-lips open with her fingers as she stroked the hollows and bumps with the tip of her tongue. "If I was a man, I'd really want to fuck you!"
"Makes me feel funny to hear you saying that."
Janet pursed her lips and kissed Cammy's open pussy gently. She kept kissing her, each caress going deeper, each brush of her lips contacting more of Cammy's slick, pink pussy.
"God, I feel so weak!" Cammy groaned, rocking her hips violently. "It's itching in a crazy kind of way. I can't stand it! I'm gonna go crazy!"
"Yeah," Janet growled, "go crazy!"
"Ohhhhhh!" Cammy grabbed Janet's hair again and rolled her hips in shivery circles. She felt her friend's tongue ravishing her hot cuntmeat, felt Janet's teeth nipping at her sensitive pussy-flesh. "Uhhh, uhhhh, uhhhhhnnnnn!"
"Yes Cammy, let yourself go!"
"Don't stop licking me! Ohhhhh God, I'm gonna die it feels so good!"
Janet ran a finger up and down Cammy's cunt while her tongue worked on her clit. Cammy bucked as a shockwave of ecstasy exploded deep inside her body. Her fuck-hole was contracting with a powerful fuck-rhythm, and for the first time she knew that something was missing. She had a great yearning to be filled.
"Ohhhh, fuck me!" she cried.
"Wish I could!" Janet murmured, sucking harder, pushing her fingertip gingerly against Camilla's unbroken cherry.
Now the fluttery feelings Cammy had been feeling were turning into explosions that shuddered through her body. Her skin tingled, her breathing was hard and fast, and her soft, full lips hung open as she panted for more air. She could feel her muscles jerking. Spasming with lust, she flopped and bucked against Janet's mouth.
"Ohhhhh shit! Ohhhhh fuck!"
"Like it?"
"It hurts it feels so good! It aches! It's… it's…" Cammy kept cumming, kept digging her heels into the bed as her narrow hips rocked wildly from side to side. Janet was licking softer now, teasing the pleasure out, making Cammy fight for more.
"Ohhhh Janet, Janet, Janet…" Cammy groaned, still coming. Janet slipped her mouth free of Camilla's cunt and climbed up over her.
Cammy felt her big, warm tits against her own smaller ones. She felt Janet's cunt-mound pressing down against hers. Together they rubbed and bumped.
When Janet kissed her, Camilla forgot all her old hang-ups. She opened her mouth and let Janet suck her tongue. She tasted the muskiness of her own pussy on her friend's mouth, but it didn't bother her. Cammy let Janet roll them over so she was on top. Then Janet pulled her legs back and hooked her heels over Cammy's back. Pumping her own cunt against Janet's, she knew that her friend's pussy was stretched open and that their clits were rubbing. Janet gave a shuddering moan and clutched Camilla's back.
"Uhhhhh, I'm gonna come! Licking you really got me hot. Ohhhhhhh God, I'm go… gonna…"
Cammy kissed Janet's mouth as the plump girl tossed and bucked beneath her. Cammy knew there had to be something wrong with what they were doing, but she would wait and feel bad about it later. Right now she was enjoying herself like she'd never dared before.
"Touch me." Janet whimpered, her ass plunging. Camilla slipped her hand down between their bellies and found the open flesh of Janet's pussy. She stroked it gently, finding at last the small, hard nub other friend's clit. Janet gasped, and her plump ass thrust harder than before.
"Yes, yes, yes!"
"Am I doing it right?" Cammy whispered. "Oh yes!" Janet bit Camilla's shoulder and whined with lust. Her ass hunched and bobbed and rolled against the bed. Then she let out a long sigh and went limp. Cammy took her wet finger away and smelled Janet's musky aroma. Janet saw her do it.
"It doesn't smell so bad, does it?"
"Not really. I just always thought that a girl…"
"Is a slick, smelly, messy, wicked person."
"Not exactly that bad."
"But isn't that the general idea? You don't have to have it taught to you in so many words. It's the way we get looked at when we're little and we put our fingers in our cunt."
"Yeah, guess you're right."
"Speaking of finger-fucking," Janet laughed, "what I did to you sure beats that, doesn't it?"
Cammy felt her cheeks go red. "Yes. But I feel weird. Like two girls aren't supposed to do this kind of thing."
"We're friends. Nothing wrong with friends giving each other pleasure, is there?"
Cammy put her arms around Janet and hugged her tight. "No. I'll try to keep believing that."
"Now that we've got your sex problems out of the way, how's your math been going?"
"Not so great. I got another D on a test and my dad has been talking about a tutor."
"Is that so bad?"
"With my dad setting it up, I know it would be a drag. When he goes at anything, it's always whole hog or none. I'd be locked into after school sessions with some creep who dreams calculations and takes a shit by the numbers." Cammy let out a breath. "But I asked Ralph if he had any ideas, and it turns out he has an uncle who teaches math. I figure he'd be easier to get along with than any tutor my dad would get. And maybe I wouldn't have to go every afternoon."
"Hope it works out." Janet patted Cammy's hand.
"Boy, this beer makes me feel like I don't care one way or the other."
"Let's have another one."
"You really think I've got good legs?"
"What made you think of that?" Janet laughed, handing Cammy another can of malt liquor.
"Ralph told me the same thing. I just always thought I was skinny."
"You're slender." Janet slugged from her can, and grinned at Cammy. "The kind of slender that makes a fool of any man!"
"Any man?"
Janet gave her a loose grin. "I'd bet on it."
The next morning, Camilla was too hung over to bet on anything. And to make matters worse, her mother started in on her again as soon as she sat down for breakfast.
"I called your teacher about that D you made on your last test. He said for you to come in early this morning and he'd show you where you made your mistakes. Don't you think that's nice of him, Cammy?"
"It sure is," she said.
She forced down a mouthful of scrambled eggs, chased it with orange juice, and thought of the one can of malt liquor that was left out of the six-pack. She knew that she wasn't going to be able to make it through the day without some kind of help. Her mother was talking again. She took her hands away from her ears just enough to get the gist of it.
"… and Mr. Anderson will be in his office at seven, just for you. Don't be late."
"It's quarter of already," Camilla whined.
"You'd better hurry then," her mother added.
"Better hurry," Cammy mumbled as she hurried back upstairs. She stuffed the can of malt liquor into her purse, gathered her books and ran down the stairs. Her head pounded and her mouth tasted all wrong. The thought of having to see her math teacher with a hangover was enough to make her puke.
There wore only a few cars in the lot in front of the high school when Camilla hurried up the walk. She recognized the principal's red Buick, Mr. Anderson's Volkswagen, and the pickup that belonged to the janitor.
She pulled the heavy door open and ducked inside. The echoing hall was empty so she went quickly past Mr. Anderson's classroom to the girl's restroom, unzipped her purse, and popped the top on the can of malt liquor. Cammy felt better almost immediately. She drained the last of it and tossed the empty into the trash container. Then she found a breath mint in the clutter of her purse. She still wasn't ready for Mr. Anderson, but she was as ready as she'd ever be.
"Good morning Camilla," Mr. Anderson said, looking at her over his horn-rimmed glasses.
"Morning," Cammy mumbled, suddenly knowing she was more loaded than she wanted to be. The beer was pumping through her blood, making her tongue thick and her head dizzy.
As Mr. Anderson pulled up a chair for her and adjusted his gasses, she tried to pull herself together. Instead, she almost knocked the chair over falling into it.
"You okay?"
"Yes sir, I'm just feeling a little dizzy. Must be the flu or something."
"You do look a bit flushed." Her teacher put his hand on her forehead and the sudden touch gave her an unexpected thrill. She remembered what Janet had told her about her legs at that moment. It really surprised her when she caught Mr. Anderson staring down at her crotch. Falling into the chair, she'd let her skirt hike up so far that her panties were showing, and her teacher was getting an eyeful.
"Well, you seem to be all right to me," he mumbled and opened the folder with her test in it. "Let's run down these questions and I'll show you where you went wrong."
While Mr. Anderson talked, Camilla leaned forward to and tried to focus on the pages that he held. Now she knew she was drunk, or nearly drunk. She was having a hard time following his reasoning, and once when he asked her a question, she had to mumble that she didn't know what he was talking about.
"Sure you do, Cammy," he said, snatching another quick look at her thighs. Her skirt had ridden up again and she was afraid of standing up to tug it down. The malt liquor was really getting to her. She felt suddenly very brave. She felt as if the fix she was in was a silly illusion, a play she was reciting.
"You keep looking at my legs," she said to her teacher. "Would you like to touch them?"
"I beg your pardon?" Mr. Anderson stammered. His face was red but Cammy also noticed there was a lump in his pants.
"They're nice legs, don't you think?" She couldn't believe she was saying these things, but the malt liquor kept her from losing her nerve. "Aren't they nice?"
"They're magnificent legs," Mr. Anderson said unexpectedly. He stared again. Camilla took his wrist and put his hand against her thigh.
"Feel how firm I am. Go on, squeeze me!" Mr. Anderson squeezed. "Jesus!" he murmured, "what am I doing?"
"You're feeling my leg!" Cammy giggled. She was drunk. "Try the other one if you want!"
It felt good when Mr. Anderson slipped his finger higher, petting the satin smooth skin of her inner thigh. Then his finger touched the crotch of her panties and it felt even better.
Cammy tried to remember all the things Janet had been telling her about sex being good and healthy and all. She closed her eyes and leaned against Mr. Anderson's shoulder. He wasn't a bad looking guy. When he took his glasses off, he was even kinda handsome.
"You're nice," Cammy sighed. "You touch me nice!"
"Camilla, I don't quite know what to say."
"Ohhhhhh," Camilla moaned, moving her hips as her teacher pushed his finger against the taut, damp band of silk that stretched across her young pussy. He rubbed her and she turned her mouth up to be kissed. Mr. Anderson's tongue went between her teeth and he pulled her body hard against him. Suddenly, his fingers were stretching the elastic of her panties as he forced her crotchband aside. His finger danced over her clit, and she arched her back.
"Uhh, uhhh, uhhh!" she gasped, pumping her hips, rubbing her hot cunt hard against his touching. Camilla was drunk, but not too drunk to realize that what was happening might help her out of her academic predicament. Surely her teacher wasn't going to flunk a girl who was making him feel so good!
"Ohhh, Mr. Anderson, you make me feel so funny!" Cammy found the zipper of his slacks and jerked it down. Her long, white fingers snaked into the tangle of his skivvies and pulled his cock free. She had him in her hand now, all seven or eight inches. He felt huge, and his cock as thick as an ax handle. She jacked the skin of his prick, remembering how Ralph had liked it. Mr. Anderson did too.
"Camilla! You'd better stop that… ohhhhhhhhh!"
Cammy remembered how Ralph's cock had started throbbing just before his cum had spurted out. Mr. Anderson's prick was doing that right now! She looked down at his swollen cock-head. It was a purplish blue and the veins of his cock-shaft stuck out. Cammy jerked his cock-skin up and down.
"Stop that!" Mr. Anderson said.
"Don't you like it?" Cammy pouted.
"Yes… no! Damn it, girl, get your hands off me."
"But you're gonna come!" Cammy said, watching the droplet of hot cream drip onto Mr. Anderson's pants. "You don't want to stop now, or it might kill you!"
"You've got to stop!" Mr. Anderson still grasped her wrist, but he wasn't pulling her hand away. Camilla squeezed her fingers around his bulging cock-tip and let the pressure off. Squeezing and releasing, she watched another drop of cum make a long string as it fell to the floor between Mr. Anderson's shoes.
"Goddamn!" he groaned, letting Cammy's wrist go. She jacked him furiously now, her grey eyes wide as she watched the hot, white spurts leap out onto the desk, the chair, Mr. Anderson's pants. His cum was flying everywhere, and as she tried to aim his cock away from herself, one jet formed a loop in the air and sailed downwards.
She had it on her hands now and the stringy, sticky stuff clung, between her fingers. Mr. Anderson's eyes were closed and he was about to fall out of his chair. Cammy thought drunkenly how all her troubles would be solved now. Mr. Anderson would surely cut her, some slack. Look what she was doing for him!
"Get your books and get out of this room!" he boomed. He was standing up, trying to shove his cummy cock back in his pants. When he fumbled for his glasses he almost knocked them to the floor.
"What's wrong?"
"We'll take about that later. NOW, get out!" With tears in her eyes, Cammy staggered to the door. She wished she had another can of malt liquor. She wiped her yummy fingers on a hanky and fumbled with the doorknob.
"Don't breathe a word of this to anyone!" Mr. Anderson warned her.
"Of course I wouldn't. What kind of a girl do you think I am?" And with that, Cammy began to sob. She ran to the girl's restroom and washed her hands with soap. Then she dabbed at her swollen eyes and tried to figure out what had gone wrong.
"I didn't know he'd get all pissed off," she whimpered to her reflection. "The funky old son of a bitch!"
Camilla smeared a little lipstick on and dried her eyes one last time before venturing into the hall. A few kids were straggling in from outside and she began to feel a little better. But her head was still aching from the last can of malt liquor. She wished she could go home and take a hot shower and get in bed. She wished she could get in bed with Janet. Somebody who treated her right and didn't get bent out of shape when it came to sex.
"Hey Cammy," somebody said behind her. It was Ralph, and his appreciative smile pepped her up some. "You don't look so good."
"Bad morning." Camilla shrugged. "You got a stick of gum?"
As Ralph unwrapped the gum for her, she remembered how it had felt when his cock had started spurting.
"Here's my uncle's number," Ralph said, taking a piece of paper from his pocket.
"I really appreciate it, Ralph," Cummy said. "Maybe my old man won't make me sit home every night of the week if I find help myself."
"See you later, I've got to get to a class." Cammy studied the note, then hollered after Ralph.
"Hey, you didn't write his name down. What's his name?" But Ralph was already running, dodging between other students. Cammy folded the paper into her pocket and headed to her next class. She was thinking about Ralph and Mr. Anderson. It amazed her that a man could come so quick when a girl started grabbing cock. They really liked that. Maybe a girl's hands were softer. Or maybe it was because somebody else was grabbing them. Cammy couldn't deny that watching that white stuff jump up into the air in long strings was exciting. It was so hot and slick and smelly. It turned her on.
Even though her head still hurt, Camilla had hope. If this guy over at Brambridge could just help her through this algebra stuff, her parents would get off her back and she could enjoy life again. But by the time her fourth period math class rolled around, she was feeling very nervous. She wondered if she could face Mr. Anderson after the wild scene that morning. She realized now how drunk she'd been. What had seemed funny, and daring then, scared her to death now. At least she wasn't afraid of his saying anything to anybody. Something like that could ruin the poor guy's career for sure.



CHAPTER THREE


"Camilla Johnson, would you stay alter class for a moment please? I'd like, a word with you."
Camilla sat with her head down as the other students paused up the aisle and out of the room. Things hadn't been so bad during the class, actually. Mr. Anderson hadn't even called on her do work out a problem on the board. But now he wanted to talk to her. Gathering her books, Cammy slid out of her seat and went to stand in front of her teacher's desk.
"Yes, Mr. Anderson?"
He took off his glasses and looked up from his papers. "First Cammy, I'd like to make sure you understand that what happened this morning was one of those unfortunate accidents that sometimes occur. I don't hold you responsible, nor do I blame you."
"Thank you, Mr. Anderson."
"Furthermore, seeing that you have been trying much harder in class, I'd like to make sure your grade average is improved. The only sure way to do that is to meet with you again and go over the equations you have the most trouble with."
"I understand, Mr. Anderson."
"I'll expect you to come by my apartment this Friday afternoon after school. Here's a key in case you get there before I do. All right?"
"Of course, Mr. Anderson." Camilla took the key and risked a smile. Mr. Anderson pretended he didn't see it, but as he turned in his chair, Cammy couldn't help see that his slacks were all pushed up again. Starting out of the room, she turned at the door.
"What time should I be there?"
"Let's make it seven." Mr. Anderson had his glasses on again, but even through the thick lenses, she could see his eyes tracking the length of her legs. She flipped her braid at him.
"See you then."
As Camilla headed for the cafeteria, she tried to analyze the strange, new emotion she felt. Mr. Anderson had come on real stern and controlling, but she'd sensed that during those moments she'd stood before him, she had been the one in control. She wondered what he would have done if she'd refused to meet with him in her apartment. She also wondered just how far he was going to go when they were alone. The one thing she was sure of was that he was hooked.
"Hey Cammy!"
"Hi, Ralph."
"They're having slit on a shingle for lunch at the cafeteria, why don't you let me take you over to the drive-in for a burger."
"Great."
As soon as they were in Ralph's car, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her on the mouth. Camilla resisted at first, but realized that she was hot from thinking about Mr. Anderson and let Ralph slip a hand up under her skirt.
"God, you're really wet!" Ralph panted against her ear.
"Mmmmmmm," she sighed, enjoying the rub of his finger there. When he slipped under the skimpy panty crotch, she let him tease her clit until her nipples were hard and hot. "You'd better quit now."
"Let's go out this Friday, Cammy."
"Can't. I'm…" Camilla decided not to tell Ralph she would be in Mr. Anderson's apartment, even though it had, to do with her schoolwork. "I'm busy that night."
"Got another date?"
"I didn't say that," Cammy blurted, her cheeks flushing when she remembered how Mr. Anderson looked at her.
Ralph started the car and they drove out of the parking lot and headed west.
"Hey, the drive-in is in the other direction."
"I thought we'd go out by the lake."
"What about food?"
"There are other things to eat besides food." Ralph gave her a sly grin. A thrill ran through Cammy's body. She'd never been that excited about Ralph before, but now that Janet had turned her on and then Mr. Anderson, she was thinking about males and sex in an entirely new way.
As she watched Ralph, she even got to thinking he was sexy. The way his dark hair curled over the edge of his collar. His strong chin and green eyes. She began to think of how his cock had felt in her hand and how excited he'd become when his hot cum spurted.
Ralph pulled off onto the dirt road that circled the lake and headed for a grove of cottonwoods. A blanket of fall leaves covered the ground, and when Ralph took her hand and pulled her towards a fiat place where they were the thickest, Camilla didn't resist. He stopped and faced her.
"There's something I want to do to you, Cammy. I've been thinking about it for a long time."
"Yes?" She tilted her head and pulled her braid around so she could suck on the end.
"Would you let me kiss… I mean lick…" Ralph's cheeks went red.
Camilla was more affected by his words than she would have guessed. Her heart was pounding and her nipples pushed out the silk top that clung to her slim body.
"Why don't we sit down?" she suggested.
Before this, Cammy always felt responsible for keeping Ralph's paws off her. Now she wanted him to touch her. He kissed her neck and then bent down to kiss her knees. Slowly, he worked his way up her thighs, inching her dress higher as he went. She could feel him trembling as he pressed his lips against the soaked crotchband of her panties.
"Want me to take them off?" she asked softly.
"You w-w-would?"
"Why don't you?"
Ralph's hands trembled and he fumbled something awful, but he managed to slip the elastic down over her hips. Camilla sighed as the silk came unstuck from her pussy. Ralph nuzzled the musky undies and stuffed them into his pocket. Then he gazed adoringly at her pussy.
Cammy was sitting with her knees bent and her hands propped behind her. Watching Ralph's face closely, she slowly opened her legs. She felt her outer cunt-lips open, then the inner folds. A droplet of fuck-juice oozed down the length of her swollen cunt-slit. Ralph's mouth hung open and he was breathing hard.
"I'm gonna do it, Cammy," he blurted. "I'm gonna eat your pussy!"
"Well, do it then!"
The moment Ralph's lips, touched her cunt, Cammy flopped back in the leaves. It wasn't as good as Janet, but he had the right idea. His tongue brushed her clit, but couldn't find it again. Camilla tilted her hips so that he couldn't miss.
"Feel that little bump?" she panted.
"Yeah, I think so." Ralph probed with his tongue.
"There! Right there! Just lick it real slow!" Cammy began to work her hips in a slow circle. Her short dress was thrown up to expose her naked cunt and belly and her silk top was scrunched up under her tits. While Ralph licked her clit, she pinched one other nipples until the tingles were rushing over her skin.
She could tell that Ralph was getting more excited. The taste of her pussy and the smell of it was making him moan and tremble. His fingers dug into the soft, white flesh of her inner thigh.
"Ohhhhhh, Ralph! Ohhhhh, lick me harder, darling!"
Cammy spread her knees even wider as she dug her heels into the dry leaves and tossed her trim ass up and down. She pushed her fingers into Ralph's hair. She bit her lip and moaned through her nose as Ralph began to do what she really wanted him to do.
"Ohhhhh, yes!"
Camilla thought she was about to come when Ralph slowed his licking, then stopped. She kept pumping her hips, hoping he would continue, but he was fumbling with something. By the time she opened her eyes, he already had the rubber on.
"No!" Cammy cried, crawling back through the leaves. Ralph grabbed her ankles and dragged her back toward him. His eyes were strange and he was breathing hard.
"I gotta fuck you, Cammy! I can't go on daydreaming about you and beating my cock! I want the real thing!"
"I've never done it before. You can't…"
"Cammy!" He covered her mouth with his and forced her back into the soft, dry leaves. The weight of his body against her tits made Camilla shiver with excitement, bin the hard, hanging cock between his thighs scared her to death. She felt it touch her thigh, then her feverish pubes. She cried and snaked her hips to get away.
"Please, Cammy! I need you!"
"No! Let me up!"
Camilla pushed against Ralph, but he wouldn't roll off her. He guided his cock against the hot, slick meat of her pussy. When he wiped the tip of his cock up and down her cunt-slit, Cammy whimpered and began to pant faster than ever. She was scared and excited. She couldn't think straight. Just knowing she was so close to getting fucked made her weak with lust.
"No! Please Ralph, you don't know what you're doing… Ralph!"
Ralph's cock-tip was pressing against her pussy now, stretching the thin membrane that protected the deep, wet heat of her fuck-hole. He was fucking so hard that Cammy was afraid to move, afraid to breathe. She could feel the sting of her flesh tearing. Two tears trickled down her cheeks as she closed her eyes. There was no way out now. Ralph was going to fuck her.
"Ohhhhh damn you," she cried, biting her lip to ease the pain between her thighs. Something popped and tore. She felt a keen jolt of pain, then a delicious throbbing. She felt the swollen, rubber-sheathed head of Ralph's prick pushing up into her hot pussy. But despite the hurt, she felt something stronger. A shivery pleasure that spread like hot butter through her belly and down the insides of her thighs.
"Cammy!" Ralph sighed, covering her neck with wet kisses. "Ohhhh Cammy!"
Camilla beat her fists weakly against Ralph's back and sobbed. She lilt an inch go into her, then another inch. She felt the hard, throbbing shaft of Ralph's cock parting her young cuntflesh, plowing her apart, sinking into the incredible heat of her cunt. Then he drew back slowly. Cammy jerked as she felt her cunt-flesh being pulled along with his prick. The sensations were incredibly thrilling. She was intensely aware of the weight and thickness of his cock entering her body, then being pulled out.
"Ohhhhh God!" she groaned, digging her fingers into Ralph's ass.
He thrust hard, his balls pressing against her body as he worked the head of his prick as deep as he could get it. Cammy pumped her ass up and down, rubbing her clit against him, feeling the blood-swollen tip gouging deep inside her fuck-hole.
"Uhh, ohhh, ahhhh!" she gasped, her belly heaving with passion. Her toes fanned apart against the leaves as she hunched and fucked. To have Ralph thrusting passionately between her spread thighs was incredibly exciting. With Janet it had been soft and sweet. With Ralph, she felt attacked. His cock was snagged in her pussy. He kissed her mouth.
"Ohhhh Ralph, you're fucking me!"
"Yeah. God, you're so tight!" He kissed her mouth again. "I can't hold my cum much longer!"
"Oh don't come yet! I'm going crazy, it feels so good!"
Cammy rocked her hips from side to side and the movement made her pussy even tighter. Ralph groaned with pleasure and fucked his cock into her all the way. Cammy rocked her hips again, then tightened the muscles around her fuck-hole. She felt her pussy squeezing around the base of Ralph's prick. She felt him tremble. His tongue went deep into her mouth.
"Ohhhhh damn!" he gasped, pumping his ass furiously. Cammy fucked him back just as fast. She felt the tickling spasms around her clit and a deeper throbbing up inside her pussy where Ralph's bulging cock-tip rubbed.
"Not yet Ralph!" she cried. "I'm so close!"
"Jesus, your cunt's tight!"
"Ohhhhh Ralph, keep fucking! Don't stop fucking me!"
"Uhhhhhh!" Ralph gasped. He grasped Cammy's ass and fucked her with quick, short jabs. His mouth was slack against her neck. "Ohhhhh fuck!"
Cammy was overcome with the shivery, tickling feeling that she always felt when she was about to come. She could barely breathe. Her heart was about to jump out of her chest. But Ralph yelled first and his cock pulsed and filled the rubber with hot cum. She felt the stiffness of him jerking inside her. She felt his teeth sharp against her shoulder as he thrust hard again and again.
"Damn you, I was so close!" she cried.
"Sorry, Cammy," Ralph mumbled, pulling his cock out of her.
"Don't take your cock out!" Cammy whimpered.
"I'm afraid somebody might drive by and see us."
Cammy watched Ralph slip the rubber from his prick and sling it toward the lake. His cum made bright spirals in the sunlight as it spilled out. Cammy ran a finger down under her pubes and began to rub herself. But it wasn't the same. She'd lost that thrilling knife-edge of ecstasy that Ralph's cock had given her. He tossed her panties to her and pulled his jeans up.
"You better put those on so we can get back to school."
Cammy was so pissed off that she didn't say a word to Ralph the whole way back. When he pulled into the parking lot in front of the high school and leaned over for a kiss, she turned away.
"What's wrong with you?" he growled. "I was just gonna ask you when we could go do this again."
"The next time," Cammy said, "why don't you go fuck yourself!" Then she jumped from the car, slammed the door behind her, and walked across campus to the gym. She was so hot from fooling around with Ralph that her panties were soaked. When her physical education class was over she lingered in the shower long enough to be alone, then finger-fucked herself with soapy touches. But the short, sharp relief she got left her feeling empty and unfulfilled.
On her way out of the locker room, she stopped at the pay phone in the gym lobby and dialed the number Ralph had given her. By the time she hung up, she felt better. Ralph's uncle would see her that evening to help her with her math. She could tell her dad she was getting help and he wouldn't hassle her for a while. But there was something on her mind besides tutoring. Cammy tried not to think of it, but it was there.
She imagined a tall, handsome college teacher with piercing blue eyes. She imagined asking him a question and then being pushed back onto a desk full of her schoolwork, imagined her dress being jerked up, her panties stripped away.
Cammy laughed at her own foolishness. "Here I've just lost my virginity and already I'm thinking of doing it again!" She ran a hand down her belly and gingerly touched her cuntmound. She was sore where Ralph's cock had stretched her little fuck-hole and destroyed ha cherry forever.
"I swear to God I'm going to leave sex alone long enough to make some grades in algebra. I swear to God!"



CHAPTER FOUR


Blake Garrison wasn't quite as tall as her fantasy of him, but Camilla thought he was one of the best looking men she'd ever seen. If he wasn't a ten, he was a nine and three quarters. His light brown hair was a little wild at the edges, not at all like a teacher of mathematics should be, and his piercing blue eyes lingered on her longer than was quite polite.
"I'm glad Ralph gave you my number," Blake said. "I don't think it'll take us long to get you straightened out with your math."
At that moment, Cammy was hoping it might take quite a bit longer than necessary. Then she remembered her resolve to stay untangled emotionally. Things had become confusing enough without letting something even more complicated start up. Blake was a married, settled down college teacher with responsibilities. He wasn't flirting with her, he was only being nice. Even when his hand lingered on her shoulder a moment as she sat down, Cammy thought he was just trying to make her feel at home.
"It's really nice of you to let me interrupt your evening like this," Cammy told him.
"Oh, I wasn't going out anyway. My wife is eight months pregnant and she's tired a lot. She's gone to bed already, so I don't mind a little company."
His blue eyes continued the thought and Cammy wondered if she were imagining more than Blake intended.
"You've got beautiful hair," he told her after they'd worked through a particularly difficult equation.
"I never cut it," Cammy told him, pulling her thick, blonde braid over the front of her shoulder.
"I'll bet it's even prettier when you let it all down."
This sounded so much like a suggestion that Cammy's cheeks flushed. Her fingers trembled at the rubber band at the end of her braid.
"Would you like me to?"
"I'd love it."
Camilla slipped the rubber band off and began to unravel her blonde braid. She took her time, because that seemed to be what Blake wanted. He watched her as if he were watching a ballet.
"May I touch it?"
Cammy gave a short nod. As Blake's fingers caressed her long, blonde locks, she felt the fluttery, hungry feeling start up deep in her tummy. Her panties were already damp and she could feel the delicate folds inside her cunt-lips starting to swell and bloom. She tried to think of something else. She turned to her books and found an especially complicated calculation. But the numbers danced on the page like tiny bodies trying to arrange themselves into erotic positions.
"Your wife must have pretty hair, too," Cammy said.
"She doesn't fix herself up much anymore," he said, letting a finger slide over the top of Cammy's ear.
"She's probably pretty tired."
"Too tired for anything interesting."
"After the baby is born…"
"After the baby is born, it won't be any better. Dorothy isn't all that interested in sex." The word seemed to resonate in the room and Cammy had to try and mask her breathing. She could feel Blake Garrison's passion, feel the hunger in his fingers, in his looks. His hand smoothed her hair again, then slipped up her back to touch her neck. A shiver of excitement made Cammy shut her eyes.
"You smell wonderful." Blake said. "So young and fresh. How old are you?"
"Eighteen. Next w-w-week."
"I almost wish I was in highschool again," he laughed. Cammy smiled up at him. Then Blake's face turned serious and he gently touched her cheek. She saw his mouth moving toward hers, felt his breath.
"No…" she sighed, but his kiss smothered her protests and his tongue pushed between her teeth. Cammy struggled weakly in Blake's embrace, but his hot hands were caressing the curves of her body like no one had ever touched her before. Her pussy throbbed and oozed fuck-juice into the silky crotchband of her panties.
As the kiss deepened, Cammy couldn't turn off her switches. She moaned and opened her mouth wider. Her own hands were touching Blake now, sliding over his strong, broad back, digging at his shoulders. Then she found her control again and stiffened in his arms.
"Stop!" she whimpered. "Ohhhh Blake, please stop!"
He kissed her neck, then wet the downy skin behind her ear. When his tongue pressed into the delicate whorls of her ear, Camilla felt her clit push free of its wet hood. Her panties were packed with her swollen pussy. She wriggled in the chair as Blake found her mouth again.
"Uhhhhh," she groaned, her nostrils flaring. As Blake kissed her, his hand went under her skirt and he touched her knee, then her thigh. Camilla grabbed his wrist, but all her strength had gone. She tried to keep his touches away from her cunt, but he was moving closer and each contact of his finger with her skin was like electricity.
"What about my school work?" she gasped. "I'll teach you more than math."
"Your wife…"
"She'll be asleep hours, Camilla."
"I'd better go home. I don't think this is right. Blake, don't touch me there… don't!"
Blake's fingers had found the soaked crotchband of her panties. He was moving up and down the slick silk, pressing in against her dainty, throbbing cunt-folds. Suddenly, he turned and went to his knees in front of her. Cammy tried to push his head back, but he took her hands and held them while he kissed his way up her thighs. The chair she was in tilted back on its springs. Blake took the hem of her skirt between his teeth and lifted it to expose her damp panties.
When he kissed her silken-covered cuntmound, Cammy put her hands to his head, but she didn't push him away. She couldn't push him away. Her heart was pounding and her breath came in ragged gulps. He was licking the crotch of her panties! His tongue was pushing the silk up into her. The chair tilted back a little farther. Blake was slipping her panties down over her hips. Cammy felt so weak, so excited.
Blake smiled. "It would be a sin against nature for me not to do this."
"Oh, Blake, I don't even know you. And your wife…"
"Shhhh." He'd slipped her panties down to her knees now. She looked down at the fine blonde curls that covered her pussy-slit. They clung damply together so that she could see her pussy clearly. It was all pushed up like a fleshy flower. Her dainty fuck-folds glistened with slickness. Blake eased her panties off over her ankles and dropped them on the floor. Then he undid her shoes and tossed them aside as well.
Blake's tongue went between her toes, and Camilla felt a thrill totally new to her. He sucked her little toe then worked his way along to each of thorn in turn. Cammy writhed in the tilted chair, her cunt pulsing and blooming open. She felt like she could come if Blake kept licking her feet. She'd never been so hot in her life.
Now his tongue was sliding across her ankle and up the inside of her leg. He bent her knee gently back as his tongue touched the soft place underneath. Through half-lidded eyes, Cammy watched Blake lick and kiss and suck her white skin. The musky heat of her pussy was making the room heavy with her scent. She worked her hips from side to side on the seat as Blake pushed her knees back so that her heels touched her ass-cheeks. Her pussy opened with a wet, slishy sound and Blake looked into it like he'd found some beautiful treasure.
"Oh Baby, I've never seen a prettier pussy in my life."
Blake's words embarrassed and excited Cammy. She touched the sides of his face and smiled weakly. She knew he was going to eat her pussy next. He was going to slide his tongue into her and suck her slick cunt-flesh. He was going to do it!
"Blake, I'm scared!"
"Everything's okay. Just relax."
"I can't relax, I'm shaking all over. I've never felt like this in my life."
"I'm going to kiss your pussy now, Cammy!"
"Yes!" she whimpered, tightening her asscheeks, pushing herself up in the chair. Her clit throbbed, eager for the soft rub of Blake's tongue. He pushed her bent knees wider, then wider yet. Her plump pubes opened, and he lowered his mouth to press against her dripping, pink cunt-flesh.
"Ohhhhh!" Cammy groaned, her hips lurching from side to side as Blake wallowed his lips back and forth across her pussy. She heard the slick sounds of his licking.
Blake cupped her asscheeks in his hands and feasted slowly on firm, slippery flesh of her cunt. His tongue searched behind every cunt fold and cunt-lip. His nose breathed in her musk.
When Blake pushed his tongue into her cunthole, Cammy felt her pussy squeeze down around him. She writhed and tossed her head. Then he licked her clit with quick little touches that made her pant wildly and dig her fingers into the nape of his neck.
"Ohhhh, do it harder! Ohhhh Blake, don't stop!"
Blake nibbled gingerly on one fat lip of her cunt, then the other. Again his tongue dipped into the feverish heat between her inner cunt folds and found her fuck-hole. She grunted like a hungry little pig as he tongue-fucked her with excruciating slowness. Camilla's thoughts strayed easily from tongue to cock. Was Blake going to fuck her? She knew damned well he was.
"Put your arms around my neck!" he whispered. Weakly, Cammy obeyed. Lifting her gently, Blake cradled her in his arms and carried her from the room. She was only dimly aware of passing down a hall and a bedroom whose door was closed. Was that where Blake's wife lay sleeping? They entered another bedroom and Blake closed the door behind him and put Cammy down on the bed. He stripped her skirt and top off. His lips found her neck, wet her shoulders. Rot fingers curled up into her throbbing cunt. She wriggled and cried out as he began to finger-fuck her slowly and teasingly, but her cunt-muscles tightened around his knuckles as he thrust deeper.
"You're so hot and slick! God, I've never felt a sweeter, tighter little pussy in my life!"
"Ohhhhhh Blake, you're making me crazy."
Blake stripped off his own clothes. When he skinned his shorts down, Camilla let out a cry of surprise. Blake's prick was huge! It had to be over eight inches long and too thick to ever fit up into her little pussy-hole. She whimpered and crawled back on the mattress. Blake laughed and grabbed her ankles to drag her back.
"I won't hurt you. Your cunt will stretch when you're hot enough."
"I feel pretty hot, but I don't feel like I could take… that!"
"You've got time to get used to it. Here, give me your hand."
Cammy let him guide her fingers down to his cock-shaft. She circled the thickness of his prick and squeezed. Blake was uncircumcised and as she moved her fingers back, his cock-tip pushed out from the clinging flesh of his foreskin. His cock-head glistened with slick fuck-juice.
"Kiss my cock!"
"Kiss it, Cammy. It'll make you less afraid."
Cammy knew that some girls did this sort of thing to men, but she'd never thought she would have the nerve herself. Yet with Blake's cock throbbing in her fingers, it wasn't hard to want to kiss him. Her pussy was still throbbing from the touch of his tongue. She wanted to make him feel as crazy as she did.
Pursing her soft lips, she touched them to the tip of Blake's cock, then rubbed them back and forth slowly. Blake's stomach went rigid and he held his breath. She kept kissing and lip-rubbing his cock as she pushed her mouth down over his bulging cock-head. His foreskin slid back so she could suck his prick-tip between her teeth. Nibbling it gently, she began to sand his lobes with her tongue.
"Damn!" Blake panted, his hips jerking forward. "Ohhhhh Goddamn!"
"Mmmmmmmmm!" Cammy cooed.
"Ohhhh, Baby, you don't know how good that feels!"
"Mmmmmm!" Cammy moaned, sucking harder. She cupped Blake's heavy balls, her fingers trembling with nervousness and excitement. She'd never touched a man like this, never thought it was right to. But touching Blake was making her feel wonderful. His big, hot prick was beautiful and hard and strong. She whimpered as she thought of his cock going into her. Until she remembered how big it was. Then she was frightened again.
Camilla pulled her mouth away and tried to roll to the side of the bed. Blake grabbed her wrists and pulled her back. He pinned her and looked into her blue eyes.
"You're still scared, aren't you?"
"Yes. You'll tear me up with your big cock!" Blake kissed one of her nipples, then mouthed the other. "What if I let you be on top?"
"What?"
"If you were on top, you could decide how much you could take. You'd have control then."
"I don't know. What if your wife comes in? What if you came inside me? What if I feel like I shouldn't be doing this?"
"You want it and you know it. Look at your cunt. It's dripping cunt-juice down the insides of your thighs. Look at your clit it's pushing out like a little cock. You're panting. Your nipples are hard and hot!"
"Ohhhhh," Cammy panted, knowing Blake was right. He flopped down on his back then and pulled her onto him. She sat straddling his belly, her pussy smearing him with fuck-juice. She could feel his cock pulsing against her asscheek. "I'm still scared."
Gently, Blake made her rise up so that her cunt hung just above his cock. He held it up and took her fingers to it. "Just hold it up like that and ease yourself back."
With her tongue clamped between her teeth, Cammy eased her swollen pussy back against the pulsing, smooth tip of Blake's prick-tip. The contact of those two sensitive surfaces made both of them shudder.
"Oh Cammy, I want you really bad!"
"I want you too!" Cammy panted, realizing that she had known Blake less than an hour.
The feverish tip of Blake's cock pressed against Camilla's blossomed, dripping pussy. She was straddling his waist, her toes pointed back, her hands against his shoulders to support her weight. She rolled her ass slowly, letting his smooth, rounded cock-head slide a littie deeper into her cunt-folds. Her satiny cuntlips caressed Blake's prick and he fucked up against her.
"You said you'd let me decide how hard we were going to do this!"
"Yeah, it's just hard to keep still!" He squeezed her ass-cheeks, digging his fingers in until she moaned with pleasure.
Cammy rocked forward and back, feeling the thickness and heat of Blake's cock. She was getting used to the feeling of his flesh against hers. When his cock-tip was against her fuck-hole, she dared to let more of her weight down against it. Her muscled fuck-opening began to stretch around Blake's cock-head. He groaned and closed his eyes.
"You're tight! Oh what a fine tight little fuckhole you've got!"
"Blake, I want your cock inside me! I'm gonna push down and make it go in!"
"Yes Cammy," he sighed, lifting his head so he could lick one of her small, hard tits. "Yes!"



CHAPTER FIVE


Cammy was letting her thighs slide apart on the mattress as she rocked her hips from side to side. The smoothly rounded head of Blake's prick was opening her, stretching her cunt muscles. Cammy bit her lip as the ache became stronger. But it was a lovely kind of hurt.
"Ohhhhh, Blake, you're so big!"
"And you're tight!" Blake rested his hands on her hips as she rolled and rocked and lowered herself another inch. His big, throbbing prick slipped a little deeper. It hurt a little better too.
"Ouch! Ohhhh fuck, I love your cock! It feels like it's splitting me!"
"Take some more. It won't hurt you."
"I don't care if it does." Cammy chewed her lip again and arched her narrow back. Her pussy-muscles tensed. She concentrated on relaxing them and felt her pussy slide down a little farther. With a soft pop, Blake's cock-head slipped through the squeeze of her cunt-muscles and he was inside her. Cammy felt full but when she looked down, she saw that she hadn't even taken half of his cock.
"How can I ever hold you?" she panted, failing forward to press her tits against his chest. She wiggled hungrily, rubbing her insides against Blake's cock-tip as she kissed his mouth. He nibbled at her lips and smoothed her tangled blonde locks.
"What a beautiful piece of ass you are!"
"I'm more than that to you, aren't I?"
"Hell, yes! You're the best thing that's ever happened to me!"
Cammy wriggled her ass and felt another inch of cock stab up into her pussy.
"Yeah, Baby, that's it! Ohhh Christ, you're so hot I can't believe it!"
"You like my cunt?"
"Yes, Cammy, I like your cunt." Blake licked her chin and mouth, then pushed his tongue between her lips.
"Ohhhhhh!" she sighed, rocking her hips faster. The stretched meat of her pussy slid down another inch, then another. She felt his huge, thick cock-shaft tilling her up inside. Her fuck-juices ran out of her cunt and formed dewdrops in his cock-hair. Her knees slid apart a little wider. She arched and humped her back again and again, rubbing her pussy against his cock. She felt his huge rod of hot cock-meat opening her deeper than she'd ever been fucked before. "Huhhhhnnnnn!" she groaned, eyes closed, head thrown back. Blake caressed the long line of her neck and pinched her nipples. Her clit tingled sympathetically. Cammy thrashed her ass around wildly, forcing all but the last inch of Blake's prick into her young pussy.
"Ohhhhhh!" she cried, her eyes fluttering with passion. "That hurts, but I don't care. I want to feel it all inside me! Ohhhh Blake, I didn't know anything about fucking until now!"
"Take it easy. I don't want to hurt you!"
"What if we can't get loose? What if you're stuck inside me forever?"
"Just relax your muscles and wiggle around again!"
"Like this?" Cammy rolled her ass. Each time she made a circle, she felt Blake's swollen cock-head pressing deeper. Then she sat up straight and let her full weight down on him.
There was a sharp stab of pain followed by a glorious pleasure. She was fucked! She'd taken every inch of him. Cammy smiled at Blake proudly.
"You're in me now. All the way in me!"
Blake pushed her leg down straight and rolled her onto her back. Cammy was weak from all the squirming it had taken to get her pussy all the way down onto Blake's cock. She lay weakly under him as he slid his hands under her ass and sucked one of her tits into his mouth.
Gently, he began to fuck her. His fuck-thrusts were gentle movements that she could hardly feel. Then he pulled back a few inches and forced himself deep again. His fucking became deeper and faster until the tugging of her cunt and clit was exciting Cammy to ravenous lust. She bit at Blake's shoulders and clawed at his back.
"Ohhhh, you fucker! Ohhhhh you're fucking my brains out!"
Camilla clutched Blake's back and slid her hands down until she could feel the hard muscled swells of his ass. She liked to feel his ass moving up and down, jerking from side to side. She loved to feel him thrusting his cock in and out of her hot little pussy.
Her cunt was greased with her fuck-juices now and though the fit was very tight, Blake's cock slid into her easily. The sound it made made Cammy shiver with excitement. She arched her back again, making her cunt even tighter. Blake growled with passion and pinned her.
"You fuck like you've been doing it all your life!"
"You're the second guy, honest!"
Blake kissed her mouth. His tongue fucked between her teeth and she sucked it even deeper. He held her like that, tongue-fucking her mouth while he fucked as deep as he could into her feverish pussy. Cammy bucked and wiggled against the mattress. She was going to come. She was gonna come hard!
"Uhhhhhh, ohhhhhh Blake! Ohhhh shit, I'm gonna come!"
That unmistakable delirium of pleasure sent her into a frenzy of wild fucking. She couldn't seem to move her ass fast enough. She couldn't get enough cock, couldn't squeeze it tight enough with her smoldering cunt.
"Baby, you'd better slow down or I'm gonna lose it!"
But Cammy couldn't slow down. Her tight cunt was stripping the length of Blake's big cock, pulling all the blood to his cock-lip. He grabbed her dancing ass and dug his fingers in.
"Ohhhhh Blake, you're so beautiful." Camilla cried.
A jolt of pleasure made her cry out again. Another made her pussy spasm tightly around the thrusting hardness of Blake's cock.
Cammy was coming. Her eyes went blurry and she couldn't seem to get enough air in her lungs. Her nipples felt hot, then cold, then shivery. She was intensely aware of her pussy being shoved full of prick. Her clit burned and tingled as the ache of ecstasy flooded through her belly and thighs and throbbed most powerfully in her cunt.
"Whhaaaaaa!" she cried, her ass plunging under Blake's steady fucking. He kissed her mouth and tried to hold onto her.
"Take it easy, take it easy!"
"I can't. It feels too good!"
Blake sighed and started fucking faster too. "You're too hot to hold!"
"Ohhhh fuck me deep! Ohhhhh Blake!"
Cammy was caught in the frantic ecstasy of knowing she was coming and that it was going to be a long one. But then the swollen head of Blake's prick popped from her pussy and she cried out and clutched frantically at his big, thick cock-shaft.
"Ohhhhh, put your cock in me again! Goddamn Blake, do something!"
Blake's cock was so slippery from her fuck juices that it slipped from her fingers. Cammy plunged her ass in circles while her thin fingers clutched the head of Blake's prick and pulled it towards her fuck-hole. Again, she lost her grip and his jerking, throbbing cock slapped up along her belly. When she grabbed him again, her fingers stripped the length of his hardness and a hot string of cum leaped up to spatter her tits.
"Hurry," she gasped, "get your cock in me!" Cammy clutched hard at him and again her clasped fingers slid along his rigid prick. Another spurt of hot cum frothed out to coat her tummy. Blake was groaning and rubbing his prick against her thigh and belly, his tongue wallowing deep in her mouth. But Cammy wanted to feel herself full again. She was dying to get that lovely, huge prick inside her.
Blake pulled back and his cum-coated cocktip forced her pubes apart. With a slurpy sound, he fucked into her cunt to the hilt. Deep, deep inside her cunt Cammy could feel him spurting. Her feverish cunt-flesh closed tightly around his cock as if it were sucking the thick, hot sap from his body. She babbled incoherently and dug her fingers into his ass-cheeks, her body twisting and jerking against the mattress as Blake stroked her hard.
Cammy's hurried rush into the last moments of their fuck made Blake wild. He bit her shoulder and pinned her hands roughly against the pillow. Then he nibbled her tits until she squealed and dug her heels into the backs of his thighs.
"Ohhhhh, ahhhhhh!" Cammy sighed, her wet mouth hungry for Blake's, her hot pussy pulling the cum from his cock in spasms of frenzied pleasure that made him thrust into her even harder.
"You got it all, babydoll!"
"Ohhhhhh yes, it feels wonderful!"
Cammy's cunt spasmed with exquisite tremors. Her cum slick pussy slipped easily around Blake's prick as he kept spurting and fucking and exciting her. She was coming for the second time, her fuck-muscles convulsing with ecstasy.
Blake pressed her down hard on the bed. Her thighs were spread wide to let him in as deep as he could go, and her clit was a pulsing trigger of pleasure being rubbed by his hot cock. He tamped in another spurt or two, then sighed and stopped thrusting.
"Ohhhhh God!" Cammy panted. "I was really yelling. I hope I didn't wake up your wife!"
"It's okay. She sleeps like a hibernating bear."
As she lay there feeling Blake's cock going soft in her pussy, Camilla began to realize just how wild things had gotten. She dimly remembered how it had started, how Blake had fooled around until he'd gotten her interested, gotten her hot. Then she hadn't been able to resist his touches and kisses.
"I'd better get dressed and get home."
"We haven't worked on your math problems much."
"I don't care. I don't think I can stay any longer. I don't think I could face your wife if she got up. I'm sorry I did this, Blake. I wish you hadn't started touching me."
"Don't give me that crap. You liked it just fine!"
Camilla lowered her eyes. She was angry with Blake, but angrier at herself. Yet, mad as she was, she couldn't keep her eyes off him as he turned to dress. Even though she'd just been fucked, she found herself wanting more. She wondered how long it would be before she would want to see him again.
"You'll be back next Wednesday, won't you?" Blake asked, puffing on a pair of tight designer jeans.
"I don't think I should…"
"You'll be here. If you're ever going to get yourself straightened out with that math, you'd better be here." He gave her a warm smile. "And besides, there's more to life than math, isn't there?"
"Yeah. I guess so."
By the time Camilla got back home, her heart wasn't pounding so fast, but her pussy was still swollen and her underwear was soppy with Blake's cum. It felt to her like he'd pumped a gallon of his slick, pungent cum into her belly. At least she didn't feel too scared of getting knocked up. Her period came and went like clockwork and this was not a dangerous time of the month. She'd put her books in her room and was getting something to eat when her father came into the kitchen.
"How did you work with the tutors go?"
"Fine. Just fine." She avoided his eyes.
"Well, if you don't make progress with this fellow… what did you say his name was?"
"Mr. Garrison. I think his first name is Blake."
"Yes. Well, if you don't make progress with Mr. Garrison, I can arrange something else. Something a little more intensive."
"Okay, Dad, but I think Mr. Garrison is gonna teach me a lot." She blushed saying it, because she knew she'd learned lots more sex than math that evening. What frightened her was that she wanted to learn more.
"Oh, by the way, Janet said she wanted you to call her."
"Maybe I'll just drop over and say hi," Cammy said quickly, welcoming an excuse to get out of the house and away from her father's suspicions. Well, maybe he didn't suspect her, but Cammy had the feeling that a man could tell when a woman had been with another man. Surely, her dad was sensitive to the aroma of cum. If he got a whiff of that she wasn't sure how she'd handle it. Cammy hurried out of her house and crossed the lawn.
Janet answered the door and gave Cammy a big hug.
"I've been wondering how you are. What's new?"
"A lot!"
Janet wrinkled her nose and sniffed. "Yeah, I'll bet. I can already guess half of it. You've been fucking somebody in the last half hour."
"Is it that obvious?"
"You don't exactly smell like a virgin." Janet shook her head and grinned. "So you really went and did it. You lost that silly little cherry of yours!"
"I'm afraid so." Cammy tossed her loose, blonde hair. "Could I use your shower? I feel sticky as hell."
"Oh wow, I can't wait to hear about this. I'll take a shower with you."
Giggling with excitement, Janet took Cammy by the hand and pulled her upstairs to her bedroom. Then before Cammy could stop her crazy friend, Janet had stripped off her skirt and top and jerked down her panties.
"Look at you! You're all swollen up."
Janet's eyes were wide with disbelief. "He must have had a nice big cock, whoever it was."
"I can't tell you who it was," Cammy said, "but it was big all right."
"Did he do anything else? Did he feel you up? Did he eat your pussy?"
"Janet! I don't want to tell you everything."
"Oh please, I've got to know! Come on, let's get in the shower and that'll loosen you up."
The hat water did feel good and Cammy let Janet soap her back and slide her fingers between the cheeks of her ass. Then her chubby friend soaped Cammy's tits and rubbed her own big tits against them. Cammy hugged Janet as the spray thundered down over their faces. They kissed.
"Was his cock bigger than this?" Janet asked, grabbing a shampoo bottle from the tile shelf.
Sammy put her hand around the smooth cylinder of plastic. "Yeah, about that big."
Bending her knees and rocking her hips forward, Janet eased the shampoo bottle down and began to push it between the lips of her pussy.
"Christ, I don't know whether I'd be able, to take something like this or not!"
"It hurt, but I loved it!"
"Tell me how he seduced you. He did seduce you, didn't he?"
"Yeah. He started tell me how pretty I was and all that kind of stuff. Then before I knew it he was touching me and kissing me and getting his hands in my pants was so wet it embarrassed me."
"Tell me more while I fuck myself with this bottle," Janet panted, her big brown eyes glazed over with lust.
"He pinned my hands above my head when he got his cock in good. I could feel his cock stretching me and my pussy kept grabbing at it like it wanted to suck all that white stuff."
"Yeah, I know. It just makes me feel funny to say it."
"Except when you're doing it. Then you say anything."
"How'd you know?"
Janet moaned as she worked the shampoo bottle a little deeper. "I just do."
As Cammy went into more detail about how Blake had given her the most thorough fucking of her life, she watched her friend force the bottle into her pussy. Then Janet grabbed Camilla's hand and guided it down between her thighs.
"You do it. Do it while you're hugging me and I can pretend it's that big stud of yours, whoever he is."
Camilla grabbed the shampoo bottle at the neck and began to push it in and out of her friend's pussy. It excited her more than she'd first thought. To feel the resistance as she thrust it deep into Janet's cunt made her shiver. She felt a little of what it was like to be a boy. She was forcing something hard and long up into a girl's cunt!
"Ohhhhh, that's fantastic!" Janet licked Cammy's tits, then kissed her neck. When their mouths met, Cammy pushed her tongue between Janet's teeth and her friend began to plunge her ass up and down. The bottle went deeper. "Push it in all the way and pull it out real slow!"
Cammy did what Janet wanted and it thrilled her to feel the suction of her cunt as she eased the shampoo bottle out and then forced it deep again. Janet kissed her mouth and hugged her hard.
"Christ, I wish I had a man to fuck me!" Janet moaned, humping wildly at the bottle that was being shoved into her pussy.
"I wish you did, too," Cammy sighed.
Janet stopped her then and pulled the bottle out of her pussy. "This isn't as fun standing up," she panted. "Let's dry off and go get in bed."
"Janet, I'm not so sure I'm really into this. I feel weird pushing an old bottle into your cunt."
Janet grinned. "I've got something better than a bottle. Come on!"



CHAPTER SIX


"God, what's that?"
"I don't know exactly what they call them," Janet said, dangling the strange array of leather straps before Cammy's face. Cammy saw something attached to the straps, something that looked very much like Blake's big prick. It was even fleshy in texture and gave a little when she pressed a finger into the tip. But underneath it was hard as a hoe handle.
"It looks and feels just like a real cock!"
Camilla said.
"My aunt came to stay with us one time and when she left, I was supposed to clean up the room she'd used. I found this thing stuffed under the mattress. I guess she was too embarrassed to write and ask if anyone had found it."
"Your aunt had this?"
"Yeah." Janet giggled. "She always was a little weird. I don't think she was too fond of men." Janet bit her lip and, smiled. "But she sure liked women!"
A strange series of images floated through Cammy's head. "You think she put that thing on and pretended she was a man?"
"I'm sure she did." Janet looked at Cammy in a new way. "I wonder how it would look on you."
"Hey wait, I'm not going to put that thing on my body. I'm a girl. I know we fool around a little sometimes, but…"
"Cool down. It's not like we're perverted or anything. I'm just horny for some fucking and this would be pretty close to the real thing." Janet turned her big, sorrowful eyes up to Cammy. "Wouldn't you do your best friend a favor?"
"Sounds weird to me," Cammy said, taking the tangle of straps. "How does this thing fit, anyhow?"
Janet helped look loop the straps around Cammy's waist and jerked them tight. A couple of smaller straps went between her thighs to hold the artificial cock when it was pulled back. When Camilla looked down at the thick, hard thing that stuck up from her crotch, it gave her a little shiver of excitement.
"God, it feels heavy!"
"Oh, you look wonderful. Like you could fuck me all night!"
"I don't know about this, Janet."
"Come on," her friend said, pulling her by the hand, "let's get in bed."
With the curtains pulled and some music playing low, Cammy began to get in the mood. Janet was acting real soft and shy and excited and that made Camilla feel strong and confident. She began to kiss Janet's big tits, then nibble gingerly on her nipples. Janet came unglued.
"Ohhhhh Cammy, fuck me! I want you to put your big cock inside me!"
"But it's not my cock!" Cammy whispered.
"For now you can pretend, can't you?"
Cammy ran her hand down Janet's soft, plump belly and touched the taut curls of her pussy. As she began to rub her finger up and down Janet's cunt-slit, Janet groaned and arched her back.
"Put it in! Put your cock into me!"
Cammy held the heavy false cock in her hand and guided the tip up against Janet's slit. As she moved the thing back and forth against Janet's clit, she watched the pink rubber began to shine with her friend's fuck-juices.
"You're wet!" she breathed, stroking Janet's tits.
"Yeah, I want to fuck so bad! I can taste it!" Cammy watched Janet lift her knees and open them wide. Her pink, glistening pussy was a soft flower ready to be penetrated. Cammy touched the barbed head of the cock against her throbbing cunt-folds and leaned forward gently. The straps of the dude tightened around her waist and dug into the flesh of her thighs. Janet let out a groan and her ass began to move in slow circles. The head of the artificial cock plowed into her cunt-slit a little deeper, but couldn't get past the tightness of her fuck-hole.
"Ohhhhhh, that's glorious!" Janet gasped, moving her ass faster.
"It makes me feel weird," Cammy whispered. "Being a girl and doing this."
"Wow… I love it!"
Cammy ran her fingers along the thick, hard cock-shaft and touched the place where the cock-head was rubbing deeper into Janet's feverish pussy. She felt the muscles being stretched as she leaned forward again. Again the straps tightened around her back and thighs, and the one that ran between the cheeks of her ass gave her a thrill.
"This is far out!" she gasped. "When I try to make it go in you, it makes those straps rub my clit. Ohhhhh, that's nice. Ohhhhhh, it makes me want to keep doing it!"
"Yeah, keep doing it!"
Camilla had to look again, had to see how Janet's cunt was being stretched. As she watched, her plump friend's cunt opened around the cock-tip.
"The cock-head's in!"
"Ohhhhhh!" Janet panted, flopping her head on the pillow. She dug her heels and humped her back down into the mattress. "Ohhhhh, feels so good. So damned good!"
"I'm not hurting you?"
"No!" To prove it, Janet began to thrash her hips from side to side. The dildo was pulled deeper and the steps creaked as Cammy brought it back out again, then thrust hard.
"Yuuuuuhhhhhh!" Janet cried, her legs kicking.
"Ohhhhh God!" Cammy sighed as the strap between her ass-cheeks went taut and the smooth butt of the dildo caressed her clit. She humped again, and her tingling clit was mashed enough to send the aching thrills down her thighs.
Janet's eyes were pinched closed. As the stiff, rubber cock went deeper and was pulled slowly back, her pussy-flesh followed the shape of the cock-shaft. Cammy felt the suction and the tightness of her friend's cunt, and shivered from the excitement of having caused such excitement.
"Fuck me!" Janet begged. Her ass rolled faster against the bed now as Cammy thrust with a faster rhythm. The sounds of the dildo slurping and slishing between her friend's thighs made Cammy pant louder. Her own clit was being stroked every rime she gave Janet a thrust. When she got the cock deep again, she held it there and rolled her slim ass in a frenzy, gasping at the thrills her movements gave her.
"Call me a name!" Janet begged. "Tell me you like to fuck me!"
"You bitch!" Cammy said, trying to sound rough, but giggled instead. The next time she was able to sound more convincing. "I want to fuck your cunt, Janet. I want to fuck you until you can't think straight!"
"Uhhhhh, uhhhnnnnn!" Janet grunted, her hips lurching forward and back as Cammy fucked the cock deeper, drew it back slowly and thrust again. Her clit was on fire. The delirious, frenzied sensations made her hot. She kissed Janet's loose mouth, pushing her tongue between her teeth. Janet sucked her lips and nibbled them with hungry little whimpers.
"Faster!"
"Uhhhh, uhhhh!" Cammy sighed. "My clit is tickling so bad I can't stand it. Ohhhhh, God, I think I'm gonna come!"
"Hold me, Cammy, hold me tight!"
Cammy hugged Janet hard as her slim ass pumped and danced between the brunette's open thighs. The slick mound of their fucking was sloppy now, and the room smelled of hot, damp pussy. Cammy felt the rubber cock bind in Janet's cunt as her friend's muscles began to convulse with excitement. The tightening made it hard for her to pull the cock back out of Janet's pussy.
"Ohhhhh fuck! Ohhhhh fuck, I'm coming!" Janet squirmed and twisted under Cammy's body. Her big tits bobbed and Cammy felt her blood-swollen nipples pressing against her own hard little nubs. The leather straps dug deeper into her ass-cheeks as she fucked Janet's pussy.
"Yeah, that's it!" Janet cried, making the mattress thump with her frantic movements.
Cammy was coming too. The quivering waves, shivering sensations, around her cunt had grown so powerful that she couldn't stop squirming. Her clit was being rubbed and mashed by the end of the dildo, and when she shoved it into Janet's pussy one last time, they cried out together and kissed. The bed rocked with their pumping, rubbing movements. Cammy felt Janet's heart pounding, felt he cunt sucking at the dildo. The exquisite tremors of coming continued to pulse through Camilla's body as she tightened the muscles of her ass and rubbed her small, hard tits against her best friend's big tits.
"That was far out!" Cammy said when she'd gotten her breath.
"Maybe I should put that cock on and do it to you."
"No, I don't think so. I feel strange enough already."
Janet pushed herself up on an elbow. "And you've got the real thing, right? You don't need a rubber cock to get a thrill."
"That's one way of looking at it."
"Don't blame you. I wish I could have some of the real stuff. It's been a longtime since a guy has given me a ride."
Cammy swung her legs off the bed and began to unfasten the straps of the dildo. "You'd better make sure your folks don't find this. They'd never believe it belongs to your aunt."
"I know. And they wouldn't want to believe what I've been doing with it!"
When they'd dressed, Janet came downstairs with Cammy and slipped an arm around her waist at the front door.
"Thanks for helping me out. I was in bad shape."
"I suppose we've committed some awful sin," Cammy replied, "but I don't feel so bad about it."
"Neither do I."
"You know something's been bothering me."
"About what we did?"
"No. It's something about that guy I told you about."
"You didn't tell me much. Except that he has a big prick."
"His name is Blake." Cammy gave Janet a warning look. "Promise you won't breathe a word of this."
"Okay, so what bothers you about Blake?"
"He doesn't really talk like a teacher. He seemed to know his math and all, but there was something funny about him. He just didn't fit what I expected a bookish math teacher to be like."
Janet laughed. "Who cares. He knows how to put it in and pull it out, doesn't he?"
Cammy let her eyes go dreamy. "Does he ever."
"Then don't worry about his credentials."
"Maybe you're right." But Cammy was still bothered.
By the time Friday afternoon rolled around, Cammy was feeling a slew of contradicting emotions. She knew that her math teacher would be waiting for her at his apartment and she wasn't afraid of seeing him, but she was beginning to wonder about her own motives. Was she a curious adolescent, or a nymphomaniac? Maybe she was both. During classes that day she found herself daydreaming about Blake's big cock, and when Ralph had waved at her in the hall, she'd lured him into the library where she found a quiet spot in the stacks. Then she'd let him rub against her and kiss her until his jeans were so tight he could hardly walk.
During math class, Mr. Anderson had tried hard to act as if nothing out of the ordinary was on his mind, but she caught him looking at her at least three times. They weren't the sort of looks a teacher was supposed to be giving one of his students.
Now she was on her way down the street where Mr. Anderson's apartment was. Her heart pounded and her palms were wet. She wondered if he'd be able to smell her when she got there. She knew her panties were damp and her cunt-lips swollen. Why couldn't she think of anything but sex? Despite her condition she wasn't even sure she was going to let Mr. Anderson touch her. After fucking Blake, her teacher was no longer that exciting.
"Ah, Camilla!" Mr. Anderson said, opening the door. He acted surprised, as if he'd forgotten their appointment. It didn't fool Cammy. She came into the apartment, dropped her books on the dining room table, and looked around.
"You don't have anything to drink, do you?"
"Some water or juice perhaps?"
"I'd rather have beer." She couldn't believe she'd said it, but Mr. Anderson didn't come unglued like she'd thought.
"I'm not sure I approve of students drinking. Especially not while they are at my apartment getting help with lessons."
"If it bugs you, that's okay. I'll have water."
"But maybe I could find a beer. Maybe I'll even have one with you." Mr. Anderson laughed as he went to rummage in the refrigerator. Cammy skinned off her sweater and tossed it on the sofa. Then she kicked off her shoes and spread her bare toes deep in the carpet. Mr. Anderson watched her from the kitchen. When he came over with her beer, she thought his hand was shaking.
"Since we're going to be working together, Camilla, why don't you forget all that Mr. Anderson stuff and just call me Bob."
"Okay." Cammy took a big slug of beer. "You know you could have gotten into a lot of trouble for doing what you did to me that day after class."
"Yes, I know. You've been kind not to mention it to anyone."
"Most people would tell me I'm crazy to come here to your apartment alone."
Bob Anderson took a long pull on his beer. "I hope you don't feel threatened. I only want what's good for you, Camilla."
Cammy looked down at the lump in his pants. "That's what you want to give me, isn't, it? Wouldn't you like to pull off my skirt and top and then jerk down my panties and run your hands over my body?"
She drank some more and looked up to see Bob's reaction.
"Normally I'd like to slap the face of anyone who spoke to me like that."
"But you don't want to slap mine?" Cammy turned and pushed herself against him. Her small tits pressed into his chest and her upturned mouth was soft, lips slightly parted. Bob Anderson swallowed hard…
"You'd like to do something else to me, wouldn't you?"
"I… I think I need something to go with this beer." Mr. Anderson turned to a small cabinet and jerked it open. With trembling fingers he poured four fingers of scotch into a glass and tossed it off neat. Camilla undid the first two buttons of her blouse and came to stand beside him. As he chased the scotch with a drink of beer, Bob Anderson peered down at her exposed tits.
"I haven't been able to get you off my mind," he said, the words coming fast and hard. "I dream about you. When I manage to sleep at all. I think of your hands and the smell of your cunt."
Cammy hadn't expected anything like this. At first she thought Mr. Anderson might be making fun of her, but the look in his eyes was crazy. He reached a hand out and gently took her long, blonde braid in his fingers.
"Mr. Anderson… I mean, Bob. Bob, I'm here because my math grades aren't good as good as my parents would like. If I don't make good math grades, I won't get into Yale. I don't know what you have in mind, but if I don't start bringing my grades up…"
"Forget about your damned grades." Bob Anderson waved a hand. "You'll have straight A's from now on. If you'll only… only…"
"If I'll only what?"
Bob buried his face in her hair. "Cammy, I've got to fuck you. I can't live without fucking you."
Cammy twisted out of his embrace and walked to the window. Bob's place was three stories up and the view across a nearby park was pretty. She could feel his eyes on her.
"I could get in a lot of trouble," she said, taking another mouthful of beer. She couldn't let him know how nervous she was.
"I know that. We both could get in trouble. But if you'll…"
"If there was some way you could show me you really cared for me. Then I'd know you wouldn't hurt me. I'd feel safer." She turned and gave him a soft smile. "Do you understand what I mean?"
"If it's money you want, I'll give you what I have. I don't make much as a highschool teacher." He fumbled for his wallet and peeled out a wad of bills. Cammy looked at the money he stuffed into her hand. It was something just over seventy dollars. She laughed, not believing she'd asked for it and hardly believing Mr. Anderson had come across. She realized that he wasn't even so bad looking now that she was a little high on the beer.
"It's not enough?" he asked, his eyes sad. "It's enough." Cammy folded the bills, picked up her sweater from the couch and stuffed them in the pocket. Bob Anderson's face broke into a smile.
"You'll stay then? You'll stay awhile?"
"Why not? I could use another beer, though."
Bob almost broke a leg getting her one. Cammy felt like she'd slipped into the twilight zone. This guy was one of the school's most tight-assed teachers, and here he was practically on his hands and knees. She knew men liked pussy, but she'd never realized that her cunt had this kind of power.
Bob handed the beer and watched her drink. She remembered how it had felt when she'd patted his cock that day after class. She remembered how his cum had spurted out and made a thick puddle on the floor. She wanted to touch him again. To make him crazy for her. She liked this new feeling, a feeling of control. She was going to make her grades without even studying, and she had seventy bucks in her pocket besides. She smiled up at Bob.
"I think I'd like to take a shower. You want to join me?"
"Yes, that sounds nice." He took another slug of scotch and put his glass down. Cammy followed him into the bedroom and began to undress. He stood by the bathroom door watching her drop her blouse on the bed, then her skirt. When she wiggled her hips and slipped her panties down, he came across the room quickly and went to his knees.
"Do you think I'm pretty?"
"You're gorgeous." He pressed his nose into her pubic curls, then kissed the plump damp swell of her cunt-mound. "Oh, God, I could become addicted to you!"
"I think you already are." Cammy walked around him and moved toward the bathroom. She got into the shower and adjusted the spray. The hot water was already steaming over her shoulders by the time Bob Anderson pulled the curtain back and joined, her. His cock jutted out from his body, a thick, heavy hunk of cockmeat. Cammy soaped her hands and eased them around his cock-shaft.
"Ohhhhh Jesus!" he gasped.
Cammy moved her fingers up and down slowly. When she got to his cock-tip, she lathered it with white soap froth, her smooth hands caressing and stroking the sensitive lobes underneath. She grinned up at him through the steamy spray.
"You're a nice looking guy without your glasses. I guess being around that school makes you so uptight, huh?"
"I'm uptight because I've tried to keep something like this from happening. But now it's too late. I don't care about anything but having you here with me." He pulled Cammy's chin up and kissed her mouth. Cammy opened her lips and let his tongue slide between her teeth. Then she sucked it. Bob's cock swelled in her hands as if she were sucking on it.
"Here, let's wash the soap off," she said.
"What are you going to do?"
"What would you like me to do?"
"I don't want to embarrass you or anything." Bob Anderson panted faster. His cock-tip was pulsing, growing larger and darker as Cammy watched. Ever since she'd had Blake's cock in her mouth, she hadn't been able to forget the sensation. Now she was staring at Bob Anderson's prick, wondering how it would feel.
"What are you going to do?" he repeated breathlessly.
"I'm going to suck your cock, Bob." Cammy looked up at him with her big, blue eyes. "I want your cock in my mouth so I can lick it and bite it and suck on it until…" She was too breathless with excitement to finish. Bob closed his eyes and leaned back against the tiles.
Cammy went to her knees in the shower and stared at the head of Bob's cock. Then she formed her mouth into a perfect O and eased forward. Her tongue flicked out to bathe his cock-lobes with spit.
"Ahlihhhh," Bob groaned.
"Mmmmmmuuuhh!" Cammy gasped. With the warm water raining down on face and shoulder, Cammy leaned forward, her hands supporting the thick, hot shaft of Bob's prick. She pushed her tongue gingerly won his taut, pulsing cock-tip, bathing it with hot spit. Bob Anderson sucked a quick breath and held ft. Cammy curled her tongue around bin cockhead licking and sucking and petting. Thea she bobbed her head forward, taking half his cock suddenly into her mouth. With her tongue working forward and back along the underside of his cock-shaft, she looked up through the steamy spray.
Bob's mouth hung open and his eyes were glazed with pleasure. He was moving his hips a little now, thrusting gently against her sucking.
Cammy cupped his big balls, one in each hand. When she squeezed them, Bob let out a long moan of pleasure and his ass worked faster. Cammy didn't have to move her head anymore. She just held her mouth open and let him fuck in and out while her tongue teased and sucked and stroked him.
"Goddamn!" Bob panted, holding her head with both hands now. Cammy let him, but as his prick went deeper, she began to worry about choking. Squeezing his balls, she moved her hands back and forced him back, too.
"Not so deep!"
"I can't help it," Bob panted. "Your mouth is so soft and slick and hot."
"Take it easy. I'll suck you if you won't."
"Uuhhhhnnn." Bob had thrust his cock-tip deep again. It plowed between her tonsils and into her throat, and she had to swallow frantically to keep from gagging.
"Take it all, you beautiful little slut!" Bob sighed.
"Ohhhhhmmmmmm!" Cammy moaned through flared nostrils. She wasn't choking anymore, but the thick head of Bob's cock still felt strange as it slid in and out of her throat.
She made herself not think about gagging, and after a few more seconds, the spasms passed. She touched the place where his cock-shaft joined his cock-head and then licked hard between the plump, hot lobes. Bob shoved his prick into her throat again and his whole body shivered with passion.
"Mmmmhhuuuuhhhh!" she gasped, almost choking. But this time, the gagging passed even quicker and she tightened her throat around Bob's throbbing prick-tip.
"Ohhhhh Cammy, I'm about to lose it. I'd better lay down before I fall down!"
On the way to the bedroom, Cammy tried to dry off and so did Bob, but they bit the bed a bit on the damp side. Cammy didn't care. She had an urgent desire to get Bob's prick inside her mouth again. There was something about the shape of his huge, swollen cock that was turning her on. She panted as she knelt between his open legs and began to fondle his cock.
"Suck my cock, Cammy! Suck it good!"
Cammy popped his bulging cock-tip between her lips and spread her hot spit around again. Bob writhed and dug his fingers into the sheets. Then Cammy pulled his cock-head into the back of her mouth and began to chew it very gingerly.
"Goddamn!" Bob Anderson groaned, pumping his hips wildly. Cammy let him thrust deeper, let his prick push into her throat again.
Her body bucked as the gagging fit came on, but it passed quickly and she began to use her tongue against the bottom of his cock-shaft.
Bob pulled his prick slowly back until his heavy, blood-swollen cock-head rested on Cammy's soft tongue. She licked him very gently as the throbbing increased. He sounded funny. Like he couldn't breathe. And his belly was hard as a rock!
"Ohhhh!" he moaned. Cammy trembled with excitement. It turned her on to know she was turning Bob Anderson on. She was turning him into a twitching sex fiend!
Using her tongue like a paintbrush, she washed his cock-head with hot spit, then pulled him a little deeper. Her throat moved as she sucked rhythmically at his hot cock-meat.
"Cammy! I'm gonna come in your mouth. Don't stop sucking me. Please don't stop. If you'll just swallow my cum, I'll find some more money to give you! Cammy… Cammmeee!"
Cammy felt the rippling contractions at the base of his cock. She pressed her finger along his hidden cum-tube, searching for the source of the throbbing. She pressed back into his ballsac and farther until she knew she was close. Something strong was pumping there. She touched the spot, then gently pushed against it.
"Whhhhuuuuuuh!" Bob gasped, his chest heaving. "Ohhhhhh, Christ, I'm coming but I can't come!"
The look of agony mixed with pleasure on his face fascinated Cammy. She found that by varying the pressure against that pulsing spot she could let Bob get a little closer to coming and then shut it off again. She used her tongue too, sucking hard while she was pushing up against his groin, then slowing her licking when she released the pressure.
Bob Anderson's face was red and his eyes were pinched tight. He tried to say something but all that came out was a garbled curse. Cammy began to be afraid that she might be really harming him. And besides, she was excited by the thought of having cum in her mouth for the first time. She wanted to know how it tasted. She took her finger away from Bob's groin and began to suck him with a steady, slurpy rhythm. Bob panted hard.
The first spill of cum filled Cammy's cupped tongue and overflowed. She tasted the salty, sharpness as she gulped it down. Bob thrust his hips as spurt after spurt of his hot, slick cum jetted into her throat.
"Yuuuuummmm," Cammy moaned through her nostrils. She was gulping fast, trying to keep up with the steady surges of jism. Bob groaned her name, then cursed from the pleasure that was jolting his body. Cammy could almost feel the waves of ecstasy ride through his prick. He writhed as the seizures made him breathless. Cammy knew that her tongue and mouth were doing those wonderful things to her teacher's prick. She was the one. She had him where she wanted him?
When Cammy pulled away from Mr. Anderson's cock at last, a stream of white cum leaked out of the corner of her mouth and her lips were glossy with the fresh, hot cream. She wiped the back of her hand across her chin and smiled at him.
"Like that?"
Bob laughed weakly. "Like isn't the word, Cammy. Where did you learn to do that?"
"I'm self taught. Remember you said if I swallowed your cum you'd…"
Bob raised a hand. "Yes, yes. I remember. I'll write you out a check for twenty more dollars. You've cleaned me put of my cash."
Cammy flopped back on the bed and began to rub her tits. "Sucking your cock got me all excited. God, my cunt is tingling like crazy."
"Your beautiful cunt!" Bob Anderson said, rolling onto his elbows and crawling up between Cammy's spread legs. He kissed her thighs and nuzzled the soft, white flesh behind her knees. Cammy sighed and closed her eyes. When her teacher's hot tongue got close to her pubes, she pushed her cunt up toward him.
"So you want the same treatment?"
"Uh huh!" Camilla sighed, bending her long legs and letting her knees drop apart. Her pussy bloomed pink and plush and juicy before Bob Anderson's eyes. He licked his lips and his nostrils flared with excitement.
"So beautiful!" he murmured. Then his head rowed and Cammy felt his open mouth press into her lush cunt-folds. She felt her clit mauled by his tongue, felt his teeth nip at one plump, outer cunt-lip.
"Whhhhuuh!" she panted. "Uhh, uhhhh, am…"
Cammy's thin toes fanned out as she weakly kicked her feet in the air. Bob Anderson wallowed his mouth back and forth between the lips of her pussy. His tongue searched out her fuckhole and dove deep. His chin pressed against her and his nose brushed her clit. She worked her slim hips sideways, smearing her hot cunt-juices across his face.
"Now I'm gonna fuck you," Bob said, kissing her pink pussy.
"But you just came. You're all soft!" Cammy couldn't believe any man could get a second hard-on that quick. Janet had told h… Then she looked. Bob Anderson's big cock was growing stiff again. It was still shiny with her spit and his cum, but was growing thicker by the second.
"You're all mine," Bob said. "I've bought and paid for you, you hot little high school slut!"
Cammy's cunt throbbed as if it needed that heavy, hot cock that hung from Bob's body. Cammy reached out her hands and cradled his feverish cock.
"Yes!" she breathed. "Put your cock in me! Put it all the way into my pussy!"



CHAPTER SEVEN


Bob kissed her mouth hard, rubbing his chest against her tits, and Cammy felt his hips brush her open thighs. She felt his cock throbbing in her fingers. Gently she guided his feverish cocktip against her dripping cunt-folds. Bob grabbed her wrists and pinned her hands over her head. His tongue curved around one nipple, then went to wet the other. The hot nub pressed up into his mouth and he nibbled it. Cammy made soft, whimpering noises in her throat. Whenever Bob sucked one of her nipples, her cunt ached with pleasure. She felt the heavy head of his cock pressing against her cunt-hole as he worked it into her cunt.
"You're tight, but you're so wet, it won't be hard to get in."
"Uhhh, I feel you! Sooooo big!"
"All my life I've dreamed of making it with one of my students. And you're the most beautiful, the sexiest of them all!"
Bob's cock-tip was suddenly thrust into her. Cammy gasped with pleasure. His cock was big, almost as big as Blake's. She snaked her hips against the mattress and felt the pressure of his cock-shaft stretching her pussy-hole.
"Ohhhhh shit!" she moaned.
Bob seemed to enjoy her shivering excitement. He kissed her neck and shoulders and forced his tongue deep into her mouth. His body was heavy, pressing her into the bed. She tried to free her hands, but his fingers dug into her wrists.
"I want to touch it!" she panted. "I want to feel your cock going into me!"
Bob let go of one hand and Cammy slipped her fingers down between their bellies and found the place where his cock-shaft disappeared into her plush, slippery cunt. The difference between her soft flesh and her teacher's hardness excited her. He had about four inches jammed into her. There was lots more to go.
"What does it feel like?" Cammy breathed. "To stick your cock in my pussy?"
"Softer than the softest thing in the world. Soft and hot and slick. You're tighter than someone who has had babies, so I can feel your muscles rippling and squeezing me. It makes me want to fill you full of hot cum!"
"Ohhhh!" Cammy sighed, excited by his words.
"When I kiss your tits," Bob went on, "I can feel your clit contracting. It feels like it's milking me." He brought his hips forward and Cammy sighed as another inch of cock pushed into her body. She wiggled hungrily for more.
"Fuck me! Ohhhh, I love to be fucked!"
She squeezed her fingers around his cockshaft. He was pulsing as he fucked her and she squeezed back. Then she found his balls and squeezed one of them. Bob kissed her mouth hungrily. His touch was hard against her ass, and now that he'd let her other hand loose, she dug her fingers into his back.
Bob thrust harder, and his thick cock forced fuck-juice out of her pussy and down the crack of her ass. His cock-tip was fat and hot inside her. Her pussy squeezed it, her silky cunt-flesh making him moan when she tightened herself around him.
"You're my little slut! My own little high school slut!"
Cammy didn't care what her teacher called her. Even if he was a little kinky, his cock felt wonderful inside her cunt. She pumped her ass eagerly, making friction around her cit.
"Uhhh, ohhhh God, that's wonderful. You're really big and hard!"
Bob Anderson groped excitedly at her slim, firm body, then kissed her open mouth so hard it hurt. The weight of his body pinned her to the bed. She pounded his back and gasped with excitement. The thrills inside her pussy were pounding up through her. Bob's cock was all the way inside now and when he pulled back to thrust again, her pussy clasped tightly around his swollen cock-meat as if it wanted to keep him there forever.
"Bob!" she moaned, hugging his neck. "Ohhhh, you're really fucking me good!"
"Your pussy is hot!" He mouthed one of her tits roughly and the nipples came up between his lips. Cammy arched her back from the frenzied pleasure Bob made her feel. Then she wrapped her long legs around his back and hunched like a hot rabbit. Bob clutched her dancing ass and fucked his prick as deep as he could get it.
"Whhhhaaaaa!" Cammy babbled. Bob grabbed her hips and rammed hard, his cock going into her to the hilt with each thrust.
"Uhhh, ohhhh, yes!"
"I'm all the way in you. Do you like it?"
"Yes… uhhh… ohhhh… Bob… Ohhhh shit!"
Suddenly Bob stopped moving and bit his lip. Cammy didn't know what was wrong, but she couldn't stop moving herself. She pumped her slim ass faster.
"Ohhhh, don't stop. What's wrong? Ohhh, Bob, keep fucking me cause I'm gonna come!"
"Stop moving, Cammy. Stop or it'll be too late!"
Cammy didn't care whether he lost it or not. She wanted to be fucked. She wanted to feel her teacher's big cock sliding in and out of her pussy until she lost her mind with pleasure. She wanted to feel her clit explode. Ecstasy washed over her skin and jolted every nerve.
"Fuck me, damn it, fuck me!"
She humped and arched her back as her pussy stripped the thick, throbbing cock-shaft that filled her. Bob bit his lip and cursed. Inside her cunt she could feel his cock-head swelling with a steady, beating rhythm. Then Bob Anderson cried out and jerked his cock out of her pussy. He slapped it up onto her soft belly just as his first spurt came. Hot spatters of cum flecked Cammy's tits and tummy. The next jet leaped up in an arc and fell in a hot, slick line across her mouth.
She reached down and caught his jerking, bobbing cock. She jacked his cock-skin with quick, hard jerks, her fingers bumping the flared crown of Bob's spurting prick. Another thick glob of cum fell between her tits. Cammy scooped it up with her finger and popped it into her mouth.
Bob had rolled onto his back now, his cock still shooting spurts of cum. His cum wet the sheets and dripped down in long strings. Cammy kept jacking him as cum dripped from her fingers and oozed down her arm.
"God, you must have a pint in your balls!" Bob shuddered and gave a few last thrusts with his hips. Cammy squeezed his balls with one hand while milking the length of his cock with her long white fingers. A couple of heavy drops of his cum oozed down his cock-shaft and then some of the hardness went out of it. Cammy licked his slick cum from her fingers and put a hand down to her cunt. She hadn't come, and now she was half out of her mind.
She touched her swollen clit and began to roll it gingerly.
"Bob, I'm dying to fuck. What's wrong?" He didn't open his eyes and his breathing was growing deeper and steadier. Cammy frowned and swung her legs out of bed. She jerked on her panties and skirt and found her blouse on a chair.
"What a drag. What a fucking drag!"
Going to the bed, she shook Bob Anderson's shoulders, but he mumbled sleepily and rolled over. Cammy let herself out of his apartment and hurried downstairs. As soon as she was out of the building, she ran. Her heart was pounding and her cunt aching. She was hornier than she'd ever been in her life. She was burning up with wanting to do it.
"Blake!" she said suddenly. It wasn't her night to get tutoring, but she couldn't bother with that now. She had to see someone who'd take care of her.
She passed a phone booth, but she didn't have a dime and she'd left his number at home. More than that, she didn't have time. Her pussy ached with wanting cock. She had to get to Blake… and fast.
When nobody answered the bell, Cammy began to knock. Her cunt-lips were swollen and damp, pushing out the thin silk of her panties. She put her hand under her dress and stroked the plump curve of her pussy. When someone came down the hall, she took her hand away until she was alone again. Then she dug at herself again.
"Why doesn't anyone answer?" she whined, rocking her hips. "Finger-fucking just isn't going to get it!"
Impatiently she jerked her panties down, yanked them off over her shoes and held them while she pushed a finger into her cunt-hole. Her pussy-flesh sucked at her knuckles as she stroked and stabbed at herself. She knocked again. Then the hall lights went out.
A bigger finger pushed her own finger away and slid into her cunt-hole. An arm went around her waist. "Looking for someone?"
"Is that you Blake?" Cammy whimpered. "It sounds like you. Oh God, you scared me!" When no answer came, she tried to turn to see him. A hand went against her tits. She was pushed back against the wall and her dress jerked up.
"You're wet and ready, aren't you, little girl? You've been playing with yourself!"
"Blake! Tell me it's you. I had to see you. I couldn't wait. I would have called but…"
A hot mouth smothered her words. She tried to pull away, but whoever had, pinned her against the wall was much stronger than she was. She thought it was Blake, but she couldn't be sure. In the dimly lit hall she hadn't seen anyone sneak up behind her.
"You can stop kidding around now, Blake. You don't have to force me. I came over here so we could… you know."
"Girls who take their panties off in the hall might just get fucked," the man said. Cammy heard the sound of a zipper. Something hot and hard was pressed against her pussy. She tried to close her legs, but a knee was shoved between her thighs and her braid pulled back. With her head back, Cammy felt her neck being kissed. Hot thrills coursed through her body.
"Blake, it is you, isn't it? I'm sure ft's you!" She heard a key slip into a lock. The door in front of her opened. Cammy felt a rush of relief. Of course it was Blake. He was taking her into his apartment. He was playing a big joke on her, pretending he was forcing her to submit.
"Blake, it's so dark in here. Let's turn on a light."
"Forget the light."
Cammy was dragged through a room and down a hall. She remembered vaguely the bedroom where she and Blake had made it before. She thought that was where they were now but with only the light from the bathroom coming under the closed door, she couldn't be sure.
"Ohhhh Blake, I missed you. Did you miss me?"
A tongue went between her teeth. She was pushed back on the bed and her legs forced apart. Still frightened, Cammy writhed against her mystery lover. She was almost positive it was Blake, but that little bit of doubt added a strange excitement. A hand caressed her tits, then smoothed down her belly. She saw the outline of a man's shoulder in the light from across the room, but his face was impossible to see.
"I'm going to fuck you now."
Blake's voice? She panted, reaching out in the darkness. She found the stiff heat of a male cock and squeezed her thin fingers around it. She was trembling. The man hovering over her pressed his mouth against hers. It was a strong kiss, but gentle, too. The stab of his tongue made Cammy whimper with lust.
"Your cock feels beautiful," she breathed. "Fuck me with your cock!"
She bit the man's lips and he wallowed his hips between her thighs. Cammy bent her knees back and opened herself to him. Her cunt blossomed, its dainty folds stretched wide for cock. She felt it then, his smooth, hot cock-head rubbing her clit, then sliding down her cunt-slit. She humped her back and rubbed her juicy cuntflesh against his hard-on.
Cammy knew that she was still just a beginner when it came to sex, but each time was better than the last. She was definitely learning to appreciate the fine points. And Blake – she knew it had to be Blake – was teaching her more every time he touched her.
"Ohhhh, put your cock in me! I need it inside me so bad?"
Holding her dancing hips, the man between her thighs forced his cock into her hot fuck-hole.
She heard the slurpy sound and felt her soft cunt-flesh being plowed apart. She kissed the man's mouth and let him suck her tongue.
"Cammy!" he moaned in a way that she recognized.
"Blake," she laughed, "you sounded the same way the last time my cunt squeezed tight around your cock." She bit her lip and contracted her cunt-muscles again. "Like this!"
"Ohhhhh, Cammy!" Blake gasped. "Yeah, it's me. Give you a little thrill, huh?"
"Ahhhh Blake, you're giving me a thrill right now!"
Tilting her hips, Cammy writhed to make Blake fuck her. He pushed his cock deeper, wallowing his swollen cock-tip against the satin smooth flesh of her young pussy.
"Oh, yes, ohhhhh Blake, don't stop! Uhhhh, fuck me, Blake, fuck me harder!"
In the darkness of the bedroom. Blake ticked her steamy cunt. Cammy dug her fingers against his back and groaned, her ass working steadily as her pussy was filled again and again by his big, hard prick. The sheets were already wet from her fuck-juices, and she knew that Blake was wild about the way her cunt-muscles felt when she squeezed down around him. She was learning to make the beginning of her cunt-hole grip him tightly at the base of his prick. She could hold him like that and when he pulled back, the tightness stripped him. "Jesus!" he moaned.
"Uhh, uhhhh, Blake, it's getting so good. God, it itches like crazy. Keep scratching my pussy, Blake, keep scratching!"
"The way your pussy squeezes me. Ohhhhh shit!"
"I'm gonna come, Blake!" Cammy cried. "Get it in good, cause I'm gonna come!"
Blake held her, his hands almost circling her tiny waist. His mouth opened around one of her tits, puffing her nipple deep. He licked her while he fucked her, his balls swinging hard against her body, his swollen cock-head rubbing her in places she'd never been touched before. The consuming pleasure went over Cammy's skin in waves. The yearning itchy thrills made her cunt ache with tension. Her clit throbbed and stuck up hard against Blake's thrusting cock-shaft.
"Coming, coming, c-c-coming!" Camilla cried, her body snaking and jerking, her heels hooked around the backs of Blake's thighs. He ground her down into the bed, his chest flattening her small tits. Deep inside her pussy she felt his cock-tip swell. Cammy knew his come was about to spurt!



CHAPTER EIGHT


"I'd better pull out," Blake gasped.
"No, I want your cock inside me! Leave it in. Spew your cum inside me!"
Blake twisted her around until one of. Cammy's legs was pulled high and the other straight out. She pointed her toes as her own excitement peaked, and the shivery ecstasy of coming made her twitch and cry out.
Cammy touched Blake's balls just as he began to unload his thick cum. She felt the hot spurts deep inside her pussy. His cum was being forced into her pussy, and some of it already leaked from the tight edges of her fuck hole.
"Ohhhh, yes, I want your cum inside my cunt. Ohhhh, I want it to stay in there so my pussy'll soak it up!"
"Baby… ohhhhh… yeah… damn!" Blake held her slender body as he pumped his hot cum deep. The slishy movement of his cock was lubricated by his cum now, and Cammy felt it leaking down her ass and smeared across her thighs. She moaned and bit Blake's mouth when he kissed her. She cried out again as jolts of pleasure made her arch her back, made her nipples swell.
"What a beautiful cunt!" Blake whispered, still fucking.
"You've got so much cam!" Cammy wiped her hand down between her thighs and smeared the hot, smelly stuff across her face. She liked the musky fluids that had mixed while they'd fucked.
At last Blake trembled and lay still, and they clung to each other while Cammy's cunt continued to tighten rhythmically, milking the last few droplets of cum from her lover's prick.
"What a fuck!" she sighed. "You shouldn't have tricked me like that!"
"You dug it," Blake said. "I know you did!"
"What if it had been someone else?" Cammy teased, "and I'd dug it as much as I just did?"
"It wouldn't've been me," Blake said, but he did look a little worried. Cammy smiled as she considered how fragile these male egos could be. Every man she'd had sex with so far probably considered himself the best lover ever. It was probably best to let them go on thinking that.
"So where's your wife?"
"Out shopping." He pulled on his skivvies and turned on the bedside lamp. "Cam we'd better clear out before she comes home."
"It's kind of late to be shopping. I thought she was always tired."
"She must've gotten peppy after sleeping all day."
"Now that I'm here, I was hoping we could spend some time together."
"We just did."
"I mean more than just some time in bed. Couldn't we go somewhere?"
"I'm busy, and besides my wife might see us."
"We could drive to Morriston."
"Don't have time." Blake tossed her clothes at her. "Call me up next week."
When she was outside walking again, Cammy had a moment of anger followed by a spasm of self-pity. Who did Blake think he was anyhow? He was one hell of a lover, but when ft came to being a gentleman, she couldn't give him very good grades. Didn't he appreciate her? Didn't he appreciate the fact that she was willing to give herself to him with no questions asked?
"If he wasn't so good in bed. I wouldn't even try to see him again!"
The next morning when she came down to breakfast, her father put down his paper and gave her a questioning smile.
"Well, how's your math coming along? Going to make those good grades you need?"
"I don't think you have a thing to worry about," Cammy said.
"For someone who was pretty far behind, you sure seem confident."
"I am." Cammy smiled, thinking of Mr. Anderson's promise. She'd worked hard for her grades all right, even if the labor couldn't be called academic.
"I'm so glad to hear that," her mother gushed. "I just knew you could make grades if you put your mind to it."
"Actually I set more than just my mind to it."
"How so?" her father asked. "What I mean," Cammy hurriedly said, "is that you have to throw yourself into any challenge. You have to give your all."
"Yes," her father said, nodding. "I see what you mean."
Cammy was relieved that he didn't see what she meant.
"So this new tutor you found really knows his stuff," her mother put in.
"Oh, yes!" Cammy smiled. "He really knows his stuff."
"And you've been working with your teacher, too," her mother added.
"Yes, after I got to know Mr. Anderson, I realized he wasn't so bad. The other evening he really gave me his full attention. He thinks I'll be making a very high grade in his class this semester."
"He was pleased with your ability to learn fast, I suppose," said Cammy's father.
"I guess so." Cammy had to look away. Though she'd enjoyed the little word game with her folks, she didn't think she could sustain it much longer. She was actually getting hot just thinking about sex while they thought she was telling them about her academic progress.
"Oh, by the way," her mother said, "Ralph has been calling. He said he just has to see you about something important."
"I'll bet."
"You like Ralph, don't you?" asked her dad.
"He's all right."
"He seems like such a nice, clean cut boy," Cammy's mother rambled on, "and these days that's a rare thing to find. Most boys are out to get girls to do things they'll be sorry for later."
"If you'll excuse me, please," Cammy said, taking her plate to the kitchen. She grabbed her books and sweater, said goodbye to her parents and went out the front door. She wasn't halfway down the block when Ralph honked and stopped beside her.
"Want a ride?" he called, opening the door on her side. Cammy shrugged and got in. Ralph gave her a long look as he slipped into first gear and roared off. "You don't look so worried anymore. The tutoring must be going pretty good, right?"
"Right."
"That's good. My old Unk is no slouch when it comes to numbers. He's been teaching at Bambridge for twenty years."
"What? Twenty years?"
"Yeah, Bud started back in the sixties and…"
"Bud? His name is Blake."
Ralph gave her a funny look. "He's my uncle and I know his name is Bud. Bud Garrison. You said Blake?"
"Yeah. And he's too young to have been teaching college for twenty years."
"Blake," Ralph repeated. Then his eyes lit up. "Oh hell, you must have met my other uncle. He takes care of Bud's apartment sometimes when Bud and his wife are out of town." Ralph looked at her again, his eyes narrowing. "Don't tell me Blake tutored you?"
"If you want to call it that." Cammy was furious. She wanted to cry or scream or throw something. She'd called to get help and Blake had tricked her into believing that he was the college prof she was looking for. Then he'd fucked her. The dirty rat!
"So how did you and Blake hit it off?"
"Better than he expected, I'll bet."
"Did he teach you any math?"
"Not much, but he taught me a few other things."
"Oh Jesus," Ralph said, hitting the steering wheel. "Blake always did think of himself as a cocksman."
"The dirty bastard."
"Listen Cammy, if you want me to go talk to him, I will. I'm crazy about you, and I don't like to think of Blake putting his hands on you."
"He did more than put his hands on me, but I don't need you fighting my battles. I'm okay. I'll survive."
They rode along in silence for a while. Cammy looked over at Ralph. "Did you mean that? Are you really fond of me?"
"Hell, I've told you before, haven't I?"
"While you were trying to get a finger in my cunt!" Cammy laughed. "Or talking me into jacking you off."
"I meant it, Cammy."
"As long as your cock is hard."
"Come on, you know me better than that." He went past the street they should have turned on to go to school. "So what're you going to do about Blake?"
"I don't know. It depresses me."
"Why don't we take off the first few class periods? Go somewhere."
"Somewhere so you can fuck me."
"I'll eat your cunt. To show you how much I love you. I'll make you come so many times you'll beg me to stop."
"The big stud."
"I won't do anything else. I just want to make you happy!"
Cammy was getting wet just thinking about it. "Maybe that would be nice."
"Hey, there's Janet," Ralph said, pointing. "She must be cutting out of school, too. Look at her watching for somebody who might know her. Man, does she look guilty."
"Stop, let's give her a ride."
Ralph looked confused. "But I thought I was gonna take you some place and eat…"
"I know. We still can. Let's take Janet, too. She's my best friend and she gripes about being horny all the time. Wouldn't you like to eat her too? Maybe even fuck her?"
Ralph rubbed his chin. "Jeez, I don't know. I never thought about being naked with two chicks at the same time."
"Don't be a dork, Ralph. Stop the fucking car!"



CHAPTER NINE


"You're kidding." Cammy laughed. "No?" Janet told her, laughing just as hard. "I am not kidding. My folks flew to L.A. this morning, and they'll be gone for three days. I've got the whole house to myself."
"Oh, Christ!" Ralph mumbled, looking worried.
"What's wrong, Ralph?" Cammy teased. "You afraid of a little party?"
"With you two, maybe it's a good idea to be worried."
"Let's go!" Janet giggled. "Let's party."
"Fuck school!" Cammy joined in.
Ralph still looked worded.
"Your mom will see my car," he told Cammy. "She'll know something's up."
"We'll park somewhere else and walk up the alley. Once we're inside…" Cammy jabbed him with her elbow. "Or are you afraid of taking care of two hot, high school girls?"
"Yeah," Janet chimed in. "Have you got what it takes, Ralphy?"
"Come on, Ralph!" Cammy urged. "I want to party!"
"Okay, okay." He turned on Maple and headed back towards Janet's house. "If I get in trouble for any of this…"
"What a worry wart. Relax. We'll make sure you have a good time Ralph, if you take care of us."
He looked at both of them, shrugged and then started laughing. "I think I need a drink."
Janet nodded. "My old man has a well stocked bar. Just don't get so wiped out you can't play."
"Sure. Okay." They walked to Janet's house one at a time, slipped in the back door and joined each other in the front room. Janet was already mixing drinks and the stereo was on. Cammy grabbed a bottle of wine and started dancing around the coffee table. Ralph looked nervous but interested when she kicked off her shoes and then started unbuttoning her blouse.
"Come on, Ralph, you've seen me naked before."
"Yeah, but you weren't acting crazy like you are now."
Janet put her arms around Ralph from behind and rubbed her hands against his cock. He groaned and tried to get loose, but Cammy came over to help.
"Let's strip him!"
"Yeah. I want to see his cock getting hard."
"I want to play with it!"
"Hey, you two, give me a break. I haven't even had a drink yet."
Cammy tossed her blouse away and spun sexily in front of Ralph, her small, firm tits bouncing invitingly. Janet unzipped Ralph's jeans and started jerking them down. Both girls grabbed him then and pushed him down on the rug.
As Cammy eased his skivvies down, Ralph's cock came free. It wasn't completely erect yet, so she popped it into her mouth and began to suck. His cock-head bulged with blood and grew heavy on her tongue. Ralph moaned as she used her tongue to flick the tender lobes at the underside of his cock-tip.
"Let me have some, too!" Janet cried, pushing Cammy away. She sucked him deep, her lips going all the way down to his balls. Cammy planted a wet kiss on Ralph's mouth while Janet continued to suck.
"Damn!" he groaned. "Goddamn!"
"I want him to fuck me!" Janet panted, grasping Ralph's cock with both hands. His cock glistened with her spit, and she stroked it up and down with quick jerks. "Keep him on his back!"
Cammy was growing more and more excited as she watched Janet straddle Ralph and guide the swollen head of his cock against the plump, pink lips of her pussy. She worked her hips forward and back, smearing her hot fuck-juices over Ralph's throbbing prick-tip.
"God, that feels better than any damned rubber cock!"
"Oh, Janet, it's spreading you apart. I can see it going in!" Cammy lay on her belly and watched Janet rock her hips from side to side. There was a wet, slipping sound and his barbed cock-head disappeared into the plump girl's dripping cunt-hole.
"Ahhhhhh!" Janet groaned, her eyes closing with pleasure.
"It's hard, isn't it?" Cammy asked breathlessly, remembering the feeling when Ralph had popped her cherry.
"Ohhhh, yeah, it's hard. And hot!" Janet rocked forward and back, her hands braced on the bed, her knees spraddled wide. Ralph moaned as plump, feverish pussy-flesh stripped the length of his cock. He grabbed Janet's plush ass and pulled her down onto him.
"All the way in!" he panted, jabbing at her with quick fuck-thrusts. Janet's mouth dropped open and her eyes became glazed. She shivered as a jolt of pleasure moved through her body. Then she kissed Ralph hard on the mouth.
"Ohhhhh, fuck me good, Ralph! It's what I really need!"
"Your pussy sure is hot. Goddamn, it's sucking on me like it's hungry or something?"
Cammy scooted a little closer so she could see exactly what was happening as Ralph's cock penetrated the soft flesh of her best friend's pussy. Rocking forward, Janet moved so that her cunt-lips came free of Ralph's prick. Then she grabbed his cock-shaft and moved it up and down the length of her cunt-slit. Cammy saw the plump lobes of Ralph's cock-head slide over Janet's juicy clit. She saw her friend's big tits quiver as a thrill went through her. Humping her back, Janet rubbed up and down against his hot cock-tip. As the friction increased, her clit rose from behind its hood and bulged out.
"Whuuuhhh!" Janet babbled.
"Oct my cock inside you again!" Ralph begged, trying to thrust up from the bed. Janet smiled and caressed his pulsing cock-shaft with her fingers. Then she slid his cock-tip back up along her cunt-slit until it sunk into her muscled fuck-opening. Cammy could see her muscles rippling, pulling Ralph's cock-head deeper. With a sigh of passion, Janet let her weight down on him and his prick went into her cunt to the hilt. Janet began to roll and pump her hips.
"Ohhhh, shit! Ohhhhh, fuck, that feels so good!"
"Janet! Yeah, Janet, keep doing it, keep fucking!" Ralph dug his fingers deep into her ass-cheeks as he thrust up and she let her weight down. Cammy could see the fuck-juices dripping down out of Janet's pussy. Ralph's prick was going deeper than it had before. When Janet took him all the way, his balls pressed up against her body.
"Don't make him come!" Cammy cried. "I haven't had mine yet!"
"Then Janet'd better slow down," Ralph panted, his eyes closed.
"I'll stop him," Cammy said, pressing her finger against the pulsing spot behind Ralph's balls. Ralph groaned and kept fucking, but Cammy knew that his cum wouldn't spurt as long as she pushed hard against that spot. Janet was going crazy now, her plump ass wiggling and jerking as she rose and fell on his rigid cock. Once, when Janet's pussy came free, Cammy could how swollen poor Ralph's cock was. His cock-tip was dark blue and taut with trapped blood. Then Janet sank down upon his cock again and her back arched. With a shiver of him, she began to come.
"Ohhhhh, yes! Yes, yes, yes!"
Ralph gritted his teeth and threw his head back and forth on the pillow. "Damn it, Cammy, let me go! I'm gonna explode!"
"I want some fun, too."
"But it hurts. It's killing me!"
"Ohhh, ohhh, ohhhhh, Goddamn," Janet moaned, her ass bucking and twisting as she screwed herself deeper on Ralph's feverish prick.
"I don't know if I can hold him much longer!" Cammy breathed, feeling the powerful spasms against her fingertip. Janet's tight, plump pussy was riding up and down on Ralph's cock, stripping and sucking at it. Ralph twitched with the tension of his excitement. Cammy knew he wanted to spurt inside Janet's hot fuck-hole. He wanted to fill her full of cum. But Cammy wanted some action too.
"Ohhhh!" Janet cried again, still coming. Her clit throbbed and swelled against the hard shaft of her lover's prick. Her nipples stuck out firm and feverish. As she came a second time, she pinched her self, then rubbed her big tits roughly. "Ahhhhh, I'm gonna die, it feels so good!"
"Let me go!" Ralph begged.
Janet rolled off him and fell half off the bed. Cammy let go of Ralph's balls and started to climb onto him, to get his cock inside her before he lost control. But it was too late already. She saw a whitish droplet form at Ralph's prick-tip.
"Do something!" he groaned, clutching at his cock. Cammy realized she wasn't going to get any fucking from him now. So she knelt between his spread thighs and grabbed his cockshaft with both hands. Pursing her lips into a soft, wet O, she lowered her mouth over his cock-head. Even as she felt him sliding onto her tongue and deeper, she tasted his salty cum as it oozed out. Then a powerful spurt hit the back of her throat and she swallowed hard.
"Ghhhhuuuuh!" she moaned.
"Suck it, Cammy! Ohhhh, Christ, you'd better suck it or my balls are gonna fall off!"
"Mhuuummmm," Cammy moaned through flared nostrils, her fingers squeezing and jacking Ralph's cock as she suckled hungrily on his bulging cock-head. "Mmmmmmmmuuuhh!"
"God, Cammy!" Janet sighed. "His cum is leaking out of your mouth and nose and getting all over everything! God, it's sexy to watch you suck him!"
Cammy felt her chin dripping with the slick cum that Ralph's balls were unloading. Her mouth was full, too fail for her to swallow it all down. She watched Ralph thrash and writhe on the bed as her tongue and lips pulled at his hard cock-meat. She was eating his hot cum. She was drinking his cum, biting on his cock-head, tonguing the length of his prick-shaft.
"Yeah, Cammy, just keep doing that. Keep sucking me! Ohhhh, what a beautiful blowjob!"
As Cammy sucked, she became more excited. She slid her mouth up and down the length of Ralph's spurting prick so fast that his cock-head slipped loose. She clutched at his slippery, jerking cock-shaft as more cum leapt into the air. Her face dripped cum as she struggled to get his cock-head inside her mouth again. Her tongue washed over his hot, taut cock-head and another spurt bubbled from the corners of her mouth and leaked in long stings from her chin. Cammy was sucking hard, her cheeks dimpled inwards as she pulled the thick, white cum from his prick and gulped it down.
"Yeah, Cammy, now you've got it! Ohhhh, slit, that's the best suck I've ever had!"
When the last few spurts had been swallowed, Cammy pulled her lips away from Ralph's cock and licked her chin. Janet lay on her back with her eyes closed, exhausted from her violent come. Ralph looked half unconscious, and his prick was now only half the size it had been while Cammy sucked it. But Cammy was still hot to trot. She had watched her two friends come, but she hadn't had hers yet. Her heart was pounding and her clit throbbing between the hot, slick folds of her pussy. She put a finger down and began to caress herself slowly.
"Ohhh, that's nice." Her finger flicked a little faster and her overexcited clit grew even fatter. "I need a fucking real bad!"
Janet opened an eye and looked at Ralph. "He looks shot. Unless we can play with him until he gets hard again."
"Give me a few minutes, you nutty chicks. I'm gonna have to get my strength back."
"Uhhhhh," Cammy whimpered, fingerfucking herself with both hands. "What am I going to do while I wait?"
"I'll get the dildo," Janet said, swinging her legs out of bed. "It's better than nothing!"
When Janet tossed the artificial cock on the bed, Cammy grabbed it, pushed the leather straps out of the way and quickly pressed the rounded tip against her pussy. She had already worked herself into a juicy heat and she was craving something hard and thick. The dildo wasn't as good as real cock-meat, but it felt wonderful just the same. She forced the ridged cock-head into her cunt-hole, then shoved hard. The dildo made a slurpy sound as it went into her pussy. She pulled it out a few inches and forced it deep again.
Her movements became more frantic as she opened her thighs and bent her knees as far back as she could. Her pink cunt-flesh blossomed around the hard shaft of the cock as Cammy grasped the base with both hands and continued to fuck herself. "Uhhh, uhhh, uhhhhhh," she moaned, her back arching, then humping down into the mattress. Her toes fanned apart. Her face became blotchy with excitement and her mouth hung open.
"That's far out!" Ralph said, watching closely. He pushed himself up on an elbow to get a better look. "Gad, that thing is going deep. Doesn't it hurt?"
"It doesn't hurt when you fuck me!" Cammy sighed, ramming the cock into herself violently, then pulling it out again. Its surface was shiny with her fuck-juices, and she could smell her youthful musk in the room.
"Feels… so… good!" she panted, watching as she forced the smooth, hard cock deep into her pussy, then slowly took it out again. Her cunt-muscles contracted tightly around the bumpy shape. Her clit throbbed with a burning pleasure.
"Look," Janet said, pointing. "Ralph's getting another hard-on!"
Cammy managed to focus her eyes enough to see that Ralph's prick had grown some. It was thicker and not quite as limp. But it had a ways to go before it would do hex any good.
"Suck him, Janet. Maybe you can suck him hard!"
"Yhuuummm," Janet sighed, rolling over and sucking Ralph's cock into her mouth. She jacked his cock-skin and sucked on him until Ralph's eyes looked dreamy.
"Is he hard?" Cammy asked.
"Hard enough. Once he's inside your tight little cunt-hole, he'll get even harder."
"Come on, Ralph!" Cammy whimpered, tossing her ass back and forth on the bed. She pulled the dildo out of her pussy and tossed it to Janet. Janet quickly pushed the slick thing between her cunt-lips, then deeper into the heat of her body.
Ralph settled between Cammy's open thighs as she helped him guide the head of his prick into her cunt-slit. Humping up and down, she felt him touch her muscled fuck-hole.
"Fuck me now!" she cried, working her hips furiously. "Come on, Ralph, push hard. It'll go in."
"You're so tight, I can't…"
"Yes, you can!"
Ralph moved lower and brought his hips forward again, driving the swollen barb of his cock into Cammy's slick pussy. She grabbed his ass and tried to pull him deeper.
"Ohhh, that's so good I can't believe it. Ohhhhh, Janet, there's nothing like the real thing!"
"Jesus, Cammy, why don't you slow down!" Ralph said, trying to hold onto her dancing ass. But Cammy couldn't stop now. The dildo had taken her pretty close to a come, and now with Ralph's hot, hard cock fucking in and out of her cunt-hole, she knew she could make it easy. She bit her lip and her eyes rolled back in her head as the fluttery thrills made her pussy tickle. Her clit throbbed. Her nipples swelled. Her tummy heaved in and out as she rubbed her tits back and forth against Ralph's chest. He pushed his tongue into her mouth and gave her every inch he had. She dug her heels into his ass and made him give her a little more.
"Coming!" she cried, tossing her head wildly on the pillow. "Ohhh, I'm coming good!"
"Me, too!" Janet whimpered as she pushed the dildo in and out of her cunt while pinching her nipples.
"Uhhhh, uhhhhhhh!" Cammy moaned, her hips plunging wildly. She dragged her fingernails across Ralph's back as pleasure consumed her senses. Her pussy convulsed around the hard hot cock-meat Ralph was fucking to her. She felt his own throbbing and then heard him groan as his hot cum spurted. Cammy came hard then, the excitement becoming so intense that she screamed as loud as she could. Her pussy felt as if it were burning. Ralph's hot cum dripped from her cunt-hole as she squirmed under him. Her cunt-muscles sucked at his thick cum, and she kissed Ralph's slack mouth and cooed against his ear.
"Ohhhh, you're a good fucker!"
"So are you," he gasped. "So are you!"
Cammy glanced over to watch Janet twisting and moaning as she fucked herself with the dildo. A spasm ran through Janet's plump body, and her big tits heaved faster. Then she let go of the dildo and lay back.
"Mmmmmm, that was good!"
"You're not even going to take it out?" Cammy asked, staring at the dildo that hung from her friend's pussy.
"No. I think I'll just leave it in there for a while. My pussy sure seems to like the way it feels!"
"Fucked forever," Cammy laughed. Ralph laughed too. Janet stared at them for a moment and then the three of them were cracking up together. Cammy was the first one to stop.
"Hey, I just remembered something. Mr. Anderson owes me twenty bucks."
"What for?" Janet asked.
"Maybe I'll tell you someday," Cammy said, turning herself around so she could get her mouth around Ralph's cock. "Someday."



CHAPTER TEN


The next morning Cammy was exhausted. She hadn't gotten home until seven and had to lie to her folks about having some extra tutoring on her math. They both knew that Janet was alone at home, and Cammy could see they were suspicious.
"Don't you trust your own daughter?" she asked, making a big show of being indignant. "And I've told you I'm doing better at school. Give me a break."
That had ended it for the moment, but Cammy knew she'd have to watch her step. Janet was planning another night of frivolities, and Cammy didn't want to miss any of it. But she didn't want to get in trouble with her folks either.
Cammy had made up her mind to ask Bob Anderson for the twenty bucks he'd promised her when she got to his class, but was surprised to find a substitute teacher filling in. She could hardly sit still through the period, and when the bell rang, she ran to her locker, stowed her books, and left the school grounds.
"Maybe he lost his nerve," she mumbled to herself as she walked towards Mr. Anderson's apartment building. Surely he didn't think she would say anything about what they'd done together. Cammy had slipped and mentioned the twenty bucks Bob owed her, but Janet wouldn't know what it was for unless she was a damned good guesser. Cammy frowned when she remembered that Janet hadn't shown up for school that day. She began to run along the sidewalk.
By the time she got to her teacher's apartment building, she was beginning to think the worst. Instead of waiting for the elevator she trotted up the stairs and sprinted down the hall. She was about to ring the bell but hesitated, when she remembered Bob had given her a key in case she got there before he did some afternoon. She dug in a pocket of her jeans and pulled, it out.
Once inside the apartment, Cammy shut the door quietly behind her and tiptoed toward the bedroom. The door was only partly closed, so she could hear Bob when he spoke. Someone was in there with him, someone whose voice she recognized. Cammy eased herself along the wall and peeked into the room.
Janet was on top of Bob Anderson, her cunt to his mouth, her lips tight around his cock. Her brown hair flew out as she bobbed her head, rapidly up and down. Spit leaked from the corners of her mouth. Bob moved his hips around on the bed while Janet sucked his cock, then drove his tongue up into her feverish pussy. Cammy could smell the musky scent of sex. Her pussy began to swell against the sheer silk of her panty crotch. But she was mad too. Mad at her best friend for moving into a situation where she hadn't been invited.
Cammy was about to say something to make her presence known when Bob's movements became more frenzied and Janet's sucking a little sloppier. They were both squirming around like crazy, and Bob Anderson had clutched Janet's plump bottom so hard that his fingers went deep into her smooth, white ass-flesh.
"Ohhh!" Janet cried, her back arching, then humping up again as she rubbed her swollen, slick pussy against her teacher's hungry mouth. He thrust up from the bed, jamming his cock into Janet's throat. She cried out again and white cum began to drip from her nostrils as she tried to swallow the thick cum Bob was spurting into her mouth.
"Ohhh, you sweet little cunt!" Bob moaned, licking and sucking at Janet's plump pussy. He was coming hard, his balls bouncing as he thrust, his big cock pulsing as it pumped more hot cum into Janet's mouth.
"Ghhuuuhhh!" she babbled, her tongue working around the edges of his cock-head, scooping up all she could get.
Cammy turned away from the bedroom and quietly let herself put of the apartment. She was too upset to worry about the twenty bucks Bob had promised her. She just wanted to get out of there.
She couldn't bear to go home and have to answer the usual questions from her parents. Besides being angry, she was horny, and the farther she walked towards town, the hornier she became. She wandered into a store and browsed, hoping to get her mind off of Janet and Bob Anderson. But everything reminded her of their sucking and fucking. The silky underthings hanging on a rack brought to mind just how damp her own panties were. The cover of a romance novel made her worry that Janet was sexier than she was. She sure had bigger tits. What if her pussy was hotter or softer or wetter?
"I must be flipping out!" Cammy muttered, heading down the sidewalk again. She looked in the windows of a few more shops then stopped at a shoe store to see if she could find something she liked. It nearly knocked her over when she saw Blake near the back of the store, kneeling before a customer.
Cammy almost laughed. Instead of the big stud, he looked more like someone who would do whatever he had to do to sell a pair of shoes. Cammy watched him from behind a rack of socks as he put on the charm. But the customer decided she didn't like the color of what he had to show her. When she'd thanked him and left, Cammy came up behind him.
"I'd like to see a pair of jogging shoes. The pink ones you have in the window."
"Cammy! Hey, you look good. I was just thinking of you."
Cammy kept a straight face. "Just show me the shoes please."
Looking worried, Blake left to fetch her what she wanted. He came back with an armload of boxes. Cammy let him slip her shoe off. He touched her foot with gentle affection.
"If my boss wasn't around," he said, "I'd suck your toes!"
"No, you wouldn't. I'd kick you off your stool."
"What's your problem? You came to see me, didn't you? Aren't you just dying for me to eat your pussy?"
"Of course not. You're not the only one who likes to eat my pussy."
Blake slipped a shoe onto Cammy's slender white foot and began to lace it.
"I've been thinking about you a lot, Cammy. You're about the finest piece of ass I've ever had in my life."
"Yeah, all you care about is fucking me, right?"
"Of course not," Blake said, "you're lots of fun. Why don't you stand up and walk around?"
Cammy stood in front of the mirror and watched Blake watching her from behind. His eyes were giving him away. He was undressing her in his mind, thinking of sticking his cock into her pussy again, that's how it seemed to Cammy, anyhow.
"I don't think I like these. Do you have anything smaller?"
"Just a second," Blake said, heading for the back room. After a moment, he returned. "Looks like the boss stepped out for a while. Why don't you come into the storeroom and see if you can find something you like."
"It says 'employees only'."
"Don't sweat it." Blake took Cammy's hand and led her through the doorway and back into an aisle piled high with shoe boxes.
"All I see is boxes. How can I pick out anything?"
"Let's try back here." Blake led her deeper into the storeroom. Cammy smelled leather and shoe polish. They entered an aisle where a light bulb had gone out. In the semi-darkness Blake pushed her against the wall. "Christ, you smell like you need some action."
"Get your hands out from under my skirt, Blake."
"There, doesn't that feel better?"
"No… don't… ohhhhh, Blake!"
Cammy tried to push Blake's finger out of her panties from between her cunt-lips, but he was working it back and forth, caressing her clit until the pink nub swelled and tingled. Cammy pumped her slim hips and held onto Blake's shoulders. Her knees had suddenly gotten weak.
"I could put it to you right back here without anyone knowing," he whispered, pushing his tongue into her ear. Cammy squirmed, trying to get free of Blake's embrace, but not minding it when her firm little tits rubbed against him.
"Uhhh," she sighed, wishing she had more willpower. She'd come into the store to give Blake a hard time and now he had her right where he wanted her. But she wasn't finished yet.
"You want to try a quickie?"
"Sure," she panted. "But you'd better hurry. If the manager catches us like this…"
"Don't worry."
"What about customers?"
"I can't be bothered with customers when I've got you this hot, can I?"
"Uhhhhhh," Cammy sighed, pumping her hips against Blake's fingering. He slipped his middle finger into her cunt-hole and her cunt muscles clamped down on his knuckles. "Ohhh, that's nice."
"Why don't you grab me?"
Cammy unzipped Blake's slacks and slipped her hand under the elastic of his skivvies. His cock was all curled over, but getting hot and hard. She straightened it carefully and squeezed his cock-shaft. Blake let out a breath and a shiver went through him. Cammy began to jack his cock-skin up and down. She watched his cock-tip swell and darken as she pumped him faster.
"I want to get my cock in you!"
"I've never done it standing up. I don't think we can."
"When you want to fuck, there's always a way." Blake lifted her up so that her ass was perched on a shelf about waist high. Then he stripped her panties down and stuffed them in his pocket. "Christ, look at your sweet little pussy. It's all swollen up and wet with juice. You need fucking bad, Baby!"
"Yes, Blake, I do need it." She framed his face with her hot hands and tilted, her head so she could kiss his mouth. Blake moaned as she gave him her tongue to suck. His fingers were still busy in the dripping folds of her pussy.
"Lick me, Blake. Suck my cunt!"
Blake bent down and began to kiss the insides of her thighs. When he'd worked his way up to her cunt-mound, he licked the damp curls away from her pink cunt-flesh before burying his mouth in her pussy.
"Uhhhhhhh!" Cammy moaned, feeling Blake's tongue riding her clit. He teased and sucked her clit, nibbled and licked it. Cammy writhed on the narrow shelf. A shoebox slipped off and went tumbling down, followed by mother. Neither of them paid any attention.
"Suck harder!" Cammy whimpered, digging her fingers deep in Blake's hair.
"I've got to fuck you before I blow my wad right here!"
"Well, do it then!" Cammy panted, pulling his face up so she could kiss him. She tasted herself on his lips. She felt Blake easing the head of his cock up against her blossomed cunt-flesh. The pink folds curled around his cock-head as he leaned his weight forward. The shelf creaked as Cammy pumped her hips.
"It's going in," she gasped. "I can feel it!"
"Yeah… tight and hot!" Blake sighed and licked Cammy's tiny ear. "Oh, Baby, you are one hell of a good fuck."
"Come inside me," Cammy breathed. "Fill me up with your cum!"
"Oh damn!" Blake said, forcing another inch of his hot cock into her cunt-slit. "You're getting me hot."
"Yes, I want you hot. I want to feel your cock spurting. Tell me when you spurt, Blake. Tell me so I can make it good for you!"
"You sweet little cunt," he panted, giving her everything he had, then pulling back half of it. "Christ, your pussy turns me on!"
"Faster, Blake! Make cum inside me! Ohhhh, make it all slick and messy in my pussy!"
Blake grabbed Cammy's ass and thrust forward between her parted thighs. She dug her heels into his ass-cheeks. His slacks had slipped down around his ankles, but he didn't care. He was lost in the heat and slickness of her young, tight pussy. He was lost in fuck heaven.
Cammy tightened her pussy around his prick and rolled her ass on the shelf. Another shoebox tumbled down. The look on Blake's face told her he was getting close. She could feel his cock jerking inside her. She could hear his tight breathing, and feel the way his hands shook as he dug his fingers into her ass.
"Cammy… oh God, it's getting good."
"Tell me when you're about to spurt your cum!" she said against his ear.
Blake fucked her harder, his prick sliding deep each time he thrust. She could feel how big his cock-head was. His cock rubbed and gouged the delicate lining of her pussy. She knew how hot her slick cunt-flesh was, and how good it must feel to Blake.
"Okay, Baby!" he groaned, shuddering with passion. "I'm gonna fill your sweet little cunthole with cum!"
Cammy smiled as she bent her knees up and put her foot against Blake's chest. Then she kicked out as hard as she could. His cock popped loose from her pussy, and he went staggering back into the shelf behind. A jumble of shoeboxes came down on him. Blake stared at Cammy in disbelief.
"What's wrong with you, you stupid bitch?" He took a step forward, but his slacks tangled around his ankles and he went forward on hands and knees. A droplet of white jism formed at the tip of his cock. Blake grabbed his aching balls and moaned.
"Jerk yourself off why don't you!" Cammy said, jumping down from the shelf and leaping over Blake. He grabbed her ankle and tried to wrestle her down, but she kicked him in the neck and ran laughing down the aisle. When she looked back, she saw Blake kneeling, his big cock in his hand. He was jacking himself off furiously, white cum flying everywhere.
Cammy almost ran into a man in a suit as she came out of the storeroom.
"What are you doing back here?" the man gruffly asked.
"Are you the manager?"
"Yes, and I'm looking for Blake."
"He's right back there," Cammy said, pointing. "And I think he wants to see you, too."
As the manager went looking for Blake, she ran out of the store giggling. She'd done what she'd set out to do. She'd fixed that egotistical bastard for good this time. The only problem was that she wasn't in such hot shape herself now. She hadn't had time to look for her panties and her cunt was dripping fuck-juice down her thighs. After having Blake's big hard cock in her, she needed more. She needed to come and she didn't want to use a finger. Bob Anderson was busy screwing Janet, and Cammy didn't know where Ralph was. That left Janet's dildo. Cammy headed down Maple Street, her breath coming in quick little pants as she anticipated that hard thing going into her pussy.
Cammy had to pass the school gym on her way. Though basketball practice was long over, she noticed a single car parked out front. It was Ted Glasser's convertible, and a thrill went through Cammy's body as she realized he was probably shooting baskets alone, practicing for the big game next week.
Cammy had been daydreaming about Ted since she'd first seen him, but never thought she was popular enough for him to notice her. He usually dated cheerleaders. Every, girl in the school was after him, but Cammy's confidence was up now. She'd made a math teacher half nutty and just given the town's hottest stud a case of blue balls. Maybe she could take Ted Glasser on a trip as well. She opened the door that led to the basketball court. Ted was there all right. The bounce of the ball echoed off the walls as he dribbled around, jumped and shot. The net swished as the ball went through. Ted floated after it, his blond hair flying.
"Nice shot!" Cammy said.
"Isn't your name Cammy?" Ted asked. He cocked a hip. Cammy eyed his legs.
"Yeah. Can I try a shot?"
Ted handed her the ball and she dribbled toward the goal. It was a lucky shot that bounced around a bit before dropping through the hoop.
"Not bad. Why don't you try another one?"
Cammy did and again the ball rolled through. When she turned, she saw Ted considering her legs. He had a terrific hard-on. His cock looked huge pressing against the red satin of his shorts. Cammy imagined it sticking up straight and strong from his crotch as he opened her thighs and pushed his cock-head into her cunt-slit.
"I was about to take a shower and head somewhere for a burger. You want to come?"
"Sure. How come you get to use the gym alone like this?"
"The coach gives me the key so I can lock up when I leave. I'm his star player, see?"
"Why don't you lock up now?" Cammy suggested. She couldn't believe she'd said it, and when Ted gave her a funny look, she blushed. "I didn't mean that like it sounded," she mumbled.
"How did you mean it?" Ted grinned, slipping an arm around her waist.
"I… I don't know. It just popped out."
"I don't think it's a bad idea," Ted told her. "Why don't you wait here while I go do it." He was back, in less than a minute, tossing the keys in the air and catching them again. "There. We've got the whole place to ourselves."
Cammy was eyeing his cock again. It hadn't gotten any smaller. She wondered if jocks had bigger cocks than regular guys.
"What's that perfume you're wearing?" he asked.
Cammy blushed again. "I'm not wearing anything at all," she said, wishing immediately that she'd kept her mouth shut. She knew she was pretty randy. Her pussy was a juicy mess. A hot, wet fuck-hole yearning for something hard to fill it.
Ted took her long, blonde braid and pulled her closer. She smiled up at him, her eyes wide with excitement. Though she'd been fucking more than one guy, this was like the first time again. She felt Ted's cock pressing against her belly. She wished they were naked and in bed.
He kissed her then, his soft lips pulling at her tongue until she gave it to him to suck.
Cammy couldn't keep from running her hand down Ted's back, caressing his ass-cheeks, then sliding her fingers around front to touch the lump in his shorts. She squeezed his hard, hot cock, and he moaned, his mouth against her hair.
"You really turn me on, Cammy." Ted grabbed her ass with his big hands and pulled her forward against his body. He ground his hips against hers and Cammy felt his big cock rubbing her pubes and belly. When his fingers slipped under her skin, he gasped with surprise.
"You don't have any panties on."
"I figured I wouldn't need them," Cammy sighed, moving her hips up and down.
"Hell, let's get down to the showers. I want to see all of you."
As soon as they were in the locker room, Ted pulled Cammy's skirt off and then her top. She stood there all white and slender, her blonde cunt-hair clinging around her swollen cunt-slit. Ted's cock throbbed hard inside his basketball shorts.
"Jesus Christ, Cammy, you're incredible!"
"I'm not as pretty as Lorraine." Lorraine was the cheerleader Ted usually went out with.
"Lorraine is going to ass. You've got a shape with real class." Ted, ran his hands over her hips and his lips went to one of her nipples. Cammy arched her back, squirming in his embrace as he mauled each of her tits, then licked his way up her neck to her mouth. She began to tug at his satin shorts, then at the wide elastic band of his jock strap.
"Ohhhh, Ted, you're really big." When she got her fingers around Ted's cock-shaft, Cammy squeezed and felt the blood throbbing to swell his cock-tip. Ted moaned and pumped his hips.
"I feel like I'm dreaming. Here I was just shooting baskets and the next thing I know you're pulling my cock out."
Cammy began to jack him slowly. Ted hadn't been circumcised, and when his foreskin came away from his cock-head, she saw his satiny cock-flesh glistening with his fuck-juices. She wet her lips and went to her knees before him.
"God, Cammy, what are you going to do?"
"I'm going to suck your cock, Ted. You're so beautiful." She pursed her lips and pressed them against the smoothly rounded head of Ted's prick. Then she let them open as she took his cock into her mouth. Her lips slipped wetly along his cock-shaft halfway to his balls before she felt his swollen cock-tip brush her tonsils.
"Ghhhuuuh!" she moaned, letting her tongue work the tender skin along the underside of his cock-shaft. Ted grasped her head and worked his hips excitedly.
"Ohh, ohhh, ohhhh!" he panted.
Cammy would have liked to suck Ted's cum and swallowed it down, but she wanted to get fucked too. So she eased her lips away from him and wiped a hand across her mouth. Doing a sexy little dance, she lured him to a narrow bench in front of a row of lockers. Putting down a couple of towels for a cushion, Cammy lay on her back and bent her knees up to her tits. Then she spread her thighs apart and watched the expression on Ted's face. She knew that Lorraine had never given him such a show.
"God, you're really pretty!" Ted murmured. He reached out as if he might be touching a priceless jewel. As his fingertip went into the soft feverish flesh of her pussy, Cammy let her head flop back.
"Ohhhhhh, Ted, put your finger inside me!" Ted worked his middle finger between her cunt-fold until he found her cunt-hole. Then he pushed it deep. Cammy tossed her ass around on the towel, her pussy-muscles sucking at Ted's finger.
"Mmmmmm, that's good."
"You're really tight. Tighter than Lorraine. Maybe we can't do it."
"You do want to do it, don't you?" Cammy asked.
"More than anything," Ted panted, lowering his head. She felt his lips against her pussy. He wallowed his mouth against her, rubbing her clit, smearing her fuck-juices across his chin and cheeks.
"I want to feel your cock slipping into my cunt!"
"Yeah, Cammy, I want you bad!"
Ted pulled his jersey off and threw it aside. He stood there above her all muscled and sweaty, his big cock standing up hard and hot. Cammy had her legs drawn back and her pussy was opened like a hungry little mouth, dripping fuck-juice. Ted looked into her glistening cunt folds for another moment, then lowered himself between her knees. Gently he pressed the head of his cock against her cunt-slit and rubbed up and down until Cammy whimpered with lust. Her clit was being stroked with his smooth cocktip. Her cunt-flesh sucked tightly around his cock-head.
"Put your cock in me! I've got to have it!" Holding his prick against her cunt-hole, Ted gave a quick, short thrust. There was a squishy sound and Cammy let out a long, low groan. She put her fingers down under her cunt-mound to feel herself being penetrated. The thickness of Ted's cock-shaft made the fit tighter than she'd ever had before.
"Ohhhh, wow! That's a beautiful cock going into me! It's stretching me nice, Ted. Ohhhhh, Ted!"
Ted kissed her open mouth and pushed his tongue in and out between her teeth. Cammy sucked his lips. His hands stroked her small, hard tits, and she arched her back and pushed her tumid nipples against his palms.
Afraid that his cock was hurting her, Ted drew back some, but Cammy hooked her fingers into the hard muscles of his ass and jerked him forward. Spreading her thighs, she pulled hard again and felt his balls swing forward to bump her ass-cheeks. Deep, deep inside her, she could feel the throbbing head of Ted's big prick. His cock was gouging her delicate, slick cunt-flesh.
"Ohhhh, yesss! Ohhhh, I'm really getting fucked!"
"It doesn't hurt you?" Ted whispered against her ear.
"No!" Cammy licked his neck and caressed the hard cheeks of his ass. "Ohhh no, it doesn't hurt. I'm all tilled up. I'm stuck on your big cock!"
"You're so right I can't hold back," Ted moaned, puffing his prick back, then shoving it deep again. Cammy held him in her arms as he squirmed against her slender, warm body. She was thrilled by his muscles and by the power he had. His cock slid deeply into her hot, dripping cunt-hole. Her clit was tingling with thrills she'd never known.
"Ohhh, I'm gonna come already!" she whimpered, biting his ear.
"Me, too! It's just too good to hold back. You're beautiful. Your cunt is beautiful. It's sucking me!" Ted shivered as a thrill of exquisite pleasure went through him.
"Oh, don't stop! Ohhhhh Ted, fuck me good, fuck me hard!"
Hot cum spurted into Cammy's pussy. She felt each hot surge of slick cam, felt the shudders of excitement go through Ted's muscled body. His prick plunged and gouged in the satiny hot flesh of her cunt. Her cunt-muscles squeezed and milked his cock-shaft, pulling his stringy jism deep.
"Coming so good!" Cammy babbled, her head flopping back and forth, her fingers raking Ted's back. He held her ass firmly in his strong hands as he fucked and fucked and fucked her.
"Uhhhhhh, Cammy, you're getting it all. Everything I've got!"
"Mmmmmm, Ted, you're mine!"
When at last they lay panting together, Cammy pushed a blond curl out of Ted's eyes and kissed his forehead. "How would you like to go to a little party at a friend's house tonight?"
"If you're going to be there I would." Ted moved his cock a little in the juicy mess inside Cammy's pussy. Then he kissed her mouth softly.
"I'll be there with you," Cammy laughed. "See, my best friend lives right next door to me and her folks left her alone for three days and there's plenty of booze and stuff to eat and…" She stopped and laughed again. "Well, you'll see when you get there."
"Are there any bedrooms we can use?" Ted's smile made her kiss him.
"Oh, yes, Ted!" Cammy tightened her pussy around his cock. "Yes, yes, yes!"
While they rested in each other's arms, Cammy thought how strange life was. She'd never dreamed she'd have anyone like Ted wanting her, but then he had never guessed that shy little Cammy might be dynamite in bed. She pulled herself free of his body and turned around to find his limp and cummy cock. She sucked his cock into her mouth and began to tongue his cock-head and nibble his cock-shaft.
Ted began to get hard. "Goddamn!" he moaned. "No more cheerleaders for me. I've got Cammy!"
And Cammy had Ted. She smiled as she sucked harder and felt his cock swell and throb against her tongue.
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