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CHAPTER ONE


Brenda Andrews completed the last lap of the Olympic sized swimming pool, pulled herself from the water, and ran toward the bathhouse, a long purple towel draped across one bronzed shoulder.
In the bathhouse, she stood before the full-length mirror, smiling at her reflection seductively; a small pool of water was forming at her feet.
"Not bad for an old gal of forty-one! What a pity that no man sees this body," she was thinking aloud. She blushed as she remembered that one, all-too-brief night on the beach in Jamaica. Her pulse throbbed as she remembered the moonlight, the hot sand on her bare body and the bronzed body of Ricky, whom she had never seen again.
She continued to stare at herself in the mirror, still absorbed in her daydream. Yes, Brenda was attractive in a subtle way. If she had only given herself half a chance she could have been downright sexy; but, she did not have the courage to try new kinds of makeup and she did not bother to dress in a daring manner or show off her voluptuous body to better advantage. If she had, most men would have looked her way, but unfortunately she dressed in a dowdy manner, in loose-fitting, baggy shirts, and skirts that were much too long.
In her one-piece bathing suit, Brenda was a knockout. Her long, thin legs were tanned by the Florida sun, and her full tits were high and firm. As she slipped her bathing suit off her shoulders, her lovely breasts fell free and swayed seductively. Brenda gasped aloud as she viewed her body from a different angle. She shivered as she traced the outline of her nipple with one finger, and then pulled her hand away quickly as she saw her startled expression in the mirror and realized what she had been doing.
The bathing suit was now down around her knees and her pubic area stood out in dark contrast to the soft white skin below her waist. Her stomach was flat and her tits stood taut even though she was large-busted.
Her body indeed, would have captured many a glance from an admiring male, but unfortunately Brenda was wasting away in a new jab at a boys' school and none of the male instructors had noticed her as yet – and probably never would.
Raised in New England, the second child of very strict parents, Brenda had led a very sheltered life. She had only a few friends, was a good student and class valedictorian, but had never had a date all through high school. In college she was too busy studying and working, and boys just never seemed to notice her. The only time she had actually been with a man was that one night in Jamaica when she had left the other teachers aboard the cruise ship and had wandered alone onto a beach. Ricky had found her there, sitting beneath a palm tree, crying, and he had confronted her in his soft-spoken Jamaican dialect.
Now as she thought about that night an the beach, her hand unconsciously went down her soft stomach and a finger caught in the curls of her triangle as she moved it quickly toward her waiting cunt.
Her body ached with passion as she quickly put a finger into her hot, wet slit.
"Damn them! Damn them all!" she cried aloud. Brenda was upset to think that her parents had caused her to be the way she was shy and fearful of the opposite sex. She couldn't even carry on a conversation with an adult male without getting flustered. She was always thinking: Take my body, take me! I wish you would stick your cock in me and fuck me! But naturally she did not have the nerve to say such a thing, and she got flustered and usually ended the conversation after a very brief time.
Basically, she was a very shy person and the few men she did meet got the impression that she was snobbish and soon lost interest in her.
Brenda did have a good relationship with the boys who were in her care, the boys from the wealthy families who were her charges at the exclusive boys' school in the Florida Keys.
It was these boys that Brenda hungered for with a desire that was burning out of control. I must pull myself together I must. I can't let Mr. and Mrs. Livingstone know what I'm thinking! They'll fire me for sure!
Keysville Academy was located on one of the larger Keys, halfway between Miami and Key West. The school was an old, established one and the boys who were sent there were from all over the United States.
Brenda had been selected by the Board of Directors and Brad Livingstone who was the headmaster. Her references from her previous principal at the high school in her hometown in Vermont had been the best. The Florida weather was heaven in comparison to the cold winters in her home state, and Brenda was trying her best to live up to the image that the Board expected from her.
I hope they don't find out what I'm thinking! I don't want to leave here!
Now, as she started to towel herself dry and put on her blouse and skirt, Brenda began to think of Paul, whom she was to tutor in French in fifteen minutes. She blushed as she thought about the good-looking boy. Paul was tall for his age and in recent days his shoulders had seemed to broaden, his voice deepened. Several times she caught herself thinking about him, day dreaming and wondering what it would be like for him to hold her in his arms. Stop it! she ordered herself. You are behaving like a depraved person.
She finished brushing her reddish hair from her eyes and hurried out of the bathhouse and across the quadrangle to her room. Paul would be there any minute now, and she wanted to be ready for him. Oh, how she wanted to be ready for him! But she knew she couldn't be ready in the way that she wanted to. Breathlessly she reached her cottage and turned the door handle. She went into the cool room and quickly gathered up the French lesson she had prepared for Paul. Trying to look very businesslike she sat down at the small table in her dining area, then jumped up to look in the refrigerator to make sure she had a Coke in case Paul was thirsty.
Several minutes later there was a knock at her door and she nervously called for Paul to come in. Her eyes were on his crotch as he stepped across the threshold, carrying his French book. She uttered an audible gasp as she viewed the obvious bulge in his too-tight jeans. His boyish face looked at her intently as she welcomed him.
"Hello, Paul," she managed to stammer. Her eyes again dropped to his crotch and she shuddered as she thought, I wonder if he has ever shoved his prick into a woman?
She tried to appear calm as she crossed the room to adjust the shade, but she flushed as she passed Paul and brushed against his arm. Tingles went through her as the electricity passed between them. Again, her eyes automatically dropped to his crotch and she hungrily followed the outline of his boyish prick as he crossed the room toward the table.
"S-sit here, Paul," she managed to stammer, and she held her hand out, gesturing toward the empty chair.
I've got to fuck him! I want Paul! The thought of his cock is driving me insane!
"Paul, now let's see where you are having difficulty," she leaned across him, her hair purposely brushing against his cheek.
Brenda momentarily swayed; she was losing her composure rapidly as she again glanced down at his crotch. She was losing all control. She felt weak with lust and desire and struggled to pull herself together long enough to continue talking to Paul.
She could feel her panties beginning to moisten with her pussy juices and she swayed again, precariously, as she thought, Get rid of him, get him out of here… then you can finger-fuck yourself. No, that's not what I want! she almost cried aloud, I want him.
Brenda was trembling. Apparently Paul had not noticed her discomfort or if he had, he had not understood fully what was happening to her.
"Paul," she managed to stammer, "this is rather difficult for me. Come over here and sit next tame on the couch and we can concentrate on your lesson together."
"Okay, Miss Andrews." He got up from his chair and walked slowly toward the couch where Brenda was seated. He casually sat down at the far end of the couch.
"Paul, sit here. How on earth can I teach you French if you are clear at the other end?" she laughed.
Suddenly her heart began to pound unsteadily as she thought of a wild scheme! Yes, she definitely would have to make the first move. Paul wasn't about to do anything, and she wasn't even certain if he was interested or not.
She got up from the couch, calling over her shoulder to Paul, "Would you like a Coke?" He nodded in the affirmative, and she took a Coke and some ice out of the refrigerator. Her hand was trembling as she poured the Coke into a tall glass. Walking on unsteady legs, she went directly to the couch and handed Paul the glass. As he reached for the glass, she let go. Coke, glass and ice fell into the crotch of the startled Paul! It was no accident, of course, and Brenda had planned her next move.
"Stay there, Paul." She hurried to the small kitchen and quickly grabbed a dish towel that was hanging there. Her nerves were shaky as she quickly opened the refrigerator, grabbed a half-filled bottle of liquor and swallowed a large mouthful. Her knees went weak and she was thinking lewd thoughts as she hurried toward the couch with towel in hand.
For a brief moment she was ready to call her whole scheme off, but the thought of Paul's prick made her put her better judgment aside.
She leaned down toward Paul, and her hair brushed his face and he flinched. Her breasts were at his eye level and he didn't know which way to turn to avoid looking at them. Her blouse had been unbuttoned and he could see the outline of her bra as she leaned forward and began to wipe the ice and Coke from the couch. He tried to move out of her way, but she told him to stay where he was, that she could pick up the ice okay. He squirmed uncomfortably as she began to mop up the liquid that had spilled between his legs.
"There, we almost have it all now," she murmured as she energetically patted his damp crotch with the towel. Yes, she had finally found an excuse to touch his firm body. She breathed more heavily now as she moved closer to Paul and she swayed, momentarily losing her balance as she caught the boys scent of soap and perspiration. Her senses reeled! Yes, it was not her imagination. She had felt the movement of his prick as she patted his jeans dry. She patted furiously now. She had awakened his lustful desire, and Brenda was not about to back out now!
Keep on patting him, she thought furiously. He'll get the idea soon! Don't stop now, Brenda. Don't you want to feel that soft, stiff prick in you? Don't you want to feel its smoothness in your mouth?
Paul looked up at her, his eyes wide with wonder. "M-Miss Andrews?" he stammered, and she promptly sat down next to him on the couch and leaned unsteadily toward him.
"M-Miss Andrews," he stuttered, "a-are you okay?"
She didn't answer him, abut leaned closer to him and saw the astonishment in his face as she began to kiss him savagely. She forced his mouth open with her hungry lips as she frantically shoved her stiffened tongue into his mouth.
For a brief second, Paul hesitated. He weakly pushed her away, but stopped as he felt her hot tongue probing deeper and her frantic hands caressing his chest.
There was no turning back now. It was obvious what she wanted from his body. He sighed with passion and relaxed as he let Brenda take the initiative.
Sex with a woman was completely new to Paul. Oh, sure, he had jerked off numerous times with the other boys at school and he had read some books and looked at some of the magazines that were available at the local newsstand, but he had never fucked a female.
Brenda was frantically kissing him, and he fell back on the couch as she grabbed for his cock. Her hand shook unsteadily as she unzipped his jeans. She cursed silently as the zipper stuck. The bulge was driving her mad with passion. There it was! There was that beautiful cock just beneath the material of his jeans. There it was, just waiting to be freed… waiting to be sucked and fondled and caressed!
Paul tried to pull himself to a sitting position, but Brenda pushed him down again as she continued to free his prick from the confines of his tight jeans.
There it was! She had his beautiful stiff cock out and she gasped loudly as she fell forward and sucked it hungrily into her mouth.
Paul tensed momentarily as he felt her lips engulf his rod. Afraid that she was frightening the boy, Brenda dropped his prick from her eager mouth and grasped it lovingly in her right hand. She proceeded to knead it gently, almost fearfully.
Better go easy, girl, she thought. Don't scare him now.
Paul relaxed as she fondled his cock. He decided to enjoy the thrilling sensations her hand was producing.
Sensing his delight, Brenda whispered huskily, "Do you like what I'm doing, Paul? Does it feel good?"
"Paul, I want you to feel good all over, so just lie back and relax."
"Okay, Miss Andrews."
It sounded ridiculous. Here she was with his throbbing cock grasped in her hand and he was still calling her Miss Andrews!
She rubbed harder with her hand. Paul only had a partial erection but she would soon fix that.
"Paul, honey, let's go into my room where we'll be more comfortable."
He was silent as she helped him from the couch and led him by the hand into her darkened bedroom. In the dim light she could see his cock sticking straight out from his curly crotch as he walked uneasily into her room.
She was pulling her clothes off rapidly as he stood there watching her in breathless wonder. Miss Andrews was the first adult female he had ever seen naked, and the sight was overwhelming him with new-found desire.
Brenda grabbed for his prick, and gently closed her fingers around it. It felt hot to her touch and she gasped with desire as she fingered her prize.
Paul was still standing in the middle of her bedroom, legs spread slightly. Brenda dropped to her knees and with a cry of delight sucked his cock into her eager mouth.
She was excited as she ran her tongue up and down the length of his prick. She licked excitedly as she neared his balls. Her frantic licking had brought a tremendous erection from Paul, and he almost lost his balance as she sucked and nibbled, her tongue flicking the length of the shaft once more.
"Miss…" He didn't get a chance to finish. Brenda pushed him toward the bed, and threw him savagely down onto the mattress.
He lay there on his back, his huge erection jutting toward the ceiling. Brenda continued to slide her slippery tongue the full length of his cock.
"Ohhh…" he groaned as she put her tongue tip under the foreskin and licked around the head with a frantic circular motion.
Paul trembled at she continued to mouth-fuck him. He moaned and reeled with pleasure as she continued sliding her tongue up and down his engorged prick.
The pleasure was indescribable and Paul bucked and began to move his hips in a fucking motion. He felt like he was going to explode at any second and he blushed as he wondered if Miss Andrews would be mad if he came in her mouth!
He could stand it no longer. A strange sensation was beginning to form within and he lunged upward with a quick motion.
Brenda withdrew her mouth temporarily. She did not want him to come so quickly. She wanted to prolong the fondling and the licking for as long as possible.
She pushed him back on the bed and gently kissed him on the lips. "Don't be afraid, Paul," she murmured. "I won't hurt you."
His cock was stiff with desire and it throbbed as she leaned down again. Her mouth was busy as she gently kissed and licked his cock. The salty taste of his prick was driving her wild. She took the glans gently in her puckered mouth and sucked in the whole organ ins vacuum-like motion.
Paul squirmed delightedly as she sucked his prick into her mouth. His senses were reeling as she nibbled and sucked.
"Oh… oh… oh… I can't stand it any longer!" he cried. His cock was pushing frantically in-and-out of her mouth. "Oh… I'm… I'm going to come!" he yelled.
Brenda ignored his remark and sucked hungrily – faster and faster in a frantic sucking motion as she inhaled all of his cock. Her free hand found his balls and she kneaded them with a soft touch.
Paul was weak with passion. "Miss… Miss… I have to come!" he squealed.
Brenda lifted her busy mouth from his crotch and breathlessly panted, "Oh, Paul… came… I want you to come. I want to taste your juice in my mouth. I want to lap it all up. I want you to come and come and…"
"AHHHHH!" he yelled. "Miss… oh… yes… I feel it… I'm commming…"
She felt his stiff rod shove against the roof of her mouth and then she felt the first spurt of his hot juices as he exploded savagely inside her mouth. The bucking and the spurting seemed to go on and on and with each new thrust he cried aloud and sobbed with joy as his squirting jism left his prick.
Finally, it was over and he fell back on the bed, eyes closed, gasping for breath.
He felt her pull her mouth away from his crotch as she released his limp cock.
Several minutes went by. Not a word had been spoken. Miss Andrews was lying alongside Paul, her right hand resting on his limp, wet cock.
"Wow, you must really know how to fuck," she said.
Surprised, he opened his eyes and looked at her. "Miss Andrews, I… I think I had better be going back to my room now."
"Paul, don't you want to fuck me?"
"I… I guess so," he stammered.
"Paul, I want you to screw me. I know you had a good time just now, but I want you."
"Look, Paul," and she pulled herself to a squatting position. "Look at my cunt, Paul. It's dripping from excitement. Put your prick in me, Paul."
Embarrassed, Paul looked away. Her hairy snatch was right there for the taking, but he was afraid to do what she wanted him to.
"Paul, don't be afraid, honey," she managed to say. She was fondling his prick and balls and her soft touch was beginning to excite Paul again.
He looked at her more carefully. Nice big tits and a hairy cunt that was exciting him.
She reached over and took his hand. Without a word she inserted two of his fingers in her wet cunt. He pulled away.
"Go ahead, Paul, don't be afraid. Shove your fingers into my cunt. Mmmmmm, that feels good."
He patted the furry patch of hair, wet with her juices, and poked a finger exploringly into her slit. Her cunt was wet with desire and she gasped with pleasure as he gently rubbed the inner lips. She trembled as he touched her. Braver now, he pushed two fingers up her hot canal and began to get excited himself as he felt her muscles contract.
Picking up the rhythm, he was frantically pushing two fingers in and out of her cunt and she moaned and gasped with each upward thrust he made. Her juices were miming down his fingers and out onto his wrist as she bucked her hips and rolled to and fro.
"Oh… sooo… good! I want your prick, Paul. I want you to fuck me like I've never been fucked before… now."
He pulled his hand out of her cunt and she spread her legs obscenely as she cried, "Now, Paul… take your prick and ram it in me!"
Paul couldn't believe what happened next. He was on his knees. His cock was straight out and he almost threw himself on top of Brenda in a clumsy effort to enter her. His eyes bulged with wonder as he looked at her big tits staring him in the eyes and her moist cunt waiting invitingly for his prick to enter. He drew back momentarily. Gee, maybe I should play with her tits for a while, he thought.
His hands roughly squeezed the erect nipples and Brenda squealed as he fondled her.
"Suck my nipples, Paul," she whispered, and he bent over and licked her nipples with his tongue. Brenda moaned with lust. She grabbed him around the neck and as she pulled closer to him he did as she had asked. He took the hard nipple into his mouth and began to suck on it like a baby.
"Paul, stick it in, now!" she gasped. He hesitated briefly. "Paul… Paul… please fuck me now!" she begged.
Paul didn't need to be asked a third time. His cock was ready and he shook with eagerness as he aimed it toward her gaping cunt.
Brenda's legs were wide and her wet cunt was in full view. "Do it to me, Paul. Take your prick in your hand and push it into me. My God, Paul, don't you know how to fuck a woman?"
Frantic with desire, Brenda grasped his prick firmly in her right hand and guided it into the right place. As it entered her slippery cunt she moaned with passion.
Paul momentarily pulled back when he felt the wet, throbbing meat of her cunt, but as Brenda murmured to him, "Paul… shove it in and out," he frantically began to fuck her.
"Ooh… ooh… that feels so good," he moaned.
Wild with passion, Brenda clung to Paul. Her long fingernails dug into his back and her slim legs encircled his waist as she frantically lifted her hips toward him.
"Deeper… deeper!" she screamed, and bucked wildly as she tried to maintain contact with Paul's cock. "Oh… oh, so good to have a man's cock in me again! Paul, dear, please keep fucking me!"
Her cunt tightened around his shaft and he could feel her trembling with passion. The same strange sensations were being felt by Paul, and he began to worry that he would come before long.
Her writhing, body was bucking furiously beneath him. The two bodies were locked together as one as he fucked into her deeper and deeper and she moaned louder and louder with each new thrust.
"Paul… fuck me, fuck me… keep fucking me! Ram it all the way… oh, Paul…"
Paul didn't argue with her. He was having the time of his life. Here he was in Miss Andrews' room, lying on her bed and fucking her for all he was worth and the bitch was yelling for more!
Happy to comply, he was bouncing joyously as he rammed his cock deeper and deeper into his partner's cunt.
He pulled up on both elbows and looked down at his hard cock. He watched fascinated as he pushed it in and out of Miss Andrews' eager cunt!
The tempo of their fucking picked up as he shoved deeper and deeper into her. Every thrust of his cock brought a new cry of delight from Brenda, and again he pulled up so that he could see his hard cock slipping in and out of Brenda's slippery cunt. Her face was wild with excitement and she smiled unconsciously as he fucked harder.
Brenda had waited a long time for a fucking session such as this, and she didn't want it to end too soon. She wanted to savor every moment of passion. She didn't want to come right now, but wanted to go on and on and on with Paul ramming his beautiful prick into her hungry cunt.
Oblivious to time, Brenda's body began to shake with passion. She tightened her grasp on Paul and spread her legs widely so that he could penetrate her deeper and deeper.
"Screw, fuck me to death!" she cried. Her orgasm began and she screamed louder and louder as wave after wave of pleasure racked her body. Her cunt tightened around his cock and she felt Paul's organ throb as it began to eject its load into her cunt. Her gash was waiting as he pumped furiously into her and the pleasure was unbearable as the two exploded simultaneously.
It seemed like an eternity had passed but actually it was only minutes. Paul was still atop Brenda, his prick still nestled within her.
"Paul, Paul… I think it's time for you to go," she managed to whisper. "You had better go get dressed for dinner, or you'll be late."
Without a word, he jumped out of bed and walked into the living room to pick up his clothes where they were lying rear the couch. Now that their sex session was over, Paul was rather embarrassed to be naked in front of his teacher, and he quickly pulled his clothes on.
Brenda came out of her bedroom wearing a long robe. Even in the dim light he could see the outline of her cunt mound and the firm, taut tits as they jutted out from her body.
"Paul, I hope you will let me give you another French lesson soon," she managed to stammer.
"Oh, sure, Miss Andrews… any time you want me to, I… I'll come back for another lesson."
"Fine, Paul. Well you'd better run now. I'll see you later."
Paul quickly left the cottage and hurried to his room. My God, he thought, I fucked my French teacher and she wants to give me more lessons.
Wow!
After Paul left, Brenda sat down weakly on the couch. What have I done? I have taken a boy and seduced him! Brenda Andrews, you must be mad! What will you do if he tells Mr. Livingstone? Do you want to leave Keysville in disgrace? Stop it! Stop it, right now! Forget how it felt to have Paul's prick deep in your cunt. Forget how it felt to have him shoving his rod deeper and deeper, making you feel all those good feelings! Forget it Brenda, and go back to teaching French… just keep dreaming about the men who might screw you… don't ever have anything for yourself… She sank down into the arm chair, laid her head on the arm and began to sob, her emotions spent.
Brenda did not go to the dining hall that evening, but stayed in her cottage. The events of the afternoon had moved all too quickly for her and she wandered from room to room, not knowing what to do with herself.
Of one thing she was certain; she must not attempt to see Paul alone again because she surely would not be able to control her emotions!
I must not do that again, she thought. How could I have done such a thing? Paul is a mere boy and I am a forty-one year old woman. How could I have done such a despicable thing? I sucked him and I fucked him and here he is just a boy. What could I have been thinking! How can I face Paul again?



CHAPTER TWO


That same afternoon, Brad Livingstone was sitting in his office. The view of the Gulf of Mexico was fantastic and he swiveled around in his chair so that he could get a better view of the sailboats heading south toward Marathon. The sight never failed to thrill Brad and he sighed as he backed out across the sparkling blue water.
Brad was not as contented as he might pretend. His marriage of six months to Betty was not all that thrilling. And then, there was the problem of Betty's daughter, Dee. A familiar stirring began in his crotch as he thought about Dee. He tried to think of other things, but his mind kept coming back to Dee. His cock swelled larger as he thought about his stepdaughter. "Little Miss Sexpot," he said aloud.
Yes, Dee was darn cute and sexy too. She didn't live with Brad and Betty, as they thought it would not be a good idea to have her there amongst the all-male population of Keysville Academy. It might have been a good idea to have her there for Brad's sake – he sure wasn't getting much loving from Betty since they had been mated. Now, before they were married – that was a different story.
Dee attended a private girls' school in Key West, but she managed to be at Keysville practically every weekend as she had a sailboat there. Sailing's her favorite pastime, thought Brad. That is when she isn't too busy cock-teasing?
Good thing that Betty hadn't noticed the way Brad had been eyeing Dee the past few weekends as she scurried around in her too-brief bikini. Betty no doubt would have fixed things so that Dee didn't come to visit Keysville!
It was Friday afternoon and Brad looked at his watch. Well, I guess Dee's bus will be arriving shortly and she'll be here in time for dinner.
He flushed again as he thought about Dee. She was a knockout, a cute little blonde whose little ass wiggled in the most obscene way when she walked. Her whole body sent out invitations, most of which Brad ignored, but occasionally he caught himself thinking what it would be like to get the little bitch into the sack and ram his throbbing cock in her.
Embarrassed with his thoughts, he turned away from the window and began to look through the papers on the desk. Damn her… damn the little prick-teaser, anyway!
He remembered when he had seen her last weekend. She had come into his office on the pretext of asking him a question, but Brad knew better. She was wearing a tight T-shirt with no bra and her firm, nipples poked out through her thin material. He flushed as he realized her nipples were erect and her shorts were so tight he could follow the outline of her snatch with his eyes. Yes, Dee was deliberately trying to provoke him. She had stood by his desk, her breasts thrust right into his face, and she managed to brush against him several times with her bare thigh as they talked.
His horniness was apparent when he looked down and saw his erection. He looked away, afraid that Dee had seen it too, but she went on talking.
In his thoughts he visualized ravaging her pussy, throwing her on the ground, the floor, the couch or whatever was available and really fucking her.
He wanted to fuck her and screw her and if she cried out in protest, all the better, he wouldn't stop until he had filled her cunt with every last drop of his pent-up juices.
The idea was driving him wild, with lust, but the consequences would be so great. What if someone walked into the office and heard them? What if Betty found out? Or, what if Dee really didn't have any intention of going through with it. Horny, he was a rapist… never.
Get control of yourself Brad, he thought. If it's a piece of ass you want you'd better look elsewhere. Your own stepdaughter!
Yet, he couldn't get his mind off the little bitch. He was struggling to think of other things but his thoughts went back to Dee and the skimpy little outfit that hugged her girlish hips and ass and showed the outline of her cunt… the way her braless tits bounced when she walked…
His thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door. "Come in," he called.
Brad jumped with excitement as Dee walked into the room. He glanced at his watch. "H-hello," he stammered. "Was your bus early? I wasn't expecting you quite so soon."
Without a word, Dee walked across the room toward him. She was wearing a V-neck shirt and he could tell immediately that she was braless. Her lemon-yellow skirt was so short that as she moved he could see the lace on her panties.
She leaned down over the desk and kissed Brad. He gulped as she kissed him. He was expecting a little peck on the cheek like she usually gave him, but this time there was no mistaking what the little sex-pot had intended to do. She deliberately poked her hot tongue into his mouth as he sat there in absolute amazement.
"At…" He couldn't finish. She had definitely surprised him and he was at a loss for words. He wasn't sure what move to make next. Was she deliberately playing games with him or did she want the possibility of something further developing between them?
"Oh, Brad, I don't know how to thank you for helping me out last weekend," she remarked.
Brad couldn't even remember what he had done that she should thank him so profusely, but if she was looking for a way to thank him he knew he could think of something!
She was standing across from him now and staring at him in wide-eyed amazement. Her eyes had dropped to his lap and she saw his cock stirring.
She walked toward him, and without another word sat down and put her arms around his neck and kissed him again. "Brad, thank you."
This time he read another meaning into her kiss, and he decided to see if she would go any further. He pushed her head back and probed the depths of her mouth with his tongue. Her response was warm. She began to kiss him urgently.
"Brad."
He didn't answer her. He reached a hand inside her shirt and began to fondle her small breast. Meanwhile she settled more comfortably in his lap, and it was no mistake that she rubbed her ass against his stirring cock in an effort to excite him!
His cock was so hard and throbbing that he was about to go mad. God, how he would like to fuck her and get rid of his hard cock in the soft folds of her girl cunt! The idea was driving him wild, but he held back. How could he? Dee was his stepdaughter.
If I only could get rid of this damn erection, then maybe I could talk to her.
Dee had other ideas however. Brad was not quite certain afterwards how it happened, but before he knew it, she had her hand on his bulging crotch and she was rubbing her hand up and down the length of his cock.
She kissed him again; she was using her tongue furiously as she probed further into his mouth and frantically rubbed his cock and balls with her free hand.
Brad made one weak attempt to dislodge her from his lap, but the rubbing of his prick was sending sensations up and down his spine, and he knew if he didn't shove his swollen rod into her cunt, he would lose his mind.
Her tongue continued darting in and out of his mouth and her hand rubbed quickly. He sighed and thought, Why not? She's practically attacking me, the little bitch! If she gets screwed it's only because she's been asking for it! He kissed her back, and he didn't resist as her hand unzipped his slacks and she rubbed his prick through his shorts.
"Brad… oooh… Brad," she murmured, her voice heavy with passion.
He reached inside her shirt again and squeezed her bare tit. He could feel the nipple become erect under his touch and he sighed.
Her shirt had slipped out of her skirt and he pulled it over her head. His tongue lapped gently at her nipples, and she gasped audibly as she tightened her arms around him. His prick was standing out from his slacks, and without a word she jumped from his lap, kneeled on the floor and took his cock into her mouth.
He moaned and went limp. There was no turning back now, even though he made one last effort to pull away from Dee.
"Don't, Brad. I want to suck you," she said.
"Suck me? How do you know how to do that?" She didn't answer, but sucked greedily on his swollen cock that was filling her mouth. Dee was licking the length of Brad's rod with wild abandon and her soft wet tongue was driving him mad. Her tongue hungrily lapped the entire length of his prick; she swirled it around the foreskin and then she licked down the length of his cock again. His mind was racing. Should I come in her mouth, or should I fuck her good?
It was almost more than he could stand. Her licking and sucking were driving him mad and he felt dizzy with passion. If she was trying to push him over the brink, she was doing a good job of it.
He was going to come any minute, but he really wanted to shoot his wad in her cunt, not in her mouth.
Gently he lifted her from the floor and carried her across his office. He made sure that the drapes were drawn and the door was locked before he pulled his slacks off.
She gasped as she saw his huge prick pointing toward her. "Brad, let's fuck," she managed to whisper hoarsely.
Her skin was soft to his touch as he pulled her bikini panties down and felt the heat and moisture of her cunt. Dee sighed as he stroked her gently, and as he rubbed his cock across her cuntlips she trembled with delight.
The couch felt rough on her bare ass as he spread her slim legs to get a better view of her cunt. The childish pink slit stared back at him and her pubic hair was curly and dark. His fingers found their way among her folds, and the wetness of her juices excited him as they dripped down his hand.
Not able to stand it any longer, he lunged into her, his rock-hard cock jabbing stiffly into her cunt.
She cried out as he entered her. Distracted by her cries, he pulled his wet cock out and knelt between her legs and began to lick her tiny clitoris. Her slim hips began to move in rhythm as if she were fucking. As he tongue-fucked her faster and faster she sobbed wildly.
"Yes… oh, Brad… yes… oooh… that feels so good, Brad!"
Without further delay he stopped licking her cunt and again aimed his slick rod into her opening.
"Brad, oh… your tongue felt so good," she said.
"Gee, feel my prick in you! Dee, don't you want me to fuck you?"
"Brad… I… I've never been fucked before."
Great! he thought. I'll give this hot little broad a fuckin' she'll never forget. And with that he began to shove his huge prick in and out of her slippery cunt as she writhed beneath him.
He really didn't want to hurt her, but he knew he was as his hard cock pushed and pounded deeper and deeper. Each thrust brought a louder gasp from Dee, but he regained his composure and continued to stab in and out, in and out, over and over again. Each new thrust took him a little deeper, and finally, with one loud grunt, he pushed through the protesting barrier and went deep into her cunt.
Her little-girl pussy was so tight. She gripped her firmly with her muscles as his prick shoved in and out. He grunted and pounded and finally he felt jet after jet of his cream spill into the tight confines of her vagina.
"Good Lord," he groaned. "Oh… baby… so good… so… fuckin' good!"
Dee was lying there on the couch staring up at him as he pulled his spent cock from her pussy. Her face was expressionless as he looked at her and then he realized that she hadn't come. She lay there quietly and he knew that he must have hurt her. He was so busy ramming his cock in and out that he never thought whether or not he was huffing her.
As gently as he could, he pulled her toward him and kissed her tear-stained face as she clung to him.
"Dee… Dee… I didn't mean to hurt you. It won't hurt nearly as much the next time, Dee. I… I didn't know you were a virgin. I wouldn't have fucked you if I had known before."
She didn't say anything. He laid her back on the couch again and gently began to lick her cunt. Then he began to lick her faster and faster. Her arms were tight around his neck and her cries of pleasure were delighting him once more.
"Brad… oh, Brad… I think I'm going to… oh, Brad… I'm going to come!" She convulsed wildly. Her first orgasm was a mind-shattering experience, and even when she was exhausted from passion, Brad continued tonguing her until she begged him to stop.
The clock on the wall told him it was time to dress for dinner. Yes, he had better get Dee out of his office before someone saw them.
"Dee… I think you should go now," he said as he helped her put her clothes on. "Your mother will be wondering where you are, and I have some things to do here before I join you for dinner… so…"
She didn't answer him and she avoided his eyes as she walked toward the door. Then she flamed around and looked at him across the room. She said firmly but softly, "You'd better keep on fucking me, Brad… you'd better fuck me whenever I say… or my mother might just hear that you attacked me!"



CHAPTER THREE


The next morning arrived in the form of a bright and hot Florida day. Brenda awakened early and decided to go into town to do some errands before it was time to "tutor" Paul again.
Brad was in his office looking out once again toward the Gulf of Mexico. In the distance he could see Dee sauntering down the beach on her way to her sailboat. Wow, he thought, I'd sure like to be adrift with that little sex-pot for a few hours! He turned away from the window. The sight of Dee in her brief bikini with her tight little ass swinging down the beach was too much for him.
His prick began to quiver and he decided he'd better get his work done now or he wouldn't be able to see Dee later in the day when Betty went into town shopping.
How lucky could a guy get? Even if his wife wasn't interested in sex, her daughter's avid interest would more than make up for it. Brad was an opportunist, and he was not going to let any more opportunities pass him by. He would make the most of it while he could, and if it ended, well, so what? He smiled as he sorted through the papers on his desk. Yes, he was a lucky guy. Here he was with a sweet little piece of ass just as hot for him as he was for her. What if she was only sixteen? If he didn't fuck her, one of the boys at school would. She had thrown herself at him in her girlish innocence, and he no longer felt guilty about fucking her. She had asked for it, hadn't she?
Brenda hurried into town, quickly did her errands, picked up some cookies and Coke in case Paul was hungry, and with her parcels in her arms, headed toward her car.
Driving back toward Keysville, she had second thoughts about Paul. True, his cock had been just as eager as her hungry cunt. So what if they had screwed! He had liked it, hadn't he?
In the coolness of her cottage, she put the packages down and went into her bedroom to change clothes. She scanned her closet, finally choosing a long, flowing robe that was low cut and tied in a sash at the waist. She was breathless as she put it on. With a practiced eye, she surveyed herself in the mirror, then deliberately reached behind and pulled her bra off and threw it on the bed. Her firm breasts poked out and her nipples were erect as she turned and looked once more in the mirror.
Just then the doorbell rang and she casually walked toward it. Her heart thumped wildly and she felt the juices forming in her panties with the expectation of seeing Paul once more.
"Hello, Paul," she said nervously.
"Hi, Miss Andrews, I came back for another lesson." He smiled sheepishly. "French lesson, that is." They both smiled.
Nervously, she opened the door wider to let him in. If he was nervous, it certainly didn't show. True, he was just an innocent lad, but she would wait and see what happened. No, she wouldn't make the first move this time!
She didn't have to. It was quite apparent that he was aroused by what he saw. Unashamedly he was staring right at her big tits, and her heart skipped a beat.
"Would you like something to drink, Paul?" she asked. "Would you like something to eat?"
"Yeah, I'd like something to eat," he grinned.
She looked at him with surprise. He seemed so much older, more sure of himself than he had the day before. Her eyes were transfixed on the bulge in his crotch. No, it wasn't her imagination. The boy had the beginnings of a good hard-on. What a stroke of luck, she thought. He's ready!
She gasped, and leaned toward him. Without thinking, she was on her knees, kneeling in front of him as she frantically, nervously reached out and grabbed his cock through the material of his slacks.
He stood there, not moving, not knowing what to do next. Without a word, she unzipped his slacks and drew his prick out of his shorts, fondling his cock gently in both hands.
"Paul… Paul, I… I… must taste your prick in my mouth. I want to suck your cock and have you play with my tits!"
He stood there, as in a trance, as she gently held his balls in both hands. She began to caress his balls and gently kissed them, and then she stuck her wet tongue out and licked the end of his prick. She sucked gently at first and continued kneading his balls. With a loud gasp, she drew his entire cock into her mouth and sighed as she felt its warmth against the roof of her mouth.
Paul began to sway as she sucked and licked with wild abandon, and several times he almost lost his balance as her nibbling became wilder.
"Ooooh, Miss Andrews, that feels so darn good!" he gasped.
His loins tingled with pleasure as she sucked. Finally, not being able to stand it for one more second, he abruptly sat down on the floor. Brenda still had his swollen cock firmly in her soft mouth! Paul's prick was bursting with pleasure as her hungry sucking continued. I'm going to come! he thought. I'm going to blow my whole load right in her fucking mouth! I don't want to come, he told himself. I want her to suck me for a long, long time. I want to feel her hot lips on my prick and her mouth on my balls!
Brenda sensed that he was about to come, and she wanted to be sure that it was in her wet cunt, not in her mouth. She relaxed her grip on his prick and began to lick ever so gently, finally spitting out his cock.
"Paul, relax," she ordered. "I'm going to fuck you. You'll love what I'm going to do to you. You won't have to do anything. Just lie there and enjoy being fucked."
With that, she pushed him backward onto the floor, and with his big prick sticking straight up she gently straddled him and guided his engorged rod into her waiting cunt.
He settled back on the floor and sighed. The sight of her tits was driving him wild. Her long hair bounced up and down as she bounced furiously on his upright shaft. Oh, her cunt felt good as it enveloped his prick! Her cunt felt as good as her lips as it caressed the length of his rod. Christ, she has great boobs! he thought as he got a better view of her huge breasts swaying from side to side as she jumped frantically up and down. He raised his head slightly and groaned with delight as he watched his cock stabbing in and out of her.
Paul couldn't believe that this was happening to him! Here he was in the middle of his French teacher's living room, fucking away like there was no tomorrow, and she was moaning and gasping, "Paul, oh, Paul, so… good… yes… darling… fuck me… shove your cock into me… screw me… oh… God, Paul… don't stop… Paul… oh… baby… baby… screw me harder and harder… I'm going to come!"
He felt her cunt contract violently and for a moment he thought she would never let go of his cock.
"Paul, oh, Paul… I'm coming! Oh, so good… ohhhhh!"
Her body convulsed wildly for one last time as she thrust herself forward on his stiff-standing rod.
"Ahhhh…" Paul moaned. "Oh… that's good, Miss Andrews, oh, Miss Andrews, don't stop yet! Keep doing it! I want to come!"
His fingers were frantically digging into her bare back as she rocked back and forth faster and faster on his slippery prick.
Paul felt the sensation overpowering him. It started in his loins and became more powerful than he ever could have imagined it would. His hips were thrusting upward and he began to cry aloud. "Yes… oh, yes… Miss Andrews, make me come… ohhhhh!"
He yelled aloud as he felt his sperm squirt into her cunt. He felt the throbbing as stream after stream of his white cream filled her pussy. She squeezed him with her cunt muscles and the two of them collapsed in a happy heap on her living room floor.
Meanwhile, Brad Livingstone had finished his paperwork and decided to go for a walk on the beach. The sun was no longer bright in the blue Florida sky and the gentle breeze had blown away the heat of midday.
He walked casually down the beach for several hundred yards. His eyes were scanning the water and he strained to see if he could find Dee in her small sailboat.
Yes, there she was, about one-fourth of a mile out. He waved to her, but doubted if she could see him as he had no way of knowing which way she was looking.
He stood there for a few more minutes and then decided to walk further down the beach.
She must have seen him! Her sailboat seemed to be heading toward shore, and he stood anxiously to see if she was indeed coming his way.
Brad sat down in the sand to wait. He didn't have to wait too long. In about twenty minutes Dee was tying up her sailboat at the small dock south of the school, and there she was swinging up the beach jauntily, her small tits poking out of her top and her too-tight bikini barely covering her snatch. As she strode closer, she noticed Brad leaning against a palm tree.
"Hi, Brad!" she called out, and then walked slowly toward him. She stood provocatively, one hip swung out, her crotch at his eye level. He didn't say anything, but it was impossible not to notice the way her tits were struggling to be free and her long, curly pubic hairs were poking out of her bikini bottoms. She deliberately stood in front of him, her snatch staring him right in the eyes!
"Dee," he whispered huskily. He felt his cock stirring in his slacks, and he got up from the sand so that she wouldn't notice his hard-on.
It didn't do any good. She leaned toward him and began to rub her pelvis against his leg.
"Gee, Brad… got it up already, Dad?" she laughed.
He didn't say a word. He took her by the arm and steered her toward the bathhouse. It was only by a stroke of luck that the beach was deserted this late in the afternoon. He pulled her inside the bathhouse and bolted the door.
Without a word, he pulled her bikini bottoms over her small hips and fell to his knees in front of her. Frantically, he poked his tongue into the wet folds of her cunt as he held her asscheeks tightly with both hands.
Dee swayed and almost lost her balance, but Brad held on tightly. She moaned as he licked her cuntlips furiously, and sighed as his tongue probed deeper and deeper into the confines of her cunt.
"Fuck me, Brad!" she cried out.
He pushed her onto the floor and spread her legs apart. With a practiced hand, hi unzipped his slacks and pulled them and his shorts below his knees in one motion.
He held his bulging cock in his hand as she lay writhing on the floor. "Oh, Brad… Brad… stick it in me… hurry!"
Her legs were spread invitingly and he stared into the thicket of black hair, then without a word, he pushed his prick into her waiting pussy.
"Oh, Brad… I love your cock in me," she groaned.
He pushed forward, his mind was whirling as he pumped in and out of her box.
Her tits pointed toward the ceiling and her eyes were tightly closed as he rammed his cock inward. She was squealing with delight and grunting with passion as he continued to fuck her harder and harder.
Unknown to Brad and Dee, someone was watching their session. They had not been alone on the beach. One of the bays, Ron, had been returning from a hike down the beach and had seen the two figures disappear into the bathhouse.
Silently, Ron had crept forward and stood behind a bush, peering into the dim light of the bathhouse. Yes, he wasn't mistaken, there were two bodies writhing on the floor. He could determine that one was Mr. Livingstone, and he gasped audibly as he realized the girl was Brad's stepdaughter, Dee.
Fascinated, unable to move away from the window, Ron watched. He stood there entranced, his own cock stirring in his bathing trunks as he looked at the wild scene before his eyes!
How could he? How could he be screwing his wife's daughter? His expression of shock turned to one of lust. Wishfully, he stood there mesmerized, and then unconsciously he felt his hand creep into his trunks as he felt his huge hard-on.
The sight was too good to be true. He wanted to run, he wanted to go far from the sight he was witnessing, but something held him there and his legs would not move. A pleasant feeling was coming over him, and he rubbed himself again. It felt good. His cock was throbbing, now, and he continued to caress his prick, not caring any longer if they saw him or not. Unconsciously he continued to rub his prick, and the harder he rubbed the better it felt!
He couldn't help himself. He reached inside his swim trunks and grasped his swollen prick in his right hand. Brad was pumping harder and harder into the girl's cunt, and Ron kept up the beat as he rubbed himself harder and harder.
Why couldn't he be the one to fuck Dee? He'd like to stick his stiff cock into her… he would like to be the one fucking her! He'd like to ram his rod into her moist mouth and have her suck him off! His prick was oozing the first signs of his juices and he was so weak with passion that he had to lean against the wall to keep from losing his balance. He swayed precariously, almost losing his balance. His mind was spinning as he pumped away savagely, frantically rubbing his hand up and down the length of his shaft.
He could hear Brad and Dee moaning with pleasure. He heard her squeal with delight as she came and he rubbed harder, harder until his hand was wet with his jism and he sank to the ground weakly, his prick still in his hand.
Silently he crept away from the scene he had just witnessed and headed toward the dormitory.
"Dee… oh, Dee… wrap your legs around me tighter!" Brad cried. She cooperated and her slim legs tightened their grip on him. "Dee… oh, so fuckin' good…" he moaned loudly as his cock sent off jet after jet of cream into her gaping cunt. Exhausted, they both lay silently on the floor, spent with lust and emotion.



CHAPTER FOUR


Brenda could have stayed in her cottage and fixed her own dinner that evening, but she decided to go to the dining hall and join the others for the evening meal.
If she stayed away from the dining room for two nights in a row, it might arouse Mr. Livingstone's suspicion, although it was not compulsory for her to be in the dining hall on the weekends.
Weekends at Keysville were ordinarily slow for the teachers on the staff. It was a time to catch up on letter writing, reading, shopping, or just plain relaxing.
Ordinarily, Brenda had plenty to do on the weekends, but she had done nothing this weekend. That is nothing that she could tell anyone about. True, she had fucked Paul and Paul had fucked her and… her heart beat faster as she remembered.
The boys were seated at long tables in the dining ball when Brenda entered. Was it her imagination, or did she really hear several snickers from the boys?
Stop imagining things, she ordered herself. Jun walk right in and sit down and eat your dinner. No one could possibly know that you fucked Paul. Paul certainly wouldn't say anything to any of the other boys. The risk would be too great, she reasoned. Why, if the little bastard said anything, she just wouldn't fuck him any more. She'd show him.
Her eyes moved across the room as she tried to find Paul at his usual table. Yes, there he was sitting with his friends, laughing and talking. He didn't look her way. What was he talking about? she wondered. The other boys were laughing. Was he telling them how the proper Miss Andrews had flung herself on her knees and grabbed his swollen prick with her hungry mouth and given him the best damn blow job ever? Could he be telling them how she had sprawled on the bed, her legs spread invitingly while he pumped his hard cock in and out of her love-starved cunt? One of the boys glanced her way; she stiffened. Was she imagining it or did he grin at her in a lewd manner? Stop it, Brenda! she told herself. Paul would never do such a thing! Don't let your imagination run away.
Brenda hurried from the dining room when the meal was over. She brushed past Paul and stammered some type of greeting which she couldn't remember. He seemed to be just as casual as ever as he returned her greeting, but again she thought the same boy had looked at her with a strange expression on his face!
She hurried back to her room and turned on the television set. The old movie flickered on the screen as Brenda tried her best to concentrate on the story.
It was no use, she couldn't sit there any longer watching a silly old movie. There was nothing left to do but go to bed with her thoughts of Paul racing through her mind.
She took a shower, washed and dried her hair and sat down on the edge of the bed. She yawned; yes, today had been a full day, a fulfilling one for her, and she stretched out on her bed, grateful that night had come at last.
Sleep wouldn't come to Brenda, however. As she lay in her bed she kept thinking of Paul and the way it had felt with his hot cock in her slippery cunt. Unable to sleep on her stomach, she turned over onto her back. She couldn't stand it any longer, her body ached for Paul with all its might. She lifted her nightgown slowly and felt her mound of hair. Her thoughts of Paul continued, and as she stroked her cuntlips she felt the juices flow between her legs.
Stop it! she ordered herself. You must be some kind of sex fiend! First you seduce an innocent boy and now here you are playing with yourself!
Brenda couldn't stop. It felt good. Her fingers parted the furry cuntlips and she thrust two fingers into her slit. "Mmmmmm," she groaned. Her body twitched at her own light touch, and she probed deeper into her cunt as she began to breathe more deeply. She shoved her two fingers in and out with a fucking motion as she pretended that the fingers were Paul's prick penetrating her depths. Brenda's juices were oozing down her fingers as she frigged herself rapidly. As she felt her nipples hardening, she took her other hand and rubbed her breasts. Her fingers probed deeper and deeper, and, she began to feel the contractions.
Paul… oh, Paul, she thought as she masturbated frantically. Just pretend it's Paul's prick penetrating you, she thought wildly. Where is he? Where is Paul? I want Paul to fleck me, to fill my cunt with his cream and lick my nipples!
"Oh… oh… I'm going to come," she groaned. "Stick it in me, Paul, stick it in deeper and deeper… oh… oh… mmmmm…" and her cunt gave one violent contraction as wave after wave of orgasm washed over her body.
It was all over. She turned onto her stomach and buried her head in her pillow as she cried herself to sleep.
The next morning Brenda told herself it was all over. She had made up her mind during the night that she would not tutor Paul any more. The temptation was just too great. She decided that she would talk to Brad Livingstone and tell him that she wanted someone else to help Paul with his lessons. Oh, God, how can I do it? she wondered. How can I let that beautiful prick go? I have to do it, I have to! Before she could change her mind, Brenda changed into a pair of slacks and a shirt and decided to see if she could find Brad and tell him of her decision. She would have to think of some excuse to tell Brad. Uncertain what it would be, Brenda mulled it over in her mind.
She would simply tell Brad the "truth". She would tell him how Paul had come to her cottage for his French lesson and how he had made suggestive remarks and how he had "attacked" her. "Yes, that's it," she thought aloud. "That's what I'll tell Brad. I'll beg him not to say anything to Paul. Brad can just say I'm too busy to tutor him, that one of the other teachers will do it instead."
Brenda hesitated before entering Brad's office. What if the little bastard told Brad what really happened? No, Brad wouldn't believe Paul. After all, she was older, wiser, a respected member of the faculty. Certainly Brad would never think that she could perform such a depraved, immoral act!
Brenda hesitated in the doorway and then gently knocked. Brad yelled, "Come on in!"
She didn't say anything, but for a moment hesitated, about to leave.
"Brenda, what's the matter?" he asked gently.
Without answering, Brenda turned around and began to leave.
Brad jumped to his feet and crossed the room in rapid strides to her side.
"Brenda, what on earth is wrong?" he asked.
With a sob, she lunged toward Brad and fell against him. She sobbed and mumbled something which he could not understand.
He held her away from him for a second, and even though her problem was his first concern, he couldn't help but notice the two huge breasts that were obvious even under her ill-fitting shirt.
Brad put his arm around her shoulder, one hand trailing lightly across her tit as he moved his hand. The action went unnoticed.
"Brenda, don't cry. Please tell me what's wrong."
"I can't tell you," she stammered. "It… it's too awful to talk about."
Truly concerned now, Brad decided the best thing to do was calm her down at once. She just wasn't making sense standing there in the middle of his office, mumbling words about something that was too awful to talk about.
"C'mon Brenda, let's go to your cottage where we can talk and I'll fix you a drink and you can tell me all about your problem."
Brad was beginning to have a problem of his own. He felt his prick stirring in his slacks as he held Brenda close to him. Yeah… take her to her room… maybe I can fuck her and shell relax a little and tell me about her problem, he thought.
She didn't decline the offer and he quickly maneuvered her out of his office before she changed her mind. He had an overpowering urge to fuck her then and there in his office, but the risk was too great. What if Dee came looking for him, or Betty? He'd really be in trouble if he were caught with the voluptuous Miss Andrews.
Neither one of them said anything as they walked across the quadrangle toward her cottage.
Once inside, he walked into the kitchen and took some ice out of the refrigerator.
"Do you have any liquor, Brenda?" he called from the kitchen.
"Yes… it's in the cupboard above the sink," she called back.
Several minutes later Brad emerged from the tiny kitchen, two drinks in hand. He handed one to Brenda and winced as she swallowed a large gulp of the golden-brown liquid. Before he could sit down, she finished off her stiff drink in two large swallows and he quickly got up from the couch and went into the kitchen to mix her another one. I'll really put some booze in this one, he thought.
She'll really relax and tell me what's wrong, he schemed.
He handed her the second drink and patted the couch beside him. "Sit here, Brenda," he said, "then we can talk." He smiled encouragingly at her and a wild idea raced through his mind. I'll bet she's having a sex problem and wants to discuss it with a man. All right, here I am, and I'll help her, maybe even fuck her before the day is over!
Brenda sat down on the other end of the couch and sipped her drink thoughtfully.
Brad tried to visualize what her body looked like beneath her clothes, and again his cock stirred as he tried to picture her naked breasts and her hairy cunt.
Don't rush it, he thought. At least have the courtesy to listen to, her problem before you try to fuck her. Maybe there really was something you can do to help her.
"Brenda, can you tell me now what's troubling you?" he asked gently.
"Brad… oh, Brad…" She started to sob again. "No… I won't cry any more, Brad. I'm an adult and you'll be very upset with what I'm going to tell you, but I have to say it."
"Brenda, please…"
She didn't let him finish. "No, Brad… I have to tell you. If you want to fire me, then you will have to, but I have to talk to you and let you know what I've done."
He stared at her intently as she continued. "Brad I… I've been having sexual relations with one of the students."
His face reddened with fury. How could an adult woman do such a thing? How could she? Then he simmered down. After all, hadn't he been fucking a teen-aged girl? His own stepdaughter at that!
She was surprised at his calmness. "Brad, I knew you would understand," she stammered. "I never meant for it to happen. He came to my cottage and he made suggestive remarks and he… oh, Brad it was awful!" She began to sob again.
"I didn't want him to fuck me, Brad. I'm old enough to be his mother. I don't know how it happened. All of a sudden he whipped out his cock and he threatened me. He said if I didn't let him fuck me he would tell you that I had molested him. Oh, Brad… I was afraid. I didn't really want him to fuck me," she lied. "He's just a boy… Oh… Brad…"
He moved over closer to her on the couch and put his arms around her comfortingly. She sighed and relaxed against his strong muscular chest.
"Oh, you poor dear," he whispered gently. Fucked by a boy… you should be fucked by a real man! he thought to himself. "How awful for you," he said.
"Thanks, Brad, I knew you would understand," and she leaned closer to him.
Brad wasn't too certain later as to the sequence of events, but he did remember her pressing against him tighter, one of her hands dropping to his crotch as he gently stroked her breast through the thin blouse.
"Mmmm…" she murmured as he kissed her harder.
"Brenda, oh… Brenda," he said huskily, and without another word he carried her silently into her bedroom and laid her down on the bed.
She looked up at him with wonder and amazement in her eyes. "Brad…"
He didn't answer her. He was pulling his slacks off as she watched him.
She gasped as she saw his huge prick jut out from his shorts. Paul was okay for a boy, she thought, but Brad was really a man!
He walked toward the bed, his huge erection jutting out from his body. Brenda rose to a sitting position, and as he came toward her she gasped and sucked his huge prick into her mouth in one quick motion.
Brad felt her arms tighten around him and her mouth increase its pressure on his shaft. He felt her tongue as it lapped him gently from the tip to the base of his cock. Then he felt her soft hands as they gently held his balls and one finger probed further and touched his anus.
She pulled away from him, temporarily dropping his prick from her mouth. He made a motion to her to lie down, but she wasn't finished sucking him yet. His engorged prick was waiting for her mouth, and she lost no time in regaining her grip on him.
Her probing tongue was seeking out the folds of his foreskin as she persistently licked and lapped his swollen rod. She could feel his balls tighten as she touched his anus once more.
His mind was spinning as she lapped fervently, delighting in licking every inch of his swollen cock. He was going wild with ecstasy as she traced the length of him with her practiced tongue, nibbling and kissing and licking… nibbling and kissing and licking.
Brad's balls were tingling with delight as she sucked each one gently into her warm, soft mouth.
Brenda might be an old-maid, he thought, but she sure knows how to give a good blow-job! He shuddered with joy as she lapped in spirals up and down the length of his smooth cock.
"Brenda… oh… oh, Brenda," he moaned. "Oh, that's so good… be careful, Brenda, or I'll come."
She let go of his balls and concentrated on his asshole. Her finger poked toward his anus and she began to caress the opening. She was working on his cock and stroking his asshole at the same time.
"Brenda… don't!" he gasped. "I'm going to come in your mouth and I want to fuck you!"
She paid no attention to him. She lapped faster and faster.
She paid no attention to him. She lapped faster and faster.
I'm going to shoot my whole load in her mouth! he thought. She's deliberately trying to make me come! He tried to pull away but her lips encircled his cock and she held on tightly.
"Uhhhh…" he groaned. The pleasure was so intense that he felt weak. "Don't make me come, Brenda!"
It was too late. Brenda had ignored his warning and continued to suck noisily on his cock. She squeezed his balls gently and then harder and harder as she waited for Brad to explode in her mouth. She grasped his ass firmly and pulled him deeper into her mouth.
"Come, Brad! I want you to come in my mouth! I want to lap up all your cum, I want to swallow your cream. I…"
She didn't have to wait any longer. Unable to control his ejaculation for one more second, Brad grabbed her frantically as he shoved his jerking, pulsating, throbbing cock deep into her mouth. Spasm after spasm of mind-shattering jolts shook his body. He recoiled and lunged forward again, his shaft spewing its load of cum into her mouth.
"Brenda… oh… Brenda! I'm coming… commmming!" he yelled, and with one final push, shoved his cock as deep into her mouth as he could.
She felt him unloading his cum and she clawed savagely at his asscheeks as she pulled him to her.
As the exhausted Brad slipped to the floor, he pulled Brenda with him. He could not talk; he was spent with emotion and his cock fell limply against his thigh as he lay on the floor gasping.
When he regained his senses, he looked at Brenda apologetically. "I told you not to make me come, now I can't fuck you like I wanted to."
She smiled at him.
Maybe she gets her kicks by sucking off guys, Brad thought. Well, if the bitch doesn't want to get fucked, then the hell with her.
One thing was certain, Brad was finished with his lovemaking for the day. The way he had shot his cum, it would be quite a while before he could perform again.
"Brenda, I'll bring you off if you want me to," he murmured.
She kissed him deeply. He began to kiss her neck, her ears, and finally rested his lips between her breasts. He pulled her blouse open and unhooked her bra. He gasped as he saw her two huge tits fall free and sway. His kissing was more earnest now as he trailed his lips across each nipple, pulling his head back when each nipple grew erect.
Brenda was sighing as he reached under her and unzipped her slacks and pulled them down below her hips and then her knees. He dropped them to the floor and then pulled her panties below her knees. He breathed harder as he saw her hairy cunt Brenda was barely moving as he undressed her, she just sighed and lay back on the floor invitingly.
When he finally had pulled her panties off completely and he saw her cunt before his eyes, he traced his lips down the length of her body and then poked his tongue into the folds of her moist pussy. He parted its lips gently with his tongue and began to lick her clit. He was surprised to find that it was a small, pink bud, but erect and firm. He withdrew his tongue and gently put two fingers into her cunt opening.
She was moist with her juices and he was truly sorry that he couldn't fuck her the way she deserved to be fucked. Oh, well, he reasoned, tongue-fucking would have to do for now. He pushed her back on her elbows so that he could get closer to her cunt. He buried his face between her legs and she squealed violently as he began to tongue her. Her juices were oozing from her opening and he hungrily lapped them with his tongue. Her reaction was one of frenzy. She began to heave her hips up and down while she sighed deeply. His tongue plunged deeper into her love-starved cunt as she yelled, "Brad… oh, Brad… oh, darling!"
The bitch is really turned on to me, he thought. She's so hot right now, I think she's going to come. Too bad I can't shove my prick up her cunt and really fuck her like she's never been fucked before. Realty, a grown woman fucking a kid! She probably didn't even come, sure wish I could fuck her like she deserves to be screwed. She'd really know it if I rammed my rod up her cunt!
He jammed his tongue into her cunt deeper as she gasped and moaned as the pleasant sensations enveloped her.
Brenda had maneuvered into the sixty-nine position, and she hungrily sucked his limp prick into her mouth.
Several minutes passed as he continued tongue fucking Brenda as she joyously answered his tongue thrusts with her moans of delight. His tongue flicked in and out of her hungry cunt and her moans were louder as he stroked her clit rapidly with his tongue.
There it is, he thought, my prick is getting hard again Brenda was making slurping noises as she hungrily sucked him and he began to move his hips frantically, trying to get his cock deeper into her mouth.
He quickly pulled his hard cock from her astonished mouth and reversed his position, pulling her legs far apart as he rammed his cock deep into her cunt.
Brenda lifted her hips off the floor as he entered her. She groaned and gasped with delight as he stroked harder and harder into the depths of her cunt. She was frantic with passion as she wrapped her slim legs around his back and pulled him closer and closer to her. He cried out as her nails dug into his back. She answered by squealing and shrieking with delight as he slapped against her body, his thrusts matching her rhythm as she rolled to and fro, spreading her legs wider and then clamping them shut so that she could feel as much as possible of his hard hammering cock.
"Your prick… your cock feels so good in me!" she gasped. "I love the way you fuck! I love it in me! Oh, Brad… shove your cock into me harder!"
She was convulsing beneath him, her legs wrapped around him. She could feel him about to burst inside her. He slowed his pace a little as he realized she was close to coming. Deliberately he stroked in and out very, very slowly. She raised her hips toward him and strained to feel every inch of his cock within her. He was moving in and out of her with long, easy strokes, and she was tingling with each new thrust of his prick.
Hoarsely she yelled, "Fuck me, oh, fuck me! I love your prick!"
Seconds later she shrieked as her first orgasm hit her. Her cunt convulsed wildly as the first spasm hit her and Brad smiled down at her as she sobbed with pleasure.
As she calmed again, he rammed his rod deeper into her, working up to a fever pitch once more and moving his cock around in her cunt in a circular motion. Again, he had aroused her and she groaned with pleasure as he continued to fuck her.
The feel of his prick in her was driving her mad. At last! she thought. I'm finally being fucked by a real man!
Her pent-up emotions were about to be released for a second time. Her fingernails dug deeper into Brad's back and she flailed her legs obscenely as he pounded deeper and deeper into the depths of her cunt. "Fuck me, Brad! Fuck me and fuck me… oh, that feels so good…"
She felt another tingle begin to throb in her cunt and she threw her hips upward as she grasped his cock with her cunt.
Brad was breathing heavily, gasping; he felt her box tighten on his prick. The pressure was too much for him and he tightened his hold on her as he yelled, "I'm going to come! I'm going to come! Oh, baby, baby, fuck me!"
His cream emptied out of his cock in spurts, flooding Brenda's spasming cunt. Brenda gasped with pleasure as he unloaded his jism into her body, and the two of them held onto each other tightly as they joined one another in a fulfilling mutual orgasm. When it was over, Brenda pushed him on his back and hungrily sucked his cock, gurgling with delight as she lapped the last of his cum from his exhausted prick.
Neither of them spoke for several minutes. Finally Brad pulled Brenda close to him. "Baby, you sure know how to fuck. Are you sure you're new at this?" he laughed.
"Oh, that was good," she said contently, "so fuckin' good!"
"You know, Brenda, we really do make a good team."
"Yes, it was good," she sighed. "I hope that the next time I have a problem," she giggled, "that you'll help me again."
"You know I will," he said huskily.



CHAPTER FIVE


The next morning Brenda awakened early. As she drank her coffee she decided what she was going to say to Paul. She and Brad had discussed it last night, and they had decided that she should keep Paul after French class, and tell him that Mr. Livingstone decided that he should have another tutor. She was to merely tell him that she would not be tutoring him any more. If he gave her any problem, she was to report directly to Brad and he would handle the situation for her.
All through French class she avoided Paul's eyes. When he raised his hand to answer a question, she ignored him completely and asked one of the other boys for the answer.
Out of the corner of her eye she could see a hurt expression on Paul's face but she ignored him.
When class was over and the rest of the students had left the room, Paul came up to her desk.
"Miss Andrews…" he started to say. She interrupted him.
"Paul, I have nothing to say to you. Please go see Mr. Livingstone. He wants to talk to you."
Paul looked at her with indignation showing on his face. "Miss Andrews… I… I don't understand."
"There is nothing I can say to you, Paul. I just feel that you should have another tutor. Brad – Mr. Livingstone will tell you all about it."
"Miss Andrews, please I have to talk with you one more time. Please let me come to your cottage after school. I really have to talk to you," he almost sobbed. "it's very important."
She tried not to look at him as he spoke to her, but her eyes glanced toward his crotch and her heart skipped a beat as she saw the familiar bulge in his slacks. She breathed heavily as she thought of the lust-filled afternoons she had spent with Paul. Her cunt juices began to flow. She blushed as she remembered the way she had sucked him off; the way it had felt with his hard, dick in her mouth and the taste of his cum on her tongue.
How could she ever forget Paul and the way they had clung together as he fucked her and fulfilled her for the first time in her life. No, it would be very hard to give up Paul, to never again feel his strong, body against hers, to never again feel his hard cock finding its way into her eager cunt. Oh, no, she couldn't promise herself to never see Paul again, but she had to.
Her urge to take Paul into her arms then and there was quickly put aside as she tried to reason with herself. She was breathless as she looked again at his crotch, remembering the feel of his prick in her.
What's the use? she thought. Paul has something he wants to say to me. The least I can do is hear him out. What harm is there if he comes to my cottage? I promise I will only talk to him. I will not do anything to the boy. After all, I am a grown woman, and a respected teacher, certainly I can keep control of the situation.
"All right, Paul. You can talk to me this afternoon at four-thirty. I'll be in my cottage then."
"Thank you… oh, thank you, Miss Andrews," he stammered.
It was almost four-thirty, and Brenda was nervously pacing the length of her small living room. She had hurried right to her cottage after classes had ended and she had poured herself a drink to settle her nerves. She went to her closet and took out a long floral print gown and held it up to her in the mirror, then decided to stay in the suit she had worn to school that day. She walked toward the living room and then turned around and went back into the bedroom. She picked up the long gown from the bed and decided to wear it after all. Her bra was left on the floor, and she changed into some lounging slippers that matched the long gown.
The color of the outfit brought out the blue in her eyes, and she brushed her long hair back from her face, spraying on some perfume as she finished her makeup.
Her tremendous breasts were obvious in the jersey material, and they swayed easily as she walked across the room once more.
She heard the knock on the door and realized that Paul must have arrived. Hesitating, she walked back into the bedroom for a final glimpse into the full-length mirror. Paul knocked again. Don't open the door, she told herself. You'll see that beautiful boy standing on your doorstep with his prick, and the next thing… Her thoughts trailed off as she heard his knock this time.
"Be right there!" she called out.
"Hi, Miss Andrews," Paul said nervously as she opened the door.
"H-hi, Paul," she stammered. "I wasn't sure whether you would come or not."
"I had to talk to you."
"Come in, Paul."
"Okay."
"Would you like something to eat or drink, Paul?"
"No."
"Well, come on in and sit down." She motioned toward the couch. Paul sat down at one end and looked around the room as if he were seeing it for the first time.
She sat down on the couch, a respectable distance from the boy. The scent of his soap was making her dizzy and she had an overpowering urge to lean over and stick her tongue in his mouth and smother his face and body with kisses. She wanted to touch him, to feel his firm, body in her hands once more, but she knew she couldn't risk it.
"Miss Andrews, why won't you tutor me any more?" he finally managed to ask.
"Paul, I just don't think it is a good idea. We have become too involved with each other. I'm old enough to be your mother, and I think it would be best for you to find a girl your age to spend your time with."
"But, Miss Andrews, what's wrong with me? I wasn't any older when you took me to bed. I was the same age when you sucked me off and I fucked you…"
"Paul, stop it! Stop it this minute! I won't have you talking to me like that. I'm not a common whore!"
"I don't understand," he sniveled. He couldn't believe that she could possibly leave him. After all, she had enjoyed their fuck sessions just as much as he had. Maybe she had enjoyed it more. After all, Brenda was the one who begged him to keep on fucking her. And now it was all over. He couldn't believe it.
Brenda looked across the room. She didn't say anything. What could she possibly say? She sighed, then turned and looked at Paul with ah affectionate smile on her face. He of course mistook it for kindness, and immediately moved closer to her. He buried his head beneath her flail breasts and began to cry. She patted his head gently and tried to push him away from her. Overcome with remorse, she gently patted his arm, and then she gasped as her hand dropped to his crotch and she felt the huge hard-on. She pulled her hand away. It was all right for her to show compassion and tenderness, but she must not get carried away with passion again!
Paul felt her stiffen. It was just yesterday, or was it the day before that she was writhing and moaning with passion as he had fucked her? No, she couldn't have forgotten already, he reasoned. He had once driven her to the heights of passion and he was sure he could do it again.
She started to speak. "Paul, I just want you to know that what I did I did out of loneliness. I got carried away. I should have never done what I did, Paul, it's all over. If anyone found out about us, it would mean that you would be expelled from school and I would lose my job. It's too great a risk, we mustn't see each other again."
"Miss Andrews…"
"I want you to know," she interrupted, "that I will always care about you, but we must not see each other ever again!"
True, her explanation made sense, hit Paul's prick wasn't listening. As he rested his head between her breasts and smelled the sweetness of her, his cock had stirred and become rock-hard, and Paul knew that if he didn't get some relief, he would go crazy.
He decided to take a chance, saying, "You're right, Miss Andrews. Since we won't see each other any more, I guess you won't mind if I kiss you goodbye."
Paul moved closer to her and leaned over to kiss her. She turned her cheek toward his as he slipped his arm around her shoulder and pulled her roughly toward him. His heart was beating strongly as he felt the erect nipples of her tits through the flimsy material of her gown. Her body felt warm and soft and he dug his fingers into her shoulders and then roughly pulled her toward him, one hand darting out and reaching inside the folds of her gown.
She gasped. He wasn't certain whether she was surprised or pleased, but at least she didn't pull away as he continued to kiss her. She leaned her head back on the couch and parted her lips as he forced his tongue inside her warm mouth. He pulled her closer to him. Her free hand reached down and played with his zipper.
They were both breathing harder and harder as her hand deftly unzipped his fly and felt inside for his prick. The material of his shorts was holding back his rod. Fumbling, she found the fly opening of the shorts and eased his stiff dick out into the open. Hungrily, she threw her head toward his lap and with one large gulp engulfed his swollen cock in her hot mouth.
At the same time, he eased his hand inside her gown and reached the top of her panties. He poked one finger down inside and stroked across her mound. It felt warm and moist to his touch and he explored further by poking his finger between the lips of her cunt and feeling inside its folds. He could feel the moisture of her cunt and she breathed with passion as he stroked her delicately.
Get hold of yourself girl, she warned. Don't get carried away. Just take his hand gently and remove it from your crotch. Stand up, tell him goodbye and that's it…
She couldn't move. She couldn't stand up, and even if she had wanted to remove his hand from her cunt, she couldn't do it. It felt good. A longing to fuck Paul just one last time came over her. She no longer could break away from him. There was no stopping now. Brenda let his tongue probe deeper into her mouth as she frantically began to nibble his swollen prick as fast as she could. Her panties were moist with her juices and she moaned softly as Paul found her swollen clit and stroked it gently.
Ron was also Paul's best friend and Ron couldn't understand why he had seen so little of Paul these past few days. In the past, Ron and Paul were inseparable, and Ron was a little upset because his best friend had been ignoring him for several days now.
After school, Ron had hurried back to the dormitory so he could talk to Paul. He thought that perhaps he and Paul could go for a hike down the beach, look for some shells and maybe even go for a swim and dive for same coral. When he got to the dormitory, Paul was taking a shower and he appeared to be in a hurry to go somewhere. Ron asked Paul to go down to the beach with him, but Paul said he had to go see Miss Andrews for a French lesson.
Ron didn't believe his friend. He couldn't imagine why a teacher would ask a student to her cottage for a lesson. It sounded pretty suspicious to him, and he decided to follow Paul and see if he was telling him the truth.
Now, at last, his wait was over. He had stationed himself against the fence, and had a clear view of Miss Andrews living room. He couldn't, hear what was happening and it didn't look too interesting either; he was about ready to leave when it happened! How lucky could a guy get, he thought. The other day he had the good fortune to see Mr. Livingstone balling his own stepdaughter, Dee, and now… wow, he could see the prim and proper Miss Andrews reaching inside Paul's pants and whipping out his swollen cock! How lucky!
Ron leaned back against the fence and strained for a better view of the scene in the living room. He didn't have to look too hard. Miss Andrews had bent her head towards Paul's crotch, and yes, she had sucked his throbbing dick into her slick mouth! He could hear Paul groaning as she gently sucked his cock and squeezed his balls.
"Let me stick it in you," Paul groaned.
She didn't let go of his prick, but began to pump harder and harder with her mouth as he raised his hips from the couch and fucked into her cooperative mouth.
Ron couldn't believe his eyes. Miss Andrews was giving the best blow-job he had ever witnessed in his whole life!
"Mmmmmm," Ron moaned, and quickly reached inside his pants to relieve his throbbing dick. His prick was rubbing against his slacks and he slid the zipper down as he reached inside to touch himself. He stroked faster and faster, trying to keep up with the tempo maintained by the couple on the couch.
Brenda was panting and Paul was afraid he was going to shoot his cum in her mouth. He actually had no objection to that, and he knew Miss Andrews liked to suck him off, but he figured for a farewell, he should fuck her good and proper. In fact, he should fuck her in a manner which she would never forget. He would fuck her in the ass, he decided.
He pulled his jerking, throbbing cock out of her surprised mouth and without another word maneuvered her onto the floor. She gasped as he placed her on her stomach and pulled the gown up above her waist. He knelt astride her, and over her loud protests, he began to rub her anus. Her ass was firm and smooth and white. Miss Andrews began to sob as he stroked her gently. As his rubbing became more pronounced, she shuddered from his touch.
Her legs were clenched tightly together, but Paul pushed them apart. His hand reached under her and he felt her moist, juicy cunt as he stroked gently back again toward her ass. She tensed as she sensed he was about to invade her ass.
"Don't worry, Miss Andrews, I won't hurt you, but I just have to fuck you in the ass!" he cried.
Brenda began to struggle when she realized he meant business. She had mixed feelings about being ass-fucked and was trying desperately to turn over on her back. Paul held her firmly and began to rub the tip of his cock around her asshole. She was moaning softly as she felt its stiffness. Meanwhile, he was stroking her clit, and her hips instinctively raised as she began her motions of fucking.
"Mmmmm, that feels so good," she was groaning as he stoked her clit. His finger was wet with her cuntal juices and he rammed his finger up her cunt frantically as he stroked her asshole with his cock.
"Mae me come!" Brenda begged. "Stick your cock in me and make me come! Oh, yes… baby… baby!"
Paul was ready. His prick was rock-hard as he aimed it toward her ass. She protested as he tried to push inside her. Grunting and groaning, he pushed against her, but was barely inside as he met with resistance. He pulled his cock back and with a forceful shove, pushed as hard as he could. Brenda yelled in pain as his throbbing dick violated her ass. He squirmed and pushed harder into her. Her ass was tight as he relentlessly pushed onward. His prick began to throb violently as he made contact with her warm passage.
His hands crept under her and pulled her up toward his body as he struggled to get his prick in deeper. Again, Brenda gasped, unable to speak.
Her body felt battered and bruised as ho violated the very depths of her bowels. His stroking was labored as he struggled intently to move his cock in and out of her passage. The feeling he was experiencing was one of sheer ecstasy! Brenda was finally his in a way he thought was beautiful. He had fucked her in the mouth. He had fucked her in the cunt, and now… total and wild abandon he was fucking her in the ass, and she was even beginning to enjoy it!
He continued to stroke her clit and rub his hand up and down her cuntlips. She groaned with delight as he manipulated her pussy. His fingers felt like a stiff prick in her cunt and she could feel the first wave of an intense orgasm about td overtake her.
"Baby… oh, baby… that feels so good, wonderful, I love it, I love it!" she groaned.
Paul grinned as he continued his manipulation of her body and rammed his cock farther up her asshole.
Jolts of pleasure were rocking his body and her movements were about to make Paul explode.
"I'm going to come!" she screamed, and her body convulsed and was racked with jolts of delight as her cunt exploded.
Paul lunged deeper and deeper as his cock met with no further resistance. "Oh, God… I'm coming!" he cried. His cock was forcibly held by her tight ass and in seconds, she had drained the last of his juices from his exhausted prick.
"Oh… what a fucking," he groaned. "Miss Andrews… oh, Miss Andrews, so fucking good…"
Now, I can't believe it! Ron shook his head in disbelief, his limp, dripping cock still in his hand, and he shook with pleasure as he recalled the sight he had just witnessed. I can't believe it! he repeated over and over to himself.



CHAPTER SIX


No, it wasn't her imagination. She was absolutely certain this time. When she came into her classroom the following morning, Paul and the other boy, Ron, were definitely talking about her.
She could not hear what was said, but she caught the words "Miss Andrews", and she knew they had to be talking about what she and Paul had done!
Embarrassed, she walked across the room and sat down at her desk. Her hands were shaking as she moved the papers on her desk and prepared to begin the lesson with the class.
She had a startled expression on her face when she saw the note on her desk. Written in a scrawl, it said: "You'd better be at your place at 5 p.m. sharp today, because I have something I want to say to you!" The note was not signed.
Brenda looked around the room trying to detect an air of suspicion about one of the boys. She could find none. Paul's eyes avoided hers as she looked at him. She didn't think the note was from him. They had agreed yesterday. Rather, she had told him that she would not see him any more, that it was too risky to continue their relationship. He seemed to accept the idea, especially after she had let him fuck her in the ass!
Even now she cringed as she thought of his hard dick pumping in and out of her tight ass! The thought had repelled her at first, but the sensations she felt had more than compensated for her initial discomfort.
Again, she looked around the room before speaking. There – she had not been imagining it! That boy – Ron Williams – was looking at her with a lascivious grin on his face.
It was hard to concentrate on her lessons that day, and Brenda was glad when school ended for the day and she was able to go home and fix herself a drink.
The tall glass was on her nightstand and Brenda was standing in front of her mirror holding several different outfits up to her. What are you doing, you fool? she asked herself. He's only a boy. A boy like Paul. What difference does it make what you wear? After all, you're not going to seduce him. Her heart skipped a beat as she thought of Paul, his hard cock jutting out from his body… his hard dick filling her cunt with his juices as she writhed and groaned with passion and muttered obscenities as he fucked her aching pussy! A boy like Paul. A good-looking boy who was no doubt hung like a bull. A boy who didn't quite know how to use his equipment properly, but oh, how she would like to teach him! Her panties felt moist with her juices as she looked at herself once more in the mirror.
She slipped into the long gown, the one she had been wearing yesterday. It stretched across her taut nipples as she buttoned it and fled the sash loosely around her waist.
There was a knock on the door. She hesitated and almost decided not to answer it. If she didn't go to the door, the person knocking would soon go away. You've got to answer it, she told herself. You've got to find out who wrote you the note. Maybe it was Paul. Maybe he's in some kind of trouble and you can help him. Go open the door!
The knocking grew more persistent. She hurried across the room and swept the door open in one quick movement. It was as she had thought. The boy standing on her doorstep was Ron. He had dark hair, he was taller than Paul and broader in the shoulders. Her eyes fell toward his crotch. Yes, she could see a promising bulge in his pants. She told him to come inside and she locked the door as soon as he was in the room.
Neither one of them spoke for a moment. He was looking at her with a mischievous look in his eyes.
Finally he spoke. "Miss Andrews, I… I want you to know that I know that you and Paul have been fucking." He didn't flush as he said the word, but Miss Andrews did.
"Why… why… I don't know what you're talking about," she lied.
"Miss Andrews," he went on, "I've seen you suck off Paul. I've seen him fuck you, I've seen you fuck him, and I've even…" He lowered his voice.
"I seen him fuck you in the ass! My father is a member of the school board," he continued, "and I know if he ever heard that one of the teachers was fuckin' one of the students, the teacher might get into some really big trouble."
"What do you want, Ron?" she stammered. She knew what she wanted. She was staring at his crotch and the bulge in his jeans was beginning to stir. The sight of his prick outlined in his jeans was making her weak. She forgot her promise to Brad and her promise to Paul never to see him again. Without a word, she slipped to her knees in front of Ron, and without further delay frantically unzipped his pants. Brenda pressed her cheek against his crotch and she felt his rod stirring against her cheek.
He gasped as she unzipped him, but he did not try to stop her. She looked up at him for a word of encouragement, but his eyes were tightly closed. His pelvis was thrust forward, his legs spread, and she lost no further time in freeing his cock from the confines of his shorts. It jumped out at her from his crotch, its seven-inch shaft wavering. His prick was so engorged and stiff she was afraid it would burst if she did not take care of it for him at once.
He did not protest as she exposed his cock and took the swollen instrument into her waiting mouth.
"Suck me, Miss Andrews," the boy said. "Suck me off like you did Paul."
She cupped his balls in both hands and he gulped as he felt the warmth of her. Very slowly, very deliberately she sucked inward, pulling the length of his dick into her moist mouth. He could feel her sucking him into the depths of her throat and his senses reeled as her tongue began to lick his shaft, slurping softly over the smooth skin, then nibbling and slurping faster and faster, from top to bottom, up and down the length of his rod, slurping and sucking, tickling his balls with her pointed tongue.
Ron groaned with delight. His eyes were closed, his mouth was open, his fingers digging into her shoulders as he clung to her for support. "Oh!" he gasped. "Oh, Miss Andrews… soooo… so good! Soo… good, ah… ah… mmm… that's so good… keep doing it, Miss Andrews!" he begged. His lingers dug brutally into her shoulders and she winced under his pressure, but she did not drop his cock from her mouth. She sucked his cock more vigorously, slurping it in and out of her mouth in a rhythmic pattern.
He groaned as she grabbed his asscheeks and pulled him closer to her mouth. For a second, he lost his balance as she lunged toward him. As he pulled away, she dove for his cock with her mouth. She sucked it ever so gently back into her mouth, then pulled away for a second. Returning to his cock, she licked the head, nibbling and sucking, darting her tongue down to his balls and licking them in circles. Ron was grunting with passion. His hips were jerking into her mouth in a fucking motion, and she opened her lips wider as he plunged his cock deeper into her moist passage.
Her licking became more frantic and she felt her juices flowing as her body became more excited. His precious, beautiful cock! She had it in her mouth and she was giving it all the attention that it deserved! Her cunt was moist with her juices, and her nipples had become hard and erect.
Her partner was pumping madly into her mouth. His voice was barely audible as he whispered, "Miss Andrews, oh… so fucking good… oh… oh… please Miss Andrews, make me come! Make me squirt my juice down your throat! Suck me dry like you did Paul… oh… oh…"
He groaned with pleasure as he felt his cream shoot into her eager mouth. He fucked furiously into her throat and he sighed contentedly as she swallowed and lapped his last drop from his shaft. "So fucking good," he groaned.
Ron was weak for a second after he came. He opened his eyes and looked down at Brenda. She was still on her knees, his limp cock in her mouth as he moved backward. Her mouth followed him. She didn't want to let go of his sweet, cock. He was weak and gasping for air. Brenda clung to him with her mouth. She was all worked up now and her cunt was throbbing. She hadn't meant to suck him off like that. She really wanted to feel his hard, prick in her aching cunt! She wanted to feel his stiffness inside her pussy and she wanted him now!
"Ron, lay down on the floor, dear," she murmured. He didn't resist. He lay down on his back, his limp prick fallen to one side against his leg as she cuddled next to him.
"Ron, I want you to fuck me," she said.
"Gee, Miss Andrews, I… I…" He looked away, embarrassed as he saw his limp prick.
"Ron, I want to come too," she said. "Just stay where you are, I'll tell you what to do."
She had him in a sitting position now, and she leaned back, her legs toward his face, her thighs spread wide. "Now, Ron, play with my clit," she ordered.
The boy looked at her. He didn't comprehend what she wanted him to do. She took his hand. "Like this, Ron. Take your finger and fuck me with your hand." She grabbed his hand and shoved two fingers into her juicy cunt. Meanwhile, she maneuvered herself around so that her big tits were staring him in the face.
"Play with my tits, Ron."
He pulled his fingers from her cunt and eagerly grabbed for her breasts. He squeezed them, not too gently, pulling on the nipples, fascinated as they became erect from his touch.
"Suck my breasts," she gasped, and the boy leaned over, hungrily pulling one huge tit into his mouth as he lapping her nipple with an unpracticed tongue.
She groaned with delight as he fingered her breasts, making her nipples hard and firm. Meanwhile her hands roamed down his smooth chest. She playfully poked his belly button and then dropped her hand to his crotch.
There it was! The boy was getting hard again and she knew it would be only minutes before he would be rack hard and able to ram his prick up her cunt!
She dropped her head to his lap and sucked his prick into her mouth to complete the job. He groaned, and got set to be sucked off a second time, but Brenda had bigger and better ideas for him.
"Have you ever fucked a woman?" she asked. He hesitated. She didn't want to put the boy on the spot with her question, but she had a feeling that he had never shoved his stiff and swollen prick into a demanding cunt before.
She gently took his hand, showing him how to stroke her clit. He could feel it growing erect under his touch, and then she took his fingers and inserted them into her pussy and moved his fingers around so that she could feel the sensations. His fingers crept further up her juicy cunt as he played clumsily with her clit. His movements were making her gasp with delight, and her hips began to jerk as he finger-fucked her harder and harder.
"Oh, Ron, that's what I want!" she gasped. "But stick your prick in me. Please, Ron, hurry, stick your cock up me!"
Her legs flailed outward as he maneuvered into position. She held his cock in her hand and shoved it into her gaping cunt mouth.
"Mmmmmm… oh, Ron… so good… oh, I love your cock! Fuck me, oh, fuck me hard, Ron… please fuck me… I need your cock so badly!"
Ron was very excited at this point. His hard cock was throbbing as he felt the warmth and wetness of her cunt engulf his rod. Brenda spread her legs even wider, inviting his cock to penetrate her deeper and deeper. She groaned with delight as he rammed it in and out of her, slowly at first, and then faster and faster, building up to a tempo that would cause them both to explode in a short time. He pushed deeper and deeper, not caring whether or not he was hurting her. She cried out several times, but he thrust harder.
"Ah… oh… great… oh, so good… so… good…" she groaned over and over. Her teeth were clenched together tightly and she dug her fingernails into his asscheeks as she pulled him deeper and deeper into her hungry cunt. Her legs spread obscenely wider and wider as she pulled the boy's prick into her depths.
"Miss Andrews… oh… take my cock…" the boy gasped.
"Yes… yes… give me all your cock," she groaned as she felt the first twinge of her orgasm approaching.
She could feel his hard prick pulsating as he rammed it into her. She had a longing to pull it out of her cunt and lick it, kiss it, keep on kissing his sweet, cock all night, but she didn't do it. Brenda continued to groan and gasp as he fucked her fiercely, occasionally playing with her tit and probing into her mouth with his inexperienced tongue.
Ron quivered and she slowed her movements. She thought he was going to come, and she wanted to prolong the marvelous sensations for as long as she could. She slowed her actions and gently stroked his smooth back. Her body writhed under his as her famished pussy reached upward toward his cock. The boy was panting harder and harder, and Brenda was afraid it would all be over too soon!
"Ron, get on your back," she suggested. He pulled his slithering cock from her pussy as she placed him on his back and then knelt over him.
He was delirious with joy as he saw her huge tits swaying before his eyes. He relaxed and seemed to regain his composure as she gently slid her cunt down the length of his shaft. He was in her once again! She had entrapped his cock in her cunt, and she began her rocking motions, hoisting herself up and down frantically as Ron's rod slid in and out of her hot cunt.
His pleasure was enormous and he could only sigh and moan with delight. Her body felt so good as it contained his rock-hard cock. Brenda felt she was about to burnt, but she wanted to prolong her pleasure. She pulled her pussy from his cock and buried her head in his crotch once more. His pubic area smelled of perspiration, cum and her juices, but she wildly kissed and licked his prick. She just couldn't seem to get enough of him!
Ron's body convulsed as she sucked the length of his shaft into her mouth once more. "Miss Andrews, I'm going to come!" he gasped.
She quickly withdrew her mouth and rolled onto her back once more. Ron was pulled on top of her and instinctively he pushed his cock into her gaping cunt.
"Ron… Ron… oh, baby… baby… stick your cock farther up me!" She felt faint from passion and she knew she couldn't hold out any longer.
"Miss Andrews… I'm going to come!" he managed to groan.
"Yes… yes, Ron… I want you to come!"
She wrapped her legs tightly around him and dug her fingers into his back as she pulled him into her. It was too much for Ron. His body began to shake and he almost fainted as he felt the unbelievable sensations shooting through his prick, and his whole body was racked with pleasure as he pumped his jism into her hot cunt.
"Oh… oh… mmmmmm… good!" he moaned. "Ummm… I'm COMING!" His spurting seemed to go on for a long time as he cried out over and over again and clung to Brenda as he felt the very last drop of his cream dripping from his exhausted cock.



CHAPTER SEVEN


It was late Friday afternoon of the following week, and Brad Livingstone was working in his office. He couldn't keep his mind on his work, however; his stepdaughter, Dee, would be arriving shortly and he would have to have his talk with her. He had been so busy all week that he hadn't had a chance to talk to Brenda, but he was certain that she had had her talk with the boy and that it was all over.
During the week, Brad had caught himself thinking about Dee on several occasions. His cock had stiffened as he thought of her tight little ass, her innocent nipples, and the way he had violated her sweet, body. Yes, it would be hard to give up Dee, but it was really for the best, he reasoned. If he wanted a woman he could always fuck Brenda. His cock stiffened again as he thought of Brenda and their screwing session the other day. He remembered her huge tits flopping above his face and the way his prick had felt when she sucked him off.
Yes, he would tell Dee this afternoon that it was all over and he hoped that she wouldn't cause any problems between him and Betty.
His thoughts went back to the papers on his desk, and just then the door opened a bit. He swung around in his chair to see who had entered the office. Brad stammered, "Hello… Dee… uh… I was just thinking about you. Aren't you home a bit early today, dear?"
Dee looked unashamedly straight at his cock before she answered him. "Oh, we got out of school early today so I took the earlier bus from Key West."
He struggled to keep his mind off Dee and the way she looked. Her trim little body was really turning him on as she stood in front of his desk in her tight shirt that outlined her nipples, and her short skirt that showed off her slim hips and ass. He breathed harder as he thought of her tits, braless, under her shirt.
Forget it, he told himself. You're going to tell Dee what you've planned all week to say. You're going to take her for a drive, get her away from the school where you won't be tempted to fuck her and you're going to by it on the line.
Dee bounced across the room exuberantly and threw her arms around Brad's neck. She began to kiss him. He gently but firmly tried to push her away from him, but she clung to him tightly.
"C'mon, Dee, let's go for a drive, I have something I want to talk to you about."
She smiled up at him. "Sure, Brad, let's go!"
Silently they walked toward his car. Dee was walking a little in front of him as they walked down the path. Her firm little ass swayed underneath her short, tight skirt, and he caught himself thinking about how hard it would be not to screw her any more.
They got into the car and Brad headed south toward Deer Key. He didn't say too much as he kept his eyes on the road, but Dee chatted gaily about school and her sailboat. Out of the corner of his eye, Brad could see her short skirt riding halfway up her thigh. His cock stirred as he thought of the last time he had balled her.
Finally he pulled the car into a side road and started driving toward the beach. He shut off the ignition and turned to face Dee.
"Dee, I…"
She grabbed him around the neck and started kissing him furiously. One hand dropped to his crotch and she began to rub his half-hard cock.
"Dee!" He pushed her away. "Dee, I brought you out here today because I want to talk to you."
"You mean we're not going to fuck?" she asked.
"Don't talk like that!" he ordered.
She looked up at him, surprised by his sharp tone of voice.
"No, Dee. I've decided that what we have been doing is not right. It's too risky and if someone found out about us, we both would be in big trouble."
"You can't drop me, just like that. You didn't think there was anything wrong when you were screwin' me last week. I don't understand. I'll tell everyone what you did to me!"
"Dee, please," be tried to reason with her. He reached over and put his arm protectively around her shoulder.
She began to cry softly.
"C'mon, Dee, let's go for a walk on the beach," he murmured gently. Maybe if he got her out of the car and they walked for a while, he could convince her that he meant business.
He opened the car door for her so she could get out. He held her hand as they walked toward the beach.
"I want you to understand why we can't continue our relationship as before. I think it's about time that you got interested in a boy closer to your age. I'm much too old for you, and besides I don't want to hurt your mother. If the school board ever found out about us, I would lose my job and we would have to leave Keysville in disgrace. Do you understand what I'm saying to you, Dee?"
"Yes," she sobbed, "but I don't want to end things." Her mind was working quickly and she decided that if she made the first move, Brad would not be able to stop himself. She would use all her girlish charms to entice him, and once she had control of him, she would fuck him like he had never been fucked before! She would make it an afternoon that he would never forget, and then he wouldn't want to leave her.
She smiled at him sweetly. "Let's sit down here for a while," she suggested. They walked a few feet further down the beach and sat down on a rock. Neither one of them spoke for a short while. Brad was watching a seagull dipping into the water, and Dee was watching Brad.
The rock was large and flat and Dee moved closer to Brad and leaned her head on his shoulder. He turned to look at her. Without a word she reached over and unzipped his trousers. She reached for his half-stiff cock. He didn't move away.
Brad was trying to reason with himself. Get up and walk away from her. Don't let her grab your cock. If she starts to kiss your prick, you've had it! You'll never break off with her. Don't let her do it to you!
But as she stroked his now firm prick, he kept thinking about the last time he had screwed her and he decided this would be their farewell; that it would never happen again.
Brad closed his eyes and leaned back against the rock as Dee tossed her long hair over her shoulder and leaned forward to grasp his stiff cock into her mouth.
"Oh… so good," he moaned as the girl knelt in the sand and sucked his hard cock noisily. His body quivered and he tightened his grip on her shoulders as she sucked his cock in and out of her mouth. She would stop licking his shaft for a second or two and concentrate on his balls, but she seemed to derive most of her pleasure from licking his cock from top to bottom.
"Let me fuck you, Dee," he groaned. "Please let me put my cock into your cunt," he begged. She dropped his cock from her mouth momentarily.
"No, I want to suck you off," she replied.
His body writhed as her sucking mouth pulled him deeper and deeper into her. His hands tightened their grip on her shoulders as he pushed his pulsating cock deep into her throat. "Oh, Dee… you suck cock… so… so…" He hesitated as he almost began to come.
He closed his eyes and dug his nails deeper into her as he forced his throbbing cock into her warm, moist mouth. Brad's body began to tingle as he felt the beginning of his orgasm. "Dee… I'm coming coming!" he gasped. His body tensed and he felt hot all over as he felt the first surge of liquid shoot up his shaft and spurt into her waiting mouth. She continued sucking him, harder and harder. She swallowed time after time, lapping up the last of his cum. Brad leaned back, his satisfied prick still in the girl's mouth.
Thoughtfully, he pulled his prick from Dee's mouth and straightened his clothes as he stood up. Dee didn't say anything more to him. Silently they walked back to his car and drove back to Keysville.
Early Saturday morning it rained. The rain blew in gusts from the Gulf side of the island, and for a while, the committee thought they might have to call off the beach party that was scheduled for three that afternoon. But the rain stopped around one and the sun was shining brightly in the blue Florida sky.
Preparations were underway for the beach party. The boys had been busy all morning gathering dry wood to build their bonfire that night. Supplies were being carried down to the boathouse where there was a refrigerator for cold drinks and food.
All the students were busy scurrying back and forth carrying whatever was needed to make the beach party a success. The boys had been anxiously looking forward to the affair. Many of them had invited girls from nearby schools and they were all busy getting everything prepared before the first guests began to arrive.
Paul didn't have a date for the beach party. He still remembered how it had been the last time he had been with Miss Andrews. His boyish prick stiffened as he thought of how he had hammered in and out of her hungry pussy. Forget it, Paul, he told himself, Miss Andrews told you it was over.
He couldn't believe it was all over. She had really wanted him and his cock. He had fucked her and fucked her and still she cried out for more. She was just waiting to be penetrated, fucked in every way imaginable. He couldn't believe it was over. She had spread her legs for him and let him do all kinds of things to her. He blushed as he remembered some of them. His cock stirred as he recalled the way her tongue had inched its way into his mouth and the way she had moaned beneath him, gripping his naked back with her fingernails as he shoved his cock into her hungry pussy. No, it can't be over! I'll find her at the beach party…
Now it was almost three, and the boys, the faculty members and their guests were winding their way down the path to the beach. The sun was bright in the sky and the boys and girls were swimming and diving, playing volleyball in the sand and generally having a good time. Paul wasn't. He was sitting in the sand, his back propped against a tree and he was watching for Brenda Andrews. She didn't arrive at the party until almost six. By the time she got there the fire was ready and some of the people were beginning to roast their hot dogs. A table had been set up under the trees and food and cold drinks were there waiting for the hungry crowd.
Paul turned toward the path as he heard Brenda say something to one of the other teachers. She was wearing a pair of light-blue shorts and he caught his breath as he noticed the outline of her cunt through the flimsy material. He couldn't believe that it was the prim and proper Miss Andrews. Why, she was wearing short shorts and a tight-fitting knit shirt that really showed off her knockers to good advantage! He stared at her as she walked down the beach, her hips swaying seductively and her great tits moving freely. She nodded to him as she passed him, and walked further down the beach to join some of the other faculty members. Paul could see her laughing and smiling at Brad Livingstone and he wondered where Mrs. Livingstone was. She still had not arrived at the beach, although her daughter Dee had. Yes, every boy had tufted and looked at Dee as she had sauntered down the beach seductively. Paul also noticed that Brad looked at Dee, and he felt certain it was more than a fatherly interest he displayed.
Dee sat down next to Paul and tried to strike up a conversation with him. She thought he was a good-looking boy, but much too shy. She automatically glanced toward his crotch. Dee could see the protruding outline of his cock in his swim hunks.
He looked her over carefully. Her small tits were shoved into a much too small bikini top, and an even tinier bottom barely covered her nail, round ass. Dee, was a cute chick, he decided. Maybe Miss Andrews was right… maybe he should find someone his own age to ball.
Just then Ron walked toward Paul and Dee. He grabbed Dee by the hand, and before she could protest he pulled her toward the water. "C'mon, Dee, let's go for a swim," he urged. She glanced at his cock as he pulled her toward the water.
"Okay," she said. She looked back at Paul for a second to see if he was watching them, but Paul's eyes were seeking out Miss Andrews and he didn't pay any attention to his classmate.
Ron and Dee swam out from the shore several hundred fret. In the distance they could see the bright-orange flames of the fire and could hear the voices of the other kids as they laughed and kidded around with one another.
"C'mon, Dee, I'll race you toward the raft," Ron challenged. They had been floating on their backs as they rested from their swim out from shore. Dee couldn't help but notice Ron's partial erection as he floated on his back. In fact she was getting turned on looking at Ron. I wonder if he'll try to fuck me? she thought.
"Okay, I'll race you to the raft," she answered back. "Last one there is an alligator," she chuckled, and started swimming toward the raft with sure, firm strokes. Ron was right behind her and the two of them reached the raft within seconds of each other. He jumped up on the raft and held a hand out to Dee. Gracefully, she swung up onto the raft, and he couldn't help but notice how her tits almost burst from the confines of her bikini top as she pulled herself out of the water.
Panting, they both lay side-by-side on the raft and looked toward the beach. It was growing dark now and there would only be a few minutes of daylight left. Ron wondered if anyone had seen them swim to the raft. He looked at Dee out of the corner of his eye, taking in the saucy little body that she moved so gracefully. She leaned back and moved her head onto his lap; she could feel his cock stirring beneath her head. Neither one of them spoke.
After about five minutes of silence, Ron tried to pull himself up to a sitting position, but Dee pulled him toward her. Momentarily, he lost his balance and fell against her. Her eyes were closed, but he could detect a smile on her face.
This is going to be easier than I thought, Ron mused. For a second I thought I might have to tell her that I saw her with Mr. Livingstone, but from the looks of things, she appeared to be quite willing.
He moved closer and put his arms around her. One hand reached inside her bra top and he fondled her breast. He could feel her nipple become erect under his touch. She didn't resist his move. In fact she took his other hand and pushed it under the leg band of her bathing suit so that he could feel her furry cunt. He sited as his prick stiffened.
Ron was kissing her gently, but Dee had other ideas. Her tongue was digging deep into his mouth and she forced his mouth open wider with her tongue and lips.
He hesitated. For a moment he thought of pushing her away, but her hand felt good on his cock and she was leaning against him with one small boob brushing against his arm.
Dee's hands were caressing his smooth back and he felt tingly from her soft touch. Finally, the two of them stretched out prone on the raft. He moved closer to her. Her love-starved pussy was rubbing up against his leg, and it was obvious what she wanted from him. She reached inside his swim trunks and maneuvered them down over his hips. He lifted his body up from the raft to assist her, and with a gasp she buried her head in his crotch and in one sucking motion, pulled his erect dick into her waiting mouth.
He sighed and settled back. He couldn't believe it! She was actually holding his cock in her mouth and rubbing his hard, firm balls with her hand at the same time.
Her hands were kneading his balls gently, and she sucked quietly on his erect cook as he writhed with passion alongside her. She managed to murmur, "Does that feel good, Ron?"
"Mmmmm…" He murmured. His eyes were closed and he sighed as she continued to mouth-fuck his prick.
She pulled his bathing suit down past his knees and dropped his prick from her mouth. It stood up from his crotch and seemed to waver momentarily. Without a word, she pulled her bathing suit bottom off and climbed astride his cock. Her hand curled around it greedily as she lowered her body onto his shaft Ron moaned as she thrust him inside her hungry cunt. Her caresses became more insistent as she touched his balls, and ran a finger probingly toward his asshole. She explored his body with growing excitement and Ron let her do what she wanted with hint.
"Dee… Dee… I'm going to come!" he groaned as she rocked up and down the length of his cock. The pleasurable feelings he was experiencing were driving him wild, and he felt like his cock would burst if he didn't get his load off soon. If she didn't stop her frantic motions, he knew he would explode at any second, but he wanted to keep on fucking her, it felt so good.
His cock was plunging in and out of her and the friction it was creating was making Dee writhe with passion. "God… it feels so good!" she gasped. "Ron, oh, Ron… your cock is so hard and good!" and she lifted her body away from his before settling back down on his cock once more.
"Yes… yes… keep on fucking me harder and harder," she groaned. "Shove your big prick up me and make me come!" she shrieked.
Ron cooperated by shoving his prick as far up her cunt as he could. Pleasurable feelings were jolting through his prick and he couldn't imagine how it could be any better. He raised his head from the raft and watched Dee working above him. She was rhythmically hoisting herself up and down the length of his cock, and moaning with pleasure. He smiled as he saw the look of excitement on her face, her eyes closed. She was wild with passion and Ron was fucking her for all he was worth.
Their fucking seemed to go on and on. In the background, Ron could hear voices on the beach, but he was too blissfully engaged in fucking Dee to pay attention to the rest of the world.
Each stroke made him cry out, and his body began to buck frantically to keep up with the tempo that Dee had created. Her legs were outstretched and her hungry little cunt was grasping his hard cock like it would never get enough.
"I'm going to come," he groaned. He couldn't stand it any longer. "Dee… Dee… oh, Christ, I'm going to come!"
"Ron, oh, Ron… stuff me with your prick!" she howled, and their bodies both lurched as a simultaneous orgasm overtook them.
"God… oh, so good," he groaned as his cream spurted into her pussy. He bolted upward and she again tightened her grip on his cock, holding it tightly in her cunt as he pulsated and shot stream after stream of his cum into her body.
Exhausted, they both lay quietly on the raft for several minutes. Finally, Dee got off of Ron and leaned down to lick the remaining cum from his limp prick. She smiled happily as she licked his prick and balls clean. Then she rested her head on his chest as her hand stroked his cock reassuringly.
Finally, Ron broke the silence. "C'mon Dee, I guess we'd better swim back to shore. The rest of the gang might be out looking for us by now."
The party was in full swing as the swimmers came out of the water and dried themselves off with towels they had left on the beach.
Brad was watching Dee with interested eyes as she laughed and joked with Ron. He felt a twinge of jealousy as she looked up at Ron and laughed at something he said. Brad's crotch ached as he thought of Dee and Ron together. I wonder if they… sure… the kid probably fucked her.
Brad's cock stirred with excitement as he remembered how Dee had sucked him off that first time in her girlish innocence.
Couples were sitting around the fire eating their hotdogs and potato salad. Several boys and girls had wandered away from the group and the chaperones were busy keeping an eye on everyone. Actually someone should have been keeping an eye on the chaperones because suddenly Brenda and Mr. Livingstone disappeared from the group. Brenda had gone toward the beach house to get some more paper cups, and Brad had followed her there.
He reached out and grabbed for her huge tits as she came out of the beach house. Brenda gave a little gasp as she realized it was Brad. For a moment she was hoping that Paul would have followed her them, but he seemed more absorbed in watching his friend Ron and Dee together. Now as Brad pulled Brenda to his chest, his hand rested on her big breast and she sighed contentedly as he touched her through her knit shirt. His tongue probed inside her mouth. He pulled her closer to him. His half-hard cock rubbed provocatively against her. She moved her body to meet his and unashamedly began to grind her pelvis against his hard-on.
That did it! His cock was growing bigger and harder and he wanted to shove it in her mouth or up her cunt as soon as possible. He knew she wouldn't mind, but they didn't want to be seen together. What if someone came looking for them?
He pulled his hand away from her tit and pulled her with him deeper into a thicket of trees. Roughly he shoved her toward the ground. At the same time he pulled his slacks down and Brenda gasped with excitement as she came face to face with Brad's huge hard-on. She got to her knees and nicked Brad's erection into her moist, waiting mouth. She licked him excitedly, her tongue running up and down the length of his cock as her hand patted his balls gently. Her tongue flicked out rapidly as she grabbed for his surging cock. With quick sucking motions, she slid her tongue the whole length of his cock as her hand patted his balls gently. Her tongue flicked out rapidly as she grabbed for his surging cock. With quick sucking motions, she slid her tongue the whole length of his organ and then licked back up to the head again.
Brad groaned with each lick of her tongue. She certainly could suck cock, he thought.
Brad almost lost his balance, but just in time moved backward to lean against a tree. Brenda did not let go of his prick but eagerly mouth-fucked him as he writhed with passion.
"Mmmmmmm…" Brad groaned. His prick felt so great, Brenda was doing all kinds of pleasurable things to his cock and balls and if she kept it up any longer he was going to come in her mouth and he wouldn't be able to fuck that beautiful cunt of hers.
"Ahhh… oh!" he gasped, and dug his fingers deeper into her shoulders. His prick felt like it was ready to explode at any second. Sensing his tenseness, Brenda momentarily dropped his prick from her mouth and moved her hands toward Brad's balls. He sighed deeply as she touched his balls and flinched as a probing finger touched his asshole.
"More cock," she groaned. "God, Brad, let me suck your cock some more!" She lunged toward his stiff prick with her open mouth. He pushed his cock into her mouth and his hips began to push forward as he fucked into her mouth, deeper and deeper.
The sensations he was experiencing were about to drive him berserk. He couldn't stand much more of her sucking and nibbling.
Deliberately she sucked in the whole length of his cock, and then with a smooth movement let its slippery length out of her mouth, only to pounce upon it again and slurp it back into her hungry mouth. As she sucked, she moved her tongue rapidly in a circular motion, and Brad squirmed delightedly as she flicked and licked his entire rod.
"Oh, Brenda… I'm going to come, if you don't stop!" He was pushing his cock harder and harder into her sucking mouth.
"Okay, Brad, fuck me!" she yelled. She let go of his cock mid fell to the ground. Quickly she pulled her shorts down. Brad gasped as he viewed her hairy mound. Conveniently, Brenda had not worn my panties, and as she pulled her shorts down her slim legs and threw them beside her, Brad hurried to his knees and fell forward, burying his face in her crotch.
Brenda's cunt was moist with her juices, and he flicked his tongue in and out of her hungry pussy. Brenda groaned and moved her body rapidly as he shoved his tongue in and out of her cunt. He paid particular attention to her clit, and drove her to the heights of passion with his licking and sucking. She reached for his balls and massaged him gently as he knelt over her. Excitedly her finger probed his anus. Brad was dizzy with passion; there were so many good sensations coming from all directions that he was about to blow his mind, not to mention his load.
"Brenda, I'm going to come!" he warned.
She lay back quickly, her head resting on the pine needles as he aimed his hard cock at her gaping pussy. "Yes… yes, Brad, I want your cock in me!"
He shoved his rod into her and she tightened her grip around his shaft as he pumped into her. The movement was too much for Brad and he bucked violently as he rammed his cock into her wet cunt. He felt the pressure of her vagina as it enveloped his cock, and his whole body shook with convulsions as he began to unload his cum into her eager pussy.
"AHHHHH!" he screamed. "Brenda, oh, Brenda… I'm coming! Oh, Brenda baby…"
Brenda didn't want Brad to come so soon. Her passion was mounting with each rough thrust of his hard cock and her cunt felt so marvelous that she groaned and gasped with each new plunging of his prick.
"Ahhh… Brad, oh, Brad!" she gasped. "Brad… I'm going to…" She flung her legs outward so that he could shove his prick into her depths, and she screamed loudly as the first wave of bliss hit her body. Her cunt tightened around his prick. He felt it milking him of his juices. He yelled aloud as his jism pumped into her receptive cunt. The pleasure they both felt was mind-shattering.
Exhausted, they both lay on the ground. Brad lay on top of Brenda for a long time. Finally his wet, limp cock slithered from her cunt and he rolled over on his back and looked skyward. Without a word, they gathered up their clothes which they had strewn on the ground and dressed. Brenda walked back to the beach party alone, but she couldn't miss Paul's eyes as he looked at her. It was obvious that Paul knew what she had been up to and the hurt look on his face confirmed her feelings.
"Paul, can you come here for a minute and help me," she finally said.
"You don't look like you need any more help from me," he called back over his shoulder as he hurried away from the beach party and back toward his dormitory.



CHAPTER EIGHT


On Sunday afternoon, Brenda drove into Marathon. She wanted to get away from the school for a while and thought the drive might do her some good. Her mind kept jumping back to Brad and the way he had fucked her in the woods yesterday at the beach party. She sighed as she remembered their fervent fucking, the feel of his hard cock inside her and his burning mouth on hers.
As she drove down Palm Avenue, her mind returned again and again to their passionate lovemaking of yesterday. Yes, Brad was quite a man. She couldn't understand, though, why his wife, Betty, was never around him. She either didn't care or wasn't too smart, but letting a good-looking, virile guy like Brad on the loose wasn't such a good idea, Brenda reasoned.
Brenda turned her car left onto Coral Avenue, and just as she passed the bus station she noticed Brad and Dee in front of the station. Of course, she thought, nothing strange about that, it's four p.m. and Dee's bus is due to leave for Key West in a few minutes. She glanced around to see if Betty was there, but she didn't catch a glimpse of her anywhere. What startled Brenda however, was the way Brad was looking at Dee. He definitely seemed to be showing more than a step-fatherly interest, the way he had his hand on her shoulder, and little Dee was looking up at him and smiling seductively. Damn it all, thought Brenda, I wonder if he's been balling the kid?
That evening, Brenda was in her cottage trying to watch television. She was dressed in a robe and was lounging comfortably when there was a knock at her door. Surprised, she got up and went to the door. Paul was standing there. Before he had a chance to say anything, Brenda said, "What are you doing here? I told you not to come here any more."
"I had to talk to you, Miss Andrews," he stammered uncomfortably.
"Well, then you'd better come inside before someone sees you," she answered.
Paul walked in and stood there waiting.
"What is it, Paul?" she asked.
"Well, Miss Andrews, some of the boys have been talking. They're saying things about you."
"What kind of things, Paul?" She glanced at his crotch as she waited for an answer.
She was trying to keep her emotions under control. She had told herself that it was all over between her and Paul, but when she saw the handsome, boy again, her heart skipped a beat and her hungry cunt needed the feel of Paul within it once more.
Paul was standing there waiting for her to make the first move. She decided she would not let Paul get near her. If he kept his distance, she wouldn't be inclined to fuck him again.
"What kind of things, Paul?" she repeated.
He hesitated, then moved closer to her and with a sob buried his head on her shoulder. "Miss… Miss Andrews, Ron says that you and he…"
She tried to comfort him, but her heart was racing and her cunt was throbbing as she held him close. "Paul, I think you'd better come in here so we can talk this over."
Her plan was made. She would get Paul into bed with her and then she just had to be firm and tell him that this was absolutely the last time he must come to her house. Tell him, she warned herself, but her mouth wouldn't move. "Paul, come in here, dear," and she led him toward her bedroom.
I must stop this insanity, she reasoned. I can't continue to fuck Paul. He is a student of mind. If the boys are talking there will be trouble and I'll have to leave here.
Unfortunately, Brenda's body was overpowering her mind. She sat down on the edge of the bed. Her gown gaped at the bust-line and Paul saw the outline of her fabulous boobs. He went to the bed and sat down next to her. She could see his hard, cock bulging in his pants, and she reached out and touched him. He didn't move away. He grabbed her hand and hold it to his erect cock. Her fingers began to fumble as she reached for his zipper. She undid his trousers and reached inside to feel the warmth of him. His hard prick felt good to her, and with a small cry she buried her head in his crotch.
He tried to maneuver his cock into her mouth, but she held back. Finally, she could stand it no longer. She lay down on her bed and Paul stretched out beside her. Neither of them spoke. Finally, his hand reached inside her gown and he drew a circle around her nipple. He could feel it becoming erect from his touch. She sighed. What's the use? she thought. He has me in his power. Just this one last time, she told herself, and then it will all, be over forever.
Ron had gone back to the dormitory looking for Paul. He wasn't there, nor was he in the recreation room where the other boys hung out. He decided to go for a walk, and shortly he was outside Miss Andrews' cottage. The lights were on in the living room, but the bedroom was dark. He went up to the door and knocked. There was no answer. He tried the door. It was open. Quietly, he crept inside. He could hear voices from the bedroom. Miss Andrews was talking to someone, and as he listened he could hear his friend Paul's voice.
Quietly, he crept toward the bedroom. His eyes almost bugged out of his head. Yes, there they were again, and Miss Andrews was lying there on the bed, her gown open, her cunt exposed, and Paul was kissing her. It was too much for him. He raced into the room, and the two startled people lying on the bed sat up with utter surprise as he yelled, "There you are! My friend… trying to fuck our teacher! You'd better let me in on some of your fun and games or I'll call my father right now and tell him what goes on in this school!"
It was too much for Brenda and Paul. They didn't know what to say. Brenda Andrews finally broke the silence. "Why not, Paul? I think it's about time that Ron had some fun too, what do you think?"
Ron was ready. He was stripping off his clothes as fast as he could, and Brenda's eyes were staring at his hard, prick.
"Sure, Ron, c'mon and join the fun," she laughed. He didn't lose any dine in taking up her invitation, and plopped down on the bed on the other side of her. She kissed him as he lay down beside her, using her tongue vigorously and at the same time reaching out and stroking his cock. Paul was stroking her breast with one hand and his other hand was reaching toward her pussy. Sure, why not? Paul reasoned. After all, what are friends for?
Ron couldn't believe it. Miss Andrews and Paul had actually welcomed him into their little group, and he wasn't certain what would happen next. He leaned over and kissed Brenda. She kissed him back and she let his tongue linger in her mouth. At least she hadn't tiled to stop him as one hand rubbed her breast.
"Mmmmm," she murmured. "Paul, Ron… oh… that feels good!"
The two boys were caressing her slim body, and she was responding by stroking their hard cocks. Ron lifted his head and began to lick her nipple. She tightened her grip on his cock and he moaned with delight. The harder she squeezed, the faster he rubbed her nipples.
"Suck me, Miss Andrews," Paul begged. She was giving most of her attention to Ron at this point.
"I've got a good idea, boys," she said. "You two kneel here side by side on the bed and I can suck both of your cocks at the same time."
The two boys lost no time in scrambling to a kneeling position, cocks thrust outward, and with a moan of delight, Brenda swooped her head toward their crotches and sucked both erect, pricks into her mouth at the same time. With loving skill, she tickled her tongue tip across both cockheads and sensuously licked, nibbled and sucked noisily as both boys groaned delightedly.
Brenda's excitement was mounting as she sucked their pricks, and her crotch was dripping with her juices as she worked them both over.
The tempo was picking up as the two boys began to jerk their hips violently as they fucked harder and harder into Brenda's mouth. The room was filled with their lusty moans as the trio continued their pleasurable game together.
Ron and Paul were gripping Miss Andrews' shoulders harder and harder as she flicked her tongue more furiously than ever. She gurgled noisily as she licked each prick. Her hot tongue flicked back and forth expertly between the two erect cocks, and the boys groaned as she nipped their cockheads and then let her tongue slide down the length of each shaft. Her frenzied tongue was licking furiously, and she knew one of them would soon come in her mouth.
Brenda was becoming more excited as she sucked the boys' pricks. Her own juices were flowing as she continued licking and sucking. The boys were moaning. Paul yelled, "Miss Andrews, I'm going to… I'm going to…" But he held back.
"Hey, boys, I've got a great idea," said Brenda. She dropped their cocks suddenly so that she could speak. They both looked at her with curiosity. "You mean you're not going to suck us off?" Ron asked.
"No, I've got a much better idea. C'mere," and she motioned to the floor where she had already stretched out, her legs indecently spread and her cunt in full view.
"Here, Paul, you get behind me and, Ron, you turn toward me. That way both of you can fuck me at the same time."
"I… I don't under…" Ron started to say, and then he suddenly laughed as he realized that he and Paul were going to fuck Miss Andrews simultaneously – one from the rear and one from the front. "My, God," he groaned, and his prick grew firmer as he visualized what would soon take place.
"Suck me, Ron," Brenda ordered. She spread her legs so that he could get a full view of her gaping cunt. He turned toward her and began to lick her clit with his tongue. She sighed deeply and dug her fingers into his back as he lapped quietly. She drew her legs up and spread them wide so that he would have full access to her juicy slit.
"Oh… oh…" she groaned. "Yes… Ron, oh, yes… Ron! Shove your tongue deep into my cunt!"
Meanwhile, Paul was leaning on one arm looking over Brenda's body at Ron. His prick tensed each time Ron licked Brenda's pussy. He groaned as he viewed the sight, and several times he felt close to coming, but decided he would hold out longer to see that would happen next.
"Paul, put your prick in my ass," Brenda suggested.
Ron looked up from her furry cunt, and then lay down on his back. Brenda crawled toward him, reaching for his erect cock with her hand. With a cry of delight she straddled Ron's cock and began to move her body up and down violently as he thrust into her juicy cunt.
"Hey, wait for me!" Paul yelled, and the two slowed their fucking motions so that Paul could straddle Brenda's legs. He opened her asscheeks and looked at her anus for a second, and then inserted a finger and moved it around gently. He could feel Brenda tense, and then relax.
Paul was so turned on now, by the idea of fucking his French teacher in the ass that he could hardly control himself, and almost exploded then and there.
He rubbed his cock around the opening for several seconds, and then plunged right in. Brenda began to wriggle and squirm as he entered her.
"Oh… oh…" groaned Miss Andrews. "Wow… oh… I mean… that feels… oh…" As Paul's throbbing cock penetrated her deeper and deeper, she squealed delightedly and dug her fingers into the carpeting.
Paul's pleasure at ass-fucking his teacher was causing him to come close to leaving his load of cream in her ass. It felt so good as he pushed into her tight, slick passage. The jolts that were going through his cock were driving him wild with ecstasy. He bit his lip and pushed in a little farther… a little farther. She gasped with delight as he forced his hard swollen dick further into her.
"I'm not going to come yet!" Paul squealed as she tightened her grip on him. For a moment he thought it was all over, and he wanted this session to go on forever.
At the same time, she could feel Ron's huge prick stabbing into her cunt, and she moaned with delight. She spread her legs wider so that she could accommodate Ron's entire cock, and as she did so, Paul rammed deeper into her narrow asshole.
Brenda was enjoying both cocks, and it was hard to tell who was groaning and moaning the loudest – Brenda or the two boys. The sensations of being fucked and cornholed at the same time were wonderful. She shrieked with each new thrust, and lifted her head, a wide smile on her face.
"Oh, boys… boys… this is so good! I can't… I can't… oh, fuck me harder and harder! Shave your pricks into me… real hard real hard… oh… oh!"
The two boys responded to her frenzied plea by plunging their cocks harder into her body. It was almost a contest between them, to see who was screwing deepest into her… who would have his orgasm first.
Paul was thrilling with each thrust of his cock.
Ass-fucking was new to him, but Miss Andrews seemed to be enjoying his ramming, and her moans of delight were making him even more excited.
Each thrust of his cock was bringing new delights to Brenda's frenzied body, and the sensations she was feeling were about to send her into orbit. Her body tensed all over as she felt Paul's balls slapping against her asscheeks. His shaft was ramming in and out of her body like a jack hammer.
Brenda's body was on fire, and she grasped the carpeting frantically as the two boys continued their unmerciful pounding into her.
"You're way up my ass!" Brenda groaned to Paul. "I love the feel of your cock in me, Paul!"
Paul did not answer, but his groans were enough for Brenda. She knew that he was pleased with himself because of the delight he was bringing to her.
"Ron, oh, Ron… you're so good and hard. God, Ron, you're fucking my cunt and Paul's fucking me in the ass! What more could a person want?" she gasped.
Her hips jerked more violently as she rode the length of Ron's cock. The room resounded with the sounds of grunts, squeals, shrieks and moans, and yet the trio fucked on and on.
It was almost a contest now to see who could hold out the longest. Several times both boys had been dangerously close to coming, but they held on because they didn't want their pleasure to end too abruptly.
The room was vibrating from the thrusts of Paul's and Ron's cocks. Brenda dung tightly to the shag carpeting and groaned with delight as the boys cooperated by pounding into her with a frenzy that was indescribable.
Finally Paul could stand it no longer. His cock had invaded her depths as far as it could, and Brenda was squealed and writhing beneath him as she clenched his hard prick with her muscles. He just couldn't hold back any longer. His prick trembled as he felt the beginning tingle of his orgasm. With a loud scream that pierced the air, he pulled his prick back, raised his hips from Brenda's body, and then reentered her, ramming his cock into her as hard as he could. She screamed and clenched her fists, shouting obscenities, but he paid no attention to her cries. He didn't know whether they were cries of pain or cries of passion, and frankly he didn't care. At this point the only thing he wanted was to unload his jism into her body.
"God… oh, oh! Oh… I'm going to COME!" he yelled.
Paul's excitement was too much for Brenda. She ground her cunt harder onto Ron's shaft and yelled, "Paul… yes, oh, Paul… baby… baby… fuck me… fuck me real hard… Paul, I'm coming tooooo!"
Brenda's body bucked and she gasped loudly as she felt Paul's load of cream invade her asshole. Her body shook with convulsions as wave after wave of relief hit her body and her juices flowed abundantly. "Oooohhhh…" she gasped as her cunt contracted like an erupting volcano.
Spent, Paul pulled his wet prick from Brenda's tight ass and rolled over on his back on the floor and watched the others continue their bout of fucking.
Without the weight of Paul on her back, Brenda was free to move her body, and she eagerly went about it, rocking up and down, grasping Ron's hard cock with her cunt as she let his massive prick slide and out of her. Her squeals of delight were becoming more high-pitched now, and Paul began to look upon his two friends with a new interest.
Brenda's legs were spread wide as she knelt over Ron and lifted her body up and down on his cock.
"Good, Ron… oh, so good, your cock is still so hard… Ron… Ron… I love your cock! Please shove it in me harder!"
Brenda clenched her teeth as he raised his body off the floor and shoved his huge prick farther up her gaping gash.
Brenda was sobbing with passion. "Ron… oh, Ron, that feels so good! Ron, don't make me come! I want to feel your big, beautiful cock in me for a long, long time!"
In answer to her pleas, he rammed his cock into her as hard as he could and she responded by digging her fingers into his shoulders so hard that he knew she had penetrated his skin.
"Ron, oh, Ron…"
He ignored her groans and stabbed into her more brutally. His cock was feeling the most delicious of sensations, and Brenda's cunt walls were gripping him so tightly he could feel them closing in on his cock.
"Oh, Miss Andrews," he moaned, and he could feel the sweat trickling down his face as he soared up into the depths of her, ramming her cunt walls with his hard cock. "OOOHHHHH!" he shouted. "… Miss Andrews, I'M COMING!"
She maneuvered her body over his so that he could continue to plunge, push and ram into her, and she could feel his cum pouring into her body. They clung to each other, both gasping for breath.
They both lay quietly, numb and unable to move. She rested upon him and he made no move to dislodge his limp cock from her cunt.
Finally, he withdrew his cock from her and she rolled off of him onto the floor. Then she remembered Paul, who had been watching the wild scene for the past few minutes.
She crawled over closer to Paul and without a word took his swollen cock into her mouth and began to suck him gently. At first he didn't respond, but after a moment or two he began to move his hips and began to fuck into her mouth. He groaned and gasped as she sucked noisily, licking vigorously up and down the entire length of his huge prick.
His soft moans of pleasure were exciting her. "Oh, yes, Miss Andrews, that feels so good, and I'm going to come again… yes, oh, Miss Andrews… ahhh!" His body began to twitch violently as he felt himself moved by convulsions of tingling pleasure.
Brenda abruptly dropped his cock from her wet mouth, as she didn't want him to come so soon. She had other ideas for her lover. She rolled over onto her back and pulled Paul atop her. He started to kiss her and fondle her voluptuous breasts and she sighed at his touch.
"Miss Andrews," he murmured, "you're always sucking and tasting my cock and I hardly ever get to just plain old fuck you!"
Hungrily, she lifted her body toward his and maneuvered her pelvis so that it was in direct contact to his prick. She wanted to feel as much of his cock as she could, and she began to lift her hips to meet each new thrust of his prick. Her fingers groped for his ass, and he could feel her finger touching his asshole.
Oh, God, I've got to hang on, he thought. I don't want this fantastic feeling to end so soon. He groaned and clutched Brenda closer to him. I don't want to come… I want to fool around with her some more!
Brenda acted startled as he withdrew his cock from her surprised cunt.
"I've just got to cool off a bit," he said. "Miss Andrews, get on your hands and knees for me."
She sighed as she got on her hands and knees and lifted her firm ass in the air. His eyes took in the beauty of her bottom, her gaping cunt and anus, and he began to use his tongue, his mouth and his fingers to explore all of his favorite things: her clit, her cunt and her asshole. By licking and touching he soon found out what really turned Miss Andrews on. She groaned and cried aloud as he sucked her clit into his mouth, and she began to move her hips frantically, trying to keep contact with his mouth.
"Paul… oh, Paul… you're going to make me come!" she shouted. Her body was writhing convulsively and her squeals and moans were growing louder and louder. Paul was pleased with the results he had created, and lustily he turned her on her back once more and kissed her hard, pushing his tongue into the depths of her mouth. Grabbing her tit with one hand, he used his other hand to insert his throbbing cock into her anxious cunt.
Her breathing was hard again as he pistoned his cock in and out of her gaping opening. He could feel her cunt enveloping his hot, slick prick in its tight confines, and he groaned with the pleasure of it all.
He knew he couldn't hold out too much longer, but he didn't want to quit. The jolts of pleasure that he was feeling every time she grasped his dick with her cunt muscles were sending him into spasms of delight.
Brenda sensed that the boy was close to coming. She wanted to prolong her pleasure for as long as possible, so she pulled back and slowed the movement of her hips. He followed her lead and drew in and out of her ever so gently as she lay almost passively beneath him.
The slow fucking was good, Brenda decided, but she couldn't control her body too much longer. She began to writhe. His prick picked up the tempo and began to thrust deeper into her. She groaned as she felt his body slapping against hers. Sweat poured down his face as he ground deeper into her. He raised his body up and watched with fascination as his hard cock pounded into her. Her eyes were closed. He thrilled as he saw her huge tits move upward as he plunged into her? He sighed as he realized it would be over shortly. Neither one of them could last much longer. He could hear Miss Andrews moaning, and he knew her climax would overpower her at any second, and his cock would ram into her for one final time and then unload its cream into her happy cunt.
"Paul, oh, Paul, it feels so damn good. I just love the way you fuck me! I'm going to come!" Her body rocked as she was shaken by the first jolt of her orgasm.
Her coming was contagious, it appeared. With one loud groan and a tight grasping as he cupped her buttocks in both hands, Paul shot his load of hot cum into her pulsating cunt.



CHAPTER NINE


Monday morning, Brenda woke up early. For a long time she lay in her bed and looked at the ceiling. Her thoughts returned to last evening and the events that had taken place in her cottage. My God, she thought. What have I done? What will I do if Paul or Ron go to Mr. Livingstone and tell him what happened? What will I do if Ron carries out his threat and tells his father about what's been going on?
Brenda continued to stare at the ceiling. Her body rippled with excitement as she remembered last night. It had been too much. She quivered as she recalled Ron's and Paul's bodies, their firm, erect pricks. She almost sobbed as she relived the memories. How good it had felt as she squatted over Paul's stiff, upright cock. She thrilled again remembering his shaft penetrating her, ramming her insides. Her cunt, even now, felt wet as she remembered the grunting and squealing as the threesome had soared to heights she had never ever even dreamed of before!
No, there was one thing Brenda couldn't do. She couldn't give up Paul and Ron. She wanted to be free of them and yet she couldn't. What can I do? She mulled it over in her mind. She could go to Mr. Livingstone and tell him there was some kind of emergency at home and she would go home for a few days. Away from Paul and ran and away from Keysville, maybe she could pull herself together and decide what course of action to follow.
It was Indian summer in Vermont. Brenda's parents had been surprised and pleased when they heard that Brenda was coming home for a few days. It had been a long time since they had seen one another. Now, Mrs. Andrews was out shopping and Mr. Andrews was at work. Brenda slept late her first day home, and when she awoke there was a note on the kitchen table from her mother saying that she would be home later in the day and that the neighbors' boy was coming to mow the lawn and do the gardening.
Brenda yawned as she poured herself a cup of coffee. She sat down at the kitchen table to drink it. Her long, slim legs were stretched out in front of her. She was dressed in a brief halter top and a pair of shorts and she looked down at her huge breasts which were barely covered by the too-small top. Brenda had resolved not to think about Paul and Ron, but even now her thoughts returned to Keysville and her heart thumped as she thought of her two boys and their huge pricks.
Brenda was just pouring herself another cup of coffee when there was a knock on the kitchen door. She yelled, "C'mon in, the door's open!"
Her hand suddenly began to shake and she felt weak as the door opened and a good-looking boy of about fifteen stood there.
"Hi, I'm John," he finally said.
Brenda couldn't answer him. Her heart was beating fiercely as she stared at the boy. His firm body rippled under his T-shirt, and her eyes could not leave his crotch as she saw the enticing mound in his tight shorts.
He, in turn, stared at her huge tits. "Well, I guess I'd better mow the lawn," he finally stammered, but his eyes didn't look away from her tits.
"Would you like some coffee?" Brenda managed to say. "I mean, how about a Coke or something? I guess you don't drink coffee."
"Uhhhh… no, I'd better get started," and he hurried out the door, slamming the screen door behind him.
Brenda walked to the door and yelled after him, "Come back when you're done and I'll have a cold drink for you."
Brenda sighed as she leaned against the wall. She felt weak with desire. Her body tensed as she wondered, Is his prick as big as Paul's? Her crotch felt damp as she thought of the well-built boy.
"It's happening again," she said aloud. "I want that kid!"
Brenda started to wash the few dishes that were in the kitchen sink. Through the curtain she could see John working earnestly as he mowed up and down the length of the yard. Her eyes were focused on his crotch. She moaned aloud. "I've got to have that boy," she said softly. "His prick would taste so good now. I wonder if he has ever fucked a woman before?"
She stared out the window again, and under her too-tight halter she could feel her nipples becoming hard. Her crotch was wet. She couldn't stand it any longer. She had to get that good-looking boy in the house right away. She couldn't control herself any longer. Brenda had to fuck him – suck his cock and feel his warm body close to hers.
Her hands trembled as she opened the refrigerator to take out a tray of ice cubes. She put some ice in a tall glass and poured Coke over them.
"John, take a break for a few minutes," she yelled to him. "I've got a cold drink here for you." He came across the yard; he had removed his T-shirt and she could see that he had been perspiring in the hot sun.
With a damp towel, she began to wipe off his back and shoulders. Her heart skipped a beat as she reached around and patted his stomach dry. She could feel his muscles tense under her touch, and she knew that if she patted him any longer his cock would leap right out of his shorts.
He sipped his drink slowly as Brenda looked at him. She was trying to see if he was going to be a willing partner, or if he was still a naive, innocent boy.
"Well, thanks for the Coke." He stood up. "Guess I'd better go finish the yard now."
I guess he isn't interested, Brenda decided. I'll have to try something else.
"When you're through, John, come back in and I'll have another cold drink and a sandwich for you. I may be in the den resting," she continued. "It's down the hall." She pointed in the direction of the den. "Don't worry about disturbing me, just come on in when you're ready and we can have lunch together, okay?"
"Fine," he said, and the door slammed behind him once more.
"I've got to see his cock," Brenda murmured aloud. Quickly she made her plans. She changed into a long gown and tied the sash loosely around her waist. Then she walked into the den, turned on the television set and pretended to watch a show. Fifteen minutes later, John came into the den. He stopped in the doorway, but couldn't move inside the den. His eyes were popping out of his head. There, on the couch, was Miss Andrews. She was lying on her back. Her legs were indecently spread and the robe which was barely tied at the waist had fallen apart exposing her hairy mound. She made no move to cover herself as he gaped at her.
John started to back out of the room, but it was too late. Brenda had seen him standing there. "Come here, dear," she whispered huskily.
His feet wouldn't move, but his prick was ready to burst from the confines of his shorts.
"I… I…" he started to stammer. His first impulse had been to turn around and leave, but his throbbing prick was telling him to stay.
Just then Brenda pulled her knees up and spread her legs wider. "Don't be afraid," she said gently. "Come here." She patted the couch beside her. "Sit down and tell me about yourself."
John's hands were shaking and his knees felt like jelly as he crossed the room. His prick was throbbing as it swelled larger.
"Don't you like to fuck?" she managed to say. "Haven't you ever shoved your dick inside a girl?"
"I… I…"
"Don't just stand there, dear. I want your dick inside me, please." Shyly, he sat down on the couch next to her.
"Why don't you take your shorts off, it's so hot today," she told him.
Without a word, he pulled his shorts and undershorts downward in one movement. She gasped as his hard cock leaped toward her.
"Ohhhh… John… stick it in me," she groaned.
He fell on his knees and buried his head in her snatch. The pungent aroma of her cunt made him dizzy.
"Lick me," she ordered.
The boy looked up at her with uncertain eyes for a moment.
"Lick me," she repeated. "You'll like it."
With one hand she held her cuntlips wide so that he would have better access. Slowly, still unsure of himself, he probed her depths with his unpracticed tongue.
"That's right," she groaned. "Suck my clit." He stopped. "Here," and she moved her sensitive bud up to his tongue tip.
"Ohhh… oooohhhh," she groaned. She held his shoulders tightly as he tongued her. Her cunt felt so good as his tongue slurped and sucked her gently. Her whole body was quivering with passion as she lifted her hips upward to meet his tongue.
"John… oh… ohhh… you're licking my cunt so good!"
He worked harder as he pushed his tongue into her depths and withdrew it to lap around her clitoris once more.
Frantically, he grabbed for his hard, throbbing prick as he forced his tongue into her.
"Here, let me do that," Brenda told him. "Wait, I'll get down on the floor too," and she maneuvered into the sixty-nine position.
"Miss Andrews… oohhh… I'm going to…" He groaned as she sucked his erect prick into her hot mouth. Automatically he began to shove in and out of her mouth, and he groaned and gasped with pleasure as she held onto his cock with her wet lips.
"Uuuuhh," he gasped. "Ooooh… that feels so good!"
"Eat me, John… eat me," and her fingers dug into his crotch as she cradled his prick in her mouth. Her body was lifted from the floor as he tongue-fucked her harder. She was wild with passion! Her body shook and quivered so hard that he thought she was having some type of an attack.
He lapped harder, tasting the juices that flowed freely from her gash. He sucked in all her juices hungrily and she thrashed wildly as he slurped her cunt.
Finally, she could stand it no longer. "Fuck me, John! Stick your cock in me and fuck me real hard!"
He pulled his head away from her sopping-wet crotch and aimed his rock-hard cock at her cunt.
His hands were reaching for her tits, and his inexperienced cock did not go directly into her hungry cunt.
"Stick it in me! Hurry! I need it!"
She reached for John and pulled him on top of her, grabbing his cock savagely and thrusting it into her hungry hole.
"Fuck me!" she gasped. "Fuck me real good! Keep fucking me… ooohh!"
John quivered with passion as he felt his cock invade her depths.
"Oh, God!" he yelled. "Miss Andrews… oh, Miss Andrews!"
Brenda was thrashing about wildly on the floor and shouting as John stroked deeper into her cunt. Her eyes were tightly shut; her body was meeting his thrust for thrust as his huge prick hammered her unrelentingly.
"Oh, God… Jesus… oh, I love your cock!" she was shouting, and John was responding by thrusting harder into her pussy. She sighed as she felt his balls hitting against her body with a slapping sound.
"Miss Andrews, I'm coming!" he yelled. "It's going to happen… I can't… I can't… ooohhh… arrrgh… now… NOW!"
He winced as he felt her sharp fingernails dig into his back. He felt her body shaking, racked with pleasure, and at the same time he felt his hard, cock unload its cum. He felt her body tremble and she screamed as his sticky cream filled her cunt. Even then it didn't stop. Convulsively his cock quivered and shook as it continued to unload its stored-up juices.
"John… John… ooohhh… so good so fucking good!"
He buried his head between her huge tits and she held him closely to her as she sighed contentedly.
The next afternoon, Brenda was alone in the house when John knocked on the back door. She was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee. "C'mon in!" she yelled to him. Secretly she had been hoping the virile youth would come back again without her having to be too forward and asking him herself. She reasoned that he had had such a good fuck the day before that he just might come back for more! She was right. Her heart fluttered as he opened the screen door and came into the kitchen.
His eyes opened wide as he took in the sight of Miss Andrews sitting at her kitchen table, wearing practically nothing. The shorty nightgown that she had on was transparent, and he gawked as he viewed the circles around her big nipples. His eyes dropped to her crotch. The thin bikini panties barely covered her dark-haired snatch, and his prick stirred as he took in her beauty.
Brenda smiled as she saw him staring at her cunt. Teasingly, she opened her legs so that he would have a better view.
"Miss Andrews… I came back to… to… I came back… to…"
"Yes, John? You came back to do what, dear?" Brenda stood up, coffee cup in hand, and seductively swaggered toward the sink to set the cup and saucer down.
John's eyes were popping out of his head, and he could feel his dick swelling as he saw the crack in her ass through the flimsy material.
"I came back… to… to… because your mother wants me to pull weeds today," he finally blurted out.
"Is that all?" she laughed. "I thought maybe you came back to see me today because you thought I had such a nice pussy," she giggled.
John turned a bright shade of red and started to leave the kitchen without answering her.
"C'mere, John, I want to see if your cock is hard. I've read that boys' cocks sometimes get hard just thinking about sex. Is that true, John? Let me see, dear. If your cock is hard maybe you'll let me do something nice to it," she said huskily.
Reluctantly he walked toward the chair where Brenda was seated. She had turned in the chair so that she was facing him. He stopped in front of her.
"Oh, God, John, let me feel your cock," she begged. "I love your cock. It's so nice and firm. Please John, just this time, let me feel your cock!" she almost sobbed.
Frozen to the floor, he stood there motionless. With a cry, she reached toward him and grabbed at his erect cock through his jeans. She buried her head between his legs and sobbed, "Please, please, take your cock out! I have to feel your prick in my mouth! I have to suck it! If I can't have your prick, I'll die!"
The boy stood before her. He didn't resist as she unzipped his fly and freed his cock from his undershorts. "Your cock is so beautiful!" she gasped. "I love your big, beautiful prick!"
John did not move, nor did he attempt to move away from Brenda. He merely stood before her, his hard cock facing her menacingly. The sight of his prick was sending her into orbit. Her cunt throbbed and her nipples grew hard as she gazed upon his hard dick.
"Ummmm… ooohhh…" she finally groaned, and sucked his swollen rod into her wet mouth.
"Miss Andrews… uuummm… please!"
But Brenda wasn't paying attention to what John was trying to say. Her head was already moving back and forth, the swollen cock slipped easily in and out of her mouth. The sounds of her sucking filled the room as she pulled his shaft into her hungry mouth.
He grabbed her shoulders and held on tightly as she continued sucking his cock. Automatically his body began to hump as he stabbed her mouth with his stiff cock. She gasped and choked as he pumped deep into her throat. Her body convulsed as she felt the tenseness in his body. Her tongue lapped faster as she waited for the boy's fluid to leave his body. "John… come… in my mouth. I want to lap up all your juices! Came, baby… come…"
His hot jism splashed into her mouth. She held her head back as she felt his tasty cream flowing through her mouth and down her throat as she gulped hungrily. When she had swallowed the last of his fluid, she licked the whole length of his cock, reluctant to let his prick leave her mouth.
John's eyes were closed. He looked drained as Miss Andrews finally let his limp cock fail from her lips.
"Miss… Miss Andrews… you… you sucked me off! I'm supposed to be working for your mother today and you sucked me off…" He quickly pulled his pants up and ran from the kitchen.
Brenda almost laughed aloud. Here she had given the kid the blow-job of his life and he was worried about the damn weeds!
Brenda was annoyed. John had gotten his rocks off, but what about her? Her pussy still ached and she wanted a cock inside her. She didn't feel like frigging herself today. "I'll fix the little bastard," she said aloud. "I'll give him a fucking that he'll remember for the rest of his life!" Without further delay, she strode to the back door and called to John. "Come in here right now! I have something I want to say to you!" The boy looked up from the flowerbed he was weeding. He stood up and wordlessly came into the house.
"I… I… your mother said…"
She didn't let him finish. "John, I sucked you off a few minutes ago, now what are you going to do for me?"
He looked at her, but didn't answer.
"John," she repeated. "I want you to fuck me. I gave you a blow-job, now it's my turn."
He still didn't answer her.
"John, don't you remember yesterday what fun it was when we fucked? Don't you remember how good it felt when you shoved your cock in and out of my pussy? Look John," and she pulled her panties off, dropping them on the floor. "See my cunt, it's all wet. It's wet because it's ready for you to stick your prick in me. Don't be afraid, John, I won't hurt you. C'mon, today you can try something new: would you like to suck my tits?"
As she was trying to arouse John with her lewd talk, Brenda kept glancing toward his crotch to see if she was getting any reaction. Yes, his cock was cooperating, all right. There it was! His cock was half hard. She pulled her nightie up over her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Brenda took John's hand and pulled him to her. "Now, John, open your mouth and take my tit between your lips."
Hungrily, he lunged for her.
"Would you rather fuck? C'mon, I'll let you put your cock in my pussy if you're ready." She looked at his crotch again. He's ready, she almost said aloud. By the way his pants are tenting out in front I'd say he's good and ready!
"Here, let me help you," Brenda murmured sweetly. "Your cock wants out," she laughed as she unzipped his pants. He helped her pull his pants down past his hips and knees and he grew harder as her huge tits swayed before his eyes.
"Miss Andrews… you… you… I… is it okay if I suck your tit?"
"Sure, honey," and she pushed one huge breast into his open mouth. "Oooohhh… that feels so, so good! Suck my nipple!" she instructed.
"I want to fuck you now," he finally said, tiring of her tit, letting it slide from his mouth.
She reached out and grabbed his cock with her right hand and without a word led him into her bedroom. She sat down on the bed and instructed him to kneel in front of her. "Now… there you go… lick my cunt."
His eyes were bugging out of his head as he viewed her wet gash staring him in the face! It was too much for him. With a gasp he slammed his head between her legs and slurped in the sweetness of her cunt.
"Uuhhhhh… oh… oooohhh… John… oh… you're going to…" Her body was shaking and trembling as his rough tongue shot in and out of her slippery box. She squealed with delight as he moved his mouth up and down, sucking on her clit, then dropping his tongue again to lap at her hole. "Don't make me come!" she shouted. She pulled away from his tongue. "I want you to fuck me with your cock!"
"Mmm… your pussy smells so good!" John gasped.
"Here, you get on the bottom and I'll get on top of you. That way it'll feel real nice. Your cock will fit very nicely into my cunt and we can fuck for a real long time before we come."
Gently she reached for his cock and inserted the heavy, swollen head into her body opening. "Ohhh… John!" she cried out as he buried his prick within her.
Immediately she began to bounce up and down on his erect cock, slamming her asscheeks against his body with a slapping noise each time her body collided with his. Her fingers dug into his flesh as she moved her hips frantically in a circular motion, trying to feel as much of his cock as possible inside her hungry pussy. "Ohhhh… Miss Andrews," he groaned, bringing his body up from the bed to meet each thrust of her cunt on his cock. "Fuck me… oh, Miss Andrews… I'm fucking you… oh… God, so good… so good!"
Through half-closed eyes he sneaked a look at Brenda. Her huge tits were bouncing as she rode up and down on his cock. The sensations he was feeling were indescribable as he pounded up into her body.
"John… John… I can't… I can't hold put much longer!" she whimpered.
With a cry, John's body leaped upward. He stabbed into the depths of Brenda's cunt as his pulsating dick unloaded its cream. It gushed into the depths of her, finally trickling down his cock and oozing out of her cunt and onto his balls.
For a long time, Brenda and John convulsed happily with their mutual climax. Breathlessly, she rested her head on his chest. He tried to move beneath her.
"No… don't move," she ordered. "I want you to keep your cock in me and when it's hard again we can fuck another way."
It wasn't too much later when Brenda felt John's cock beginning to stir within her. As she lay on top the boy, she had been kissing him passionately, her pointed tongue sneaking into his mouth and ears. She whispered a few things in his ear that they might try when they fucked again, and it didn't take too long for the boy to produce another hard-on.
"What would you like to try next, John?" she asked sweetly. "I've got a good idea. Let's get your dick good and hard and then you can fuck me doggie-style. That should be a lot of fun. You can play with my clit and tits while you fuck me on all fours!"
"Okay!" John was being more than cooperative now that he realized the sexy Miss Andrews had some new tricks to reach him.
She reached over and patted his cock.
"Oohhh… it feels so smooth," she murmured. Her cunt felt funny as she lovingly ran her fingers up and down his erect cock. She leaned over and watched his prick swell to a full erection. Fascinated, she watched the huge purplish head grow larger as she gently teased the foreskin with her finger.
"Ooh… what a nice cock you have. I could let you fuck me all day and all night," she said. She was still staring at his huge erection, and her cunt felt drippy as she thought of the boy fucking her dog-style. "John, are you ready to fuck me now?"
John turned his head to look at her. "Sure, I'm ready." Indeed he was; his huge dong was sticking straight out and it was all Brenda could do to let go of his cock long enough so that he could shove it in her hungry cunt.
Brenda got into position on her hands and knees; her white ass lifted toward the boy. "Now, crawl up close to me, John, and stick your prick into my cunt!" She gasped as he held his cock close to her cuntlips and groped around for a few seconds trying to find her cunt opening. Impatiently, she said, "Here, John… right here… poke your cock in to me… hurry… oh, I'll do it!" and she grabbed his cock and led it into her waiting hole. "Hmmm… oohhh… God, that's great!" she grunted as the huge prickhead penetrated her cunt. "Oohhh… arrrh… geez, John, I'm going to come real soon this way!"
She sighed and rested her head on her arms, her ass high in the air.
John held her waist so that he wouldn't lose his balance, and with a gasp, pushed forward, cramming his rock-hard cock into her slippery pussy.
"Go ahead, play with my tits," she urged. He moved his hands upward from her waist, and without his prick losing contact with her slippery cunt, he touched her hard, firm nipples. "Mmmm… your cock feels so good. Keep rubbing it against my clit!"
Clumsily, he leaped deeper into her gash, dropping her tits as he regained his balance. John was breathing heavily as he slammed his pecker into her cunt. The strokes were penetrating her deeply. "God… oh, John… baby, baby… your cock feels so hot," and she lifted her ass and began grinding her cunt around on his prick.
"Great… oh… so… so… ahhh… ooooh!"
The boy's swollen balls were thumping against her asscheeks with a resounding thud as he fucked her.
"Faster, faster… oh, push your cock way up in me!" she groaned, and the boy cooperated by slamming his hard cock into her very depths. "Oh, uunngghhh… oh… so good!" she panted as she felt her orgasm beginning.
Sensing that she was about to come, John pulled his slithering tool from her cunt and let its firmness rest against her asshole.
She reached back and grabbed his wet cock, slipping it into her snatch. "Don't stop yet, John, keep fucking me hard… hard as you can!"
He lunged forward again. "How's that?" he managed to ask.
She responded by raising her ass up higher and letting him have complete access to her gash. "Yes… yes… oh, so… so… good… fuck me harder! Faster, faster… oh, John, do it as fast as you can!"
John reached under her and grabbed at her pendulous tits as they swayed to and fro. He stroked them gently as he slammed his prick in and out of her juicy box. With one final inward shove, he let go.
"Oh, John… your hot cream is filling my cunt! I can feel it… ohhh… soo… sooo… goood!"
His body still rocked with convulsions when he pulled his depleted cock from, her and sat back weakly. Neither of them spoke, neither of them could think of anything to say afterwards. They lay there, his cock falling limply to one side, her cunt still oozing droplets of cum.



CHAPTER TEN


Brenda's plane was flying southward. She looked at her watch. In another hour and fifteen minutes her plane would be landing at Miami International Airport. "I guess it's best if I go back to Keysville," she said aloud. "I really couldn't stay at home any longer. It was too risky. Imagine if I had been caught with the neighbors' boy! Oh, God, how awful it would have been if that had happened!" She tried to keep her mind off John, but her cunt ached for him. As the plane neared Miami, she had trouble keeping her mind on the magazine article she was reading. Her heart skipped a beat in wild anticipation as she thought about what it would be like to see Paul and Ron again. She had made up her mind not to be alone with either boy again. The danger was too great. She knew she could not keep her mouth and hands off their firm, cocks, but if she stayed away from them her aching cunt would try to forget them… try to forget the happy times when they had fucked one another with wild abandon.
The ride back to Keysville by bus wasn't too bad. Brenda looked across the flat landscape as the bus entered the Everglades area and wended its way southward toward Marathon. Finally, she saw the bus station looming up ahead and she began to gather her belongings together as the bus came to a halt outside the small station. She looked around to see if anyone had come to meet her. She had sent Brad a telegram to give him the time of her arrival, but he was hot in sight. Instead, she saw Paul standing in front of the bus terminal. Her heart began to beat rapidly and her juices were dampening her panties when she saw him waiting there.
He leapt toward her as she got off the bus.
"I had to see you alone so I took the station wagon."
He smiled shyly. "And here I am!"
He watched for her reaction, but she didn't speak. He looked at her breasts. Her firm, large boobs were poking through the jersey material of her dress, and it was obvious that she was braless. Silently, he picked up her suitcases and started to walk toward the station wagon with them.
Wordlessly, Brenda slipped into the seat beside him. She couldn't talk. Her cunt was throbbing. The sight of Paul had been too much for her. She was afraid to open her mouth… afraid to speak because if she did she would swoop down like a vulture and grab his beautiful cock in her hungry mouth.
The station wagon headed north toward Keysville. Brenda looked out the window. Neither one of them had spoken since they had left the bus station. Suddenly, Brenda realized that Paul had turned off the main highway and was heading down a deserted dirt road in the direction of the beach. She didn't speak, but her heart pounded wildly. Oh, God, she thought, maybe I'll get to see his cock one more time… and then I promise… I'll never suck him off again!
Paul shut off the ignition and turned to face Brenda. Without a word, her hand dropped to his lap and she tugged the zipper downward. She worked her hand between his legs, finding the opening of his shorts and pulling his thick shaft out. With a sob, she buried her head in his crotch. "Miss Andrews… please, Miss Andrews… I have to fuck you just one more time. I just like we used to fuck. Do you remember?" and he looked up at her sadly, moisture on his eyelids.
Her fingers were gently stroking the cock she loved so well, and his hips were thrusting upward as she pumped his dick. "I want to suck you," she murmured, her mouth full of cock. "There, Paul, now push your cock up into my mouth… mmmm… oh, Paul, I've missed your cock so much!"
The boy was pumping and humping his ass frantically upward as he let her suck his swollen prick into her frantic mouth. "MMMMM…" he groaned as she sucked him. Already his body was beginning to feel strange sensations, and he felt his prick tingling with the beginnings of his come. His body was going wild as he humped his ass up off the car seat and pumped into her mouth. His whole body was racked with pleasure; he was precariously close to coming as she sucked him off expertly.
Brenda's mouth was making funny little sucking noises as she lapped the length of his rod. "Paul… Paul… oh… baby… mmmm… soo… so… oh, God, Paul!" She could feel his cum about to surge up his prick and gush into her mouth! Her body writhed and rocked as she sucked harder.
Without warning, she dropped the boy's pecker from her hungry mouth.
"Paul… oh… I want your cock in me! I want to come too… quick… I want you to fuck me!" she groaned passionately.
"You mean you really want to fuck me, Miss Andrews? I'm so glad! I thought maybe you would never want to see me again. I was so worried that you would never come back to Keysville. I couldn't stand it. I jacked-off every day while you were gone. I thought of how you had sucked my cock into your mouth and I got so excited I shot my wad," he said sheepishly.
"Well, don't you worry any more, I'm back and we can fuck each other one more time. But then that's it, Paul. No more! We can't ever be alone again. I've made up my mind and that's it. No more fucking ever again!"
He looked at her in utter disbelief. She must be kidding! Trying to scare me a little. What the hell, I'll fuck her anyway she wants!
"Are you ready to fuck me now?" she asked.
"Yes, oh, yes, Miss Andrews!"
"Good. Then do it to me! Take your prick and… here, let me do it this way." She turned face to face with him, straddling his legs. He buried his head between her breasts as she grabbed his throbbing cock and guided it expertly into her wet cunt. She gasped as she felt it go inside. "Mmmm… oh, yes… yes…" Her legs tightened around his legs, as she settled onto his pulsating cock. "Mmmm, oh, yes… that feels so good when it rubs inside my pussy."
Paul poked upward and then withdrew his cock so that he could rub her clit with its swollen head.
"Oh Paul… please stick it back in! I'm so hot…!"
Carefully he slipped upward into her gaping cunt and grasping her thighs. He began to lift her up and down the length of his shaft as he slipped in and out of her. With a loud gasp, he slowed momentarily.
"Paul! Don't stop! Shove it up all the way! Fuck me! Oh… please keep fucking me!"
"You feel so tight, Miss Andrews," he mumbled. The pressure on his swollen cock was almost more than he could stand, and his fingers dug into her thighs brutally as he pumped her body up and down his shaft.
"Oh, so good," the boy murmured. "Your cunt feels so warm and tight."
She was groaning passionately. "Unnnggg… oh, Paul… I'm going to… come… real soon."
"Uuunngghhh!"
"Say when, I'll come at the same time!" he gasped.
"Not yet. No, Paul… not yet! I want to make it last and last!" She continued to sink down deeper onto his long, hard cock, and she shivered as she felt him inside her. "Oh… ahhhh… Paul… you have such a great prick! What a prick… God… that feels so good… oh, Paul you're way up inside of me… fuck me harder now! That's it… that's it… oh, I like what you're doing to me… mmmmm…" Her rhythm was picking up as she swirled around on his erect shaft.
Her corkscrewing action was about to drive him mad. He could barely control himself as her shapely hips moved up and down and her hungry, love-starved pussy made his long, hard dong up and down like an elevator.
"Ohhhh… Paul… uuhhhhh… I love the way you fuck! Your prick feels so good… uhhhh… oohhh!"
The car was filled with the sounds of their frantic fucking, and as her climax began to build up, she hammered even harder at his prick, slapping her ass up and down against his thighs until he groaned with passion.
"Pretty soon… I'm going to come!" she gasped, and he hunched upward to meet her final thrust. "Now… oh, now… Paul… oh, God… ARRRGHHHH!"
"Uunnngghhh… oh, Miss Andrews, I'm coming too!" he gasped. He continued to fuck her deeply as her ass writhed and squirmed on his shaft, her fingers digging into his back as he pounded his cock into her eager cunt.
Neither of them was ready for the powerful orgasms that shook their bodies. Never before had she felt such a mind-shattering experience. She was panting so hard and her heart was beating so fast that she thought she was having an attack.
Exhausted with passion, she rested her head back on the car seat, feeling the warmth of his cum within her. Then she got out of the car and wiped her wet cunt with her panties and put them back in her purse. Wordlessly, Paul looked ahead. Finally, Brenda spoke. "Paul… I want you to know… oh, God, Paul what's the use?" With a sob she buried her head in his crotch. She could smell the scent of his cum and her juices as she lapped his cock clean. His hard cock was throbbing as she licked him off. "Oh, Paul, you're still hard, aren't you?"
"Yes, Miss Andrews, I get hard every time I think about you. Every time I think I'll never see you again I get all hard and I want to fuck you. What are we going to do?"
"Don't worry, Paul… please don't worry. We'll think of something."
Brenda Andrews had finished her swim in the Olympic sized swimming pool and pulled herself out of the water. In the bathhouse she stood before the mirror and smiled back at her reflection. No, you don't look too bad for an old gal of forty-six. She blushed under her deep tan as she remembered the past five years and the hard, cocks that had hungered for her body. Her cunt began to seep its juices as she remembered Paul and Ron and John… and… she couldn't even remember some of their names and faces, but the memory of their stiff cocks meeting her hungry mouth and cunt thrust for thrust, left her with a yearning to reach out and grab the nearest cock and stuff it into her cunt!
It had been three years since she had last seen Ron and Paul. After their graduation from Keysville Academy she had never heard from them again.
She stared at herself in the mirror and thought about all the boys. The faces all seemed to blur in her memory. "So many boys, so many cocks," she sighed. She sobbed aloud as she toweled her still-lithe body dry. Her huge tits were still high and firm and her cunt hair curled invitingly.
Brenda turned for one last look in the mirror. "C'mon pull yourself together, girl." She chuckled and her face lit up with an evil smile. "Yeah, c'mon, get with it. The new boys will be here in about thirty minutes and you'd better be ready for them."
She would be ready all right! Her hungry, eager cunt would certainly be ready! With a little bit of luck she might even find a boy who needed some extra help with his French. "After all, I am a French teacher." She smiled lewdly as she thought of what she'd really like to teach!
Yes, Brenda Andrews, age forty-six, was definitely ready. She hurried back to her room to dress. Yes, she'd be ready for the new boys when their bus arrived in thirty minutes. Oh, would she ever be ready!
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