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Lessons After School





Chapter 1


Betty Wingate paced up and down the rows. Her students were absolutely quiet, or as quiet as high school seniors ever can be, especially when it is spring, and graduation is only a few weeks away. They were writing themes, and Betty walked around, peering over their shoulders, trying to see how well they were doing.
She congratulated herself. At twenty-two, she had nearly made it through her first year of teaching English. Everyone told her she would never get a job, that English teachers were a dime a dozen, but she had shown them. Of course, she had to admit that her blonde good looks and her deeply violet blue eyes helped, but what did that matter? If Mr. Saunders, the old principal, was turned on by fresh, young females whose skirts fell above their knees, that was not her fault. She had taken advantage of the situation, the way anyone would. Betty smiled to herself as she remembered that first interview. She had held her eyes as wide open as she could, looking sweet, innocent, and available. When she crossed her legs, and Mr. Saunders' bifocal covered eyes fell to her bare knees, she was quite sure she had the job. She was right.
"Hey, Teach, come here a second." It was Dale Paulson. Far from Betty's favorite student, his attitude was insolent, and his appearance matched it. Tall and lanky, he looked like a fugitive from the nineteen fifties, with slicked back hair, black and greasy looking, thick leather boots with heavy heels, a form fitting tee shirt, and jeans so tight it seemed a wonder that his feet did not go to sleep. The prominent bulge in the front of the skin-hugging pants made Betty think he padded his underwear. Of course it could be that Dale simply had a perpetual hardon, but she preferred not to think about that.
"Dale, I've asked you a thousand times not to call me "Teach." My name is Miss Wingate. How can I help you?" She leaned over the boy to look at his paper. The acrid smell of sweat floated up to her, and she practically reeled with it. Didn't this boy ever bathe? There was something else too, dried urine or musk or something that reminded Betty a lot of a male crotch. She held her breath, trying to forget about the memories that smell brought to mind.
She focused on the paper. It was blank. "Why, Dale, you haven't written a thing. What's the matter?"
"I can't think of nothin' to wite about."
"Anything. You can't think of anything to write about."
"Right. Nothin' comes to mind. What do I do?" He reached between his muscular thighs and scratched at the huge bulge in his crotch. Betty's eyes followed despite herself, and she felt a rise of desire in her belly. That was wrong, and she closed her eyes tight and stood there for a moment gripping the back of the chair.
"Somethin' wrong?" Dale asked. He had stopped scratching, but his hand remained in his crotch, squeezing at the bulge lazily.
"Nothing. Nothing at all. Look, I asked everyone to write about how they were going to spend their summer vacations. Surely you can put down something about that. What do you plan to do in the months ahead?"
"The usual thing, I guess."
The girl sitting next to Dale let out a snort of laughter.
"What's the matter, Susie?" Betty asked sternly.
"Nothing, Miss Wingate. Nothing at all."
Susie Walters, it was generally agreed among the teachers, was the wildest girl in the school. Rumor had it that she had already had two abortions and had been completely at a loss to name the boy involved. Lately, she had latched onto Dale Paulson. The two of them were everywhere together, and everybody was sure of what they were doing whenever they were alone. Betty did not like Susie. For one thing, she was as insolent and unresponsive to learning as was Dale. In him, though, Betty had to admit, the insolence was more acceptable to her. The word that came to her mind in describing Susie Walters was voluptuous. Her large breasts ballooned out of a low cut sweater and her short skirt barely covered her upper thighs. Betty had once told the girl tartly that miniskirts had been out of style for years. Susie snapped back that how she dressed was nobody's business but her own and stalked from the room.
"What is the usual thing, Dale?" Betty asked, her eyes still on the gently massaging hand. She caught herself wondering whether the bulge was growing larger. What if her theory were wrong? What if Dale did not stuff dirty socks into the pouch of his underpants? What if that protrusion were all his? She tried to visualize what he would look like naked, his huge penis arching out from his slim thighs. With conscious effort, she brought her mind back to the situation of the moment. "Well?" she asked. Out of the corner of her eye, she could tell that Susie was listening for the answer, a smirk on her heavily lip-sticked mouth.
"Oh, just hang around mostly," Dale mumbled. "I don't do nothing much."
"Well, I'm sure you can think of something. Just keep at it." Trying to sound cheerful, Betty patted Dale on the shoulder and started on down the aisle. His hand came up and covered hers, the same hand he had been using to knead his crotch. Was it her imagination, or could she feel the warmth of it?
"Yes, Dale? Was there something else?" she asked, her mouth going suddenly dry.
The lanky boy looked up at her, darkness in his eyes. Then he looked away again. "Naw, nothin', I guess," he muttered, letting go of Betty's hand.
The bell rang, and the students rushed from the room. Why did they always act as though they were going to a fire, Betty wondered. They were only on their way to other classrooms as dreary as this one and to other teachers suffering from the same Spring fever that Betty had been fighting for some time now.
Susie hung on Dale's arm and whispered something into his ear. He glanced back at Betty and broke into deep guffaws. Susie had made some remark about her, she was sure. That big titted little bitch! She should flunk. Betty brought herself up short. If nothing else, she considered herself professional. Wishing to fail a student on the basis of personal dislike was the height of unprofessional behavior. She would have to watch her thinking very carefully, especially when it came to grading time.
Betty gathered up her books. Her next hour was free, and she would spend it in the teacher's lounge. After dealing with Dale, she needed a cup of coffee and a few minutes for quiet reflection. What did the boy mean by taking her hand?
She pushed open the door to the lounge and went inside. The room was empty. Good, she thought to herself. She could take her shoes off and relax. Thee were times when she got so sick of the others and their constant complaints about students, working conditions, teaching loads, and all the rest of it. All she wanted was silence until it was time to face the next classroom full of disinterested students.
Betty poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down on the threadbare couch. Absently, she pushed some of the padding back into the cushion with the tip of her finger. Teaching had seemed like such a good career. Now she wondered. Much of what she had to do was so deadly dull. It seemed as though she spent hours and hours just doing lesson plans, grading misspelled themes, and poring over records. There surely was not much glamour in it.
"Betty! Hi, how you doing?" It was Ben Sommers, the chemistry teacher. He came bursting into the lounge, full of energy and enthusiasm as usual.
"Not all that well. I'm kind of tired out."
"Spring. It's always like this. I get so I think I'll throw up if I ever see another test tube full of gunk." He fumbled around and fixed himself a cup of coffee.
"That's hard to believe. You always seem so full of enthusiasm."
"It's all a front. Actually, I'm just as bored as anybody, probably more than most. I just make a game of covering it up is all." He sat down next to her on the couch. "Tell old Ben your troubles."
"It's nothing really," she said, sighing. "I just have a couple of students I have trouble liking."
"Don't tell me, let me guess. Would one of them be Dale Paulson?"
"How did you guess?"
"Everybody's had a problem with that one. He's been bad news ever since the day he walked in here as a freshman. How he ever got to be a senior is beyond me. Most of his buddies, the guys he hung around with, have dropped out."
"What happened to them?"
"Oh, they're around town. I see the whole bunch of them hanging around at the drive-in once in a while. Bunch of no goods. Most of them look worse than Dale. Next to them, he's clean cut."
"They must be terrible. As far as I'm concerned, Dale's appearance is disgusting, and his behavior is abominable." She sipped at her coffee, her little finger arched properly.
Ben chuckled. "You know what that kid used to do in my class? He sat right in the front row. When I was just about in the middle of my lecture, he'd lean back on the lab stool and scratch his crotch. I swear, he did it every damn day, no matter who was watching."
Betty blushed. Quickly, she looked down into her coffee cup, trying to block out the memory of how fascinated she had been by the sight of Dale with his hand in his crotch.
"Sorry," Ben said quickly. "I didn't mean to offend you."
"No, that's all right. He does that in my class too."
"Who's the other student you mentioned? You said you were having trouble with two of them."
"Not trouble exactly. They just get on my nerves. The other one is Susie Walters."
"Susie? Really? I never had a bit of trouble with her."
"You didn't? I thought she was supposed to be a real problem. Maybe it's because you're a man."
"Yeah, maybe," Ben said quietly, drinking his coffee.
There was no maybe about it. The fact that he was male had made a great deal of difference. He spotted Susie Walters the first day she walked into his class. His eyes followed the soft, generous curves down to her long, tapering legs. She was one of the sexiest women he had ever seen. She practically reeked of it. Besides that, the way she looked at him made him feel she was ready for anything.
During his lectures he tried to keep from looking to Susie. Every time he did, he lost his place in the text. The dark haired girl sat there, a half smile on her shiny, half-parted lips. She arched her back slightly, letting her huge, melon shaped breasts poke out at him. When she was sure she had his eye, Susie would glance down at her chest as if inviting Ben to feel, explore, taste the soft flesh. No matter how hard he tried to avoid staring at Susie, it happened a couple of times in the course of each lecture. He would lick his lips and try to go on, stumbling over his words. Susie grinned in satisfaction and arched her back all the more.
At the end of the first week, Susie lingered after class. "Mr. Sommers," she said in her low, husky voice. "I'm having trouble with chemistry. Could I come in and see you after school tonight?"
"Why, of course. I'll be here."
"Good. I'll see you after my last class."
Ben's eyes were on the girl's pert little behind as she left the room. Was she coming in after school because she really needed help? Help in chemistry was not all he wanted to give her. He had never had sex with a student, not that he had not thought about it. There were any number of girls that he had had very randy fantasies about over the few years he had been teaching. In a couple of instances, he had come very close to making a move to carry them out, but something always stopped him. This time, he was sure, he would let nothing stand in his way, not if Susie gave the slightest hint she was interested in him.
Ben was sitting at his desk grading papers when Susie arrived. She leaned over and said, "Hi, Mr. Sommers."
He noticed her blouse was unbuttoned halfway down, and he could see the ivory colored tops of her breasts quite clearly.
"Hi, Susie," he replied, making no effort to move his eyes from her cleavage.
"I came in for some help, remember?" She arched her back again, letting the blouse gape open wider. Ben caught his breath. His mouth filled with saliva. He could imagine the musky flavor of that intimately enclosed flesh. What would the satiny skin feel like against his hot, wet tongue? The familiar tingle began in his crotch, and he knew his penis was beginning to inflate, inching its way slowly down his inner thigh, growing to its full, ten inch length. Ben Sommers had a huge cock. It had been that way from the time he was a teenager. He was proud of it, but there were times when it was a problem, like right now.
He glanced up at Susie's face and caught his breath when he saw where her eyes were focused. She was staring openly at his bulging crotch, her lips slightly parted. It was as though she were frozen, hypnotized by the huge, uncoiling snake between his muscular thighs.
"What can I do for you, Susie?" Ben asked, his voice low and husky.
The girl jumped as though she had been shot. "Oh, yes, I'm having trouble with chemistry, like I said. It's those problems you gave us yesterday. I can't do any of them." She tried to keep her eyes on the teacher's face, but they kept wanting to slip back down to his crotch. Could he really be as big as he looked? She thought Dale Paulson was well endowed, but Mr. Sommers made him look like a child.
Sommers got up from his desk. His long prick protruded from his pants leg, tenting it out. Susie gasped with excitement. It was true. The giant tube of hard flesh hung halfway to his knee. What would it look like without those slacks in the way, she wondered. Peelings of lewdness coursed through the girl's young body. She wanted to see. She wanted to experience that penis. She could imagine it forcing its brutal way between her widely splayed legs, pushing up into her flat belly, making it expand and push out because of its very size. It would hurt. She was sure of that. But the pain would all be worth it. A cock like that could satisfy a girl for a lifetime.
"Sit down, Susie, and let's work out a couple of those problems," Mr. Sommers said. He indicated his desk chair, and Susie slipped into it. The cushion was still warm from his sitting there, and she thrilled to the closeness. They were alone. Anything could happen, and besides that, he was hard. What was most exciting to Susie was that the teacher did not seem to be in the least embarrassed about his erection. He made no effort to hide it from her. It was just as if he wanted her to notice how excited he was. She had. Susie could feel the dampness in her crotch. Her genitals were automatically preparing themselves for action. What would her chemistry teacher think if he knew that? She smiled to herself. In class, Mr. Sommers seemed so subdued, so proper. Was her impression correct? Right now she was questioning it.
Ben leaned over the sitting girl. Now he could see right down into the front of her blouse. She was not wearing a.brassiere. Her pert, young breasts, so large for a girl her age, stood out proudly. He leaned forward a little more. Fresh excitement rushed through him. He could see the large, dusky colored nipples. Their pinky-browness covered the entire end of each breast. His fingers inched along the back of the chair, itching to explore, to pinch, to excite those small buds of womanhood. Ben could sense the smell of her. She was so fresh, and at the same time so ripe for pleasure. He had given up trying to control his rampant erection. His long penis ached with hardness, so engorged with blood he was half afraid it would split wide open. No, he thought, this is a student. I cannot go further. I'll lose my job.
Susie leaned back in the chair, her shoulder brushing against the hardness of his erect member, and the thoughts left his mind. The girl made no move to shift her position. She simply sat there, her shoulder pressing against his crotch. Oh, God, he was about to climax in his pants. Could Susie be unaware of what she was doing to him? That did not seem possible. His prick was throbbing so hard it was as if he had a second heart beating in its tip. The long, thick stalk jerked with excitement, nudging his blunt, swollen tip against the girl. She let out a little gasp.
"Which problems were giving you trouble?" Ben asked. He swallowed, trying to bring some moisture to his dry mouth.
"All of them," she replied, increasing the pressure of her shoulder on his penis. Ben returned the pressure, pushing his swollen organ against Susie, deep thrills of passion running through his entire body.
His hands went to the back of the girl's neck, and he started massaging at it lightly. The skin was so soft he could hardly believe it. Susie seemed so vulnerable, and yet he was sure she had been around. She had probably been to bed with more people than he had. Still, she was a student. Touching her like this was wrong.
"Hmmmmmm, that feels sooooo good," Susie whispered, bending her head forward.
Momentarily shocked with himself, Ben took his hands away.
"Oh, no, don't stop. I like it when you touch me like that. You're hands feel good. They're so nice and big."
She could have been talking about another part of his anatomy, Ben thought, and, as if to prove him right, Susie nudged her shoulder against his penis once again. This time he returned the nudge harder than before.
"Hmmmmmmmmm," she whispered, "you're so nice and hard."
It was out. There was no point in either one of them pretending any more. The next move was up to Ben. "Yeah," he replied, "and it's hard for you. Do you want to help me do something about it?"
Susie looked up at him and smiled teasingly. "But what would you like me to do, Mr. Sommers?"
"Call me Ben."
"All right, Ben. What would you like me to do?"
"To begin with, follow me." He led the girl to the tiny storeroom at the back of the lab. It was where he kept the chemicals, but there was one corner empty. Closing the door behind them, Ben switched on the dim light.
"We're alone," he whispered. "It's private here."
"What if somebody comes in?" The girl's eyes were wide with concern.
"Easy to fix," he answered, and he flipped the lock on the door. Coming toward Susie, he held out his hands, palms upward. He cupped them under her fine, firm breasts and held them, fondling them lightly through the thin fabric of her half open blouse.
"You've got nice ones," he whispered, his voice tight with passion, "Firm and big, like ripe melons. I like big tits. I like to suck them."
"What are you waiting for?" Susie asked. She was shaking all over, so excited at being alone with the older man that she was nearly out of her mind. Susie had given herself freely, ever since she was little more than a child, but up to now it had nearly always been to boys her own age. There had been that old caretaker in the park, of course, but she preferred to forget about that. This was different, unlike any other experience. Mr. Sommers was her teacher, and he was handsome, and he had an exceptional tool lying between his muscular thighs. She could scarcely wait to see what happened next.
With fumbling fingers, Ben loosened the buttons of the girl's blouse. He pushed the flimsy halves aside, opening her bareness to him. Susie caught her breath as she felt the cold air rushing over her naked skin. Reaching up, Ben pushed the blouse off over her shoulders and down her long, slender arms. It fell from her, and she stood before him, nude to the waist. Ben stepped back for a moment, gazing at her smooth, bare breasts. He watched as they moved gently up and down, carried along by the girl's excited breathing. Without a word, he leaned forward and capped his hot, wet mouth over her right nipple. Susie gave a small, passion filled cry, and Ben reached up quickly to clamp his hand over her sensuous lips. It would not do for anyone to hear them. All he needed was for old Mr. Saunders, the principal, to be rummaging around his lab and hear what sounded like a student in distress.
Susie let her tongue slide out to tickle the palm of her teacher's hand, and he grunted in appreciation. His hand tasted like sulfur, the result of the experiment he had spent the day demonstrating, but she did not care. Her tongue tip made little circles, moving quickly and uniting her in another way with the randy, passionate male.
Ben followed Susie's lead, and his tongue mimicked hers exactly. It circled her small, crinkly nipple again and again, and he felt the tab of flesh grow ever more erect. After a moment, he moved to her other nipple, his fingers coming up to replace his tongue on the first one. He squeezed gently, worrying the brownish flesh between his thumb and fingers. Low, mewling sounds came from the girl's straining throat, and she twisted from side to side, the level of her passion growing slowly but steadily toward a fever pitch. This was her chemistry teacher, a handsome, older man. This was the height of wickedness, of lewd seduction. Susie almost felt innocent, a virgin about to be raped by a man of the world. Would this be different from the rest of her sexual encounters? Would Ben's huge penis piercing into her body feel somehow unlike all the others? She did not know, and she did not care. She was sure it would feel wonderful, and her sexual hunger increased. Her female liquids were flowing freely now, and she could feel them wetting the crotch of her filmy panties. If he did not enter her soon, she would come just from thinking about it. What a shame that would be. She wanted him inside her. She longed to bathe the immensely thick shaft of his penis with her musky wetness. The liquid would gush out to cover his crotch completely. All the boys told her how exciting that was. They told her she was "juicy", not a very elegant way to put it, but accurate all the same.
Susie spread her legs wide, planting her feet firmly on the concrete floor. The warm, sweet odor of her soaking crotch floated up to Ben Sommers. Through flaring nostrils, he inhaled the exciting scent, and its effects traveled straight to his boiling gonads. He sucked harder, nipping at her bare breast with sharp, straight teeth. Susie moaned with pain and pleasure.
"Oh, yeah," she whispered. "Eat me. Eat my babies. Nurse at my tit like a little baby. Oh, God, feels sooooooo good!"
Sommers' hands were at the narrow waistband of her skirt. His fingers slid around it, seeking the fastening. He found it and undid the snaps quickly as if he were afraid the student would protest. That was the furthest thing from Susie's sex crazed mind. She wanted to be naked with this good looking, totally masculine creature. Her hands pushed against the back of his head, driving more of her aching breast into his wet mouth. Ben opened his mouth so wide his jaws hurt, sucking in as much of her velvety flesh as he could manage. He sucked harder than before, raising a large, red welt around her swollen, itching nipple.
It was like being handled by her father, Susie thought suddenly. What would that have been like, really? He had left so long ago she could scarcely remember what he looked like. She did remember one thing, though. As a little girl she sat on his lap, and she felt something hard and strong under her buttocks, something that her mother and grandmother did not have there. Even as a child, she was thrilled by the sensation of that rigid member nudging against her tiny bottom. Even her father's penis had not been the size of Ben's, at least so she guessed. Susie let her hands slip down the length of Ben's broad back, her fingers following the deeply defined line of his spinal column.
Ben finished unsnapping Susie's skirt and pushed it down over her softly flaring thighs. It slid over her long, tapering legs and fell with a plop to the floor. His hands moved at once to the elastic band at the top of her lace panties.
"Oh, yes, Ben, yes, yes, yesssss," Susie hissed. "I want to be naked. I want to be free. Take my panties off and do whatever you like."
Ben's fingertips hooked under the elastic band, and he eased her tight panties down, taking time as he did so to run his palms over the satin flesh of her lush, flaring buttocks, leaving a trail of fire wherever he touched. His fingers found their way to the long, hairless cleft between her fleshy cheeks, and he pulled it wide, letting the cold air of the store room rush in to tickle her tightly clenched anal opening. Susie moaned and thrust her pelvis forward, wiping her naked cunt against the rough fabric of the man's pants. Once again she thrilled to the feel of the hard, fully prepared penis that lay within his trousers. If she did not have it soon, she would die of sexual starvation. She could tell that her dark pubis was sopping wet, its fuzz dewy with her juices. Perhaps she had left a stain on the front of Ben's pants. She nearly giggled aloud at the thought.
Ben pushed her tiny panties the rest of the way down. They skittered down Susie's long, shapely legs to pool at her ankles, resting on top of her discarded skirt.
"Give me a second," the girl whispered. "I have to kick my shoes off."
Ben let her go reluctantly, his hands returning to her melon-like breasts which he fondled playfully while Susie stood first on one foot and then the other and discarded her shoes. Now she had what she wanted. She was naked, a creature of nature, nothing in the way of her sexual pleasure. She fell into Ben's arms, and he hugged her close. Tingles went throughout her young body as she felt the roughness of the man's clothing against her skin.
"Why don't you get naked too?" she whispered, her hands running up and down the broad back.
"NO! If somebody comes into the lab, one of us has to be able to go out and talk to them. Maybe next time we can find a place where there's no chance of being disturbed."
So, Susie thought, he was already thinking about their next encounter. That was good, because so was she. She had been dreaming about Ben Sommers for a long time, and she was not about to let this be a one time thing.
"How are we going to do it if you've got your clothes on?" she asked, her voice betraying her impatience.
"Just like this." Quickly, Ben unzipped his slacks. Silently, he guided Susie's hand to the opening, and she reached inside, fishing for the hole in the front of his boxer shorts. She found it and snaked her fingers inside. As she touched the rigid shaft of his penis, she let out a small gasp. It was hot, nearly hot enough to burn. The skin was thin and smooth, as smooth as marble. She looped her fingers around his burgeoning stalk. Its girth was mind blowing. Here was one that would fill her up to the point where no other man would ever satisfy her again. She began to check the length, running her hand along his tube of meat until her fingers touched the wide, flanged head. Ben's organ felt as though it were a foot long. Would all of that fit into her body? Susie began to be afraid. What if the giant cock ruptured her insides? She could bleed to death right there in the storeroom, the victim of this teacher's lust.
"Take it out," Ben whispered, his voice rife with passion.
Susie stood pressed against him, her fingers tracing the length of his huge penis, the tremors of fear racing through her youthful body. Then, suddenly, she did not care any more. If Ben Sommers killed her with his cock at least she would have known what it was to live. Besides, she had taken huge things between her legs before. There had been the time Dale Paulson stuck the vibrating dildo into her vagina and turned it on, laughing and teasing her while she writhed about on the floor, members of his motorcycle gang standing around them and screaming with laughter.
Another time, Dale had shoved the butt of a large screwdriver into her twat alongside his cock. The ridges of the handle bumped over her swollen, nerve-stuffed clitoris, and he turned the screwdriver, rotating it, and rubbing her sexual bud until it was raw. She climaxed wildly, screaming with passion, the saliva running down her hot cheeks. Yes, she decided, she could take what Ben Sommers had to offer and more. She grasped his towering penis boldly and drew it out through the opening in the front of his slacks.
Looking down, she feasted her eyes on his huge tool. It was as mighty as she had imagined, sticking ten inches straight out of the man's groin. The blue colored veins twisted across its surface, curving around it, and feeding it strength. The head was as big as a child's fist, and its flange flared out proudly, giving it the appearance of a cobra's hooded head. She could imagine that blunt arrow probing into her body, skewering her to the wall, holding her there until she climaxed with writhing, screaming madness.
Susie did not answer. Instead, she reached into the man's pants again, and cupped her fingers under his enormous gonads. She felt the smoothness of the hair studded sac. The teacher's balls were big too, perfect in proportion to his unbelievable penis. Susie drew them out, bringing them into the cool air, and fondling them. She rolled them in her fingers, weighing them, churning up their syrupy load.
"I got plenty for you in there," Ben whispered, his voice ragged with passion. "I'm gonna fill your twat with my hot cum. You're gonna feel it flooding into you, and you'll love it. I'll make you beg for more."
"Oh, yes, yes," the girl answered. "I want it. Let me have it nooooooow!" Leaning back against the cement block wall, she opened her legs, letting her slit flower open. She pulled the sides apart with her trembling fingers, inviting, begging, forcing Ben to move into her hot, young body.
He pushed his pelvis forward, feeling the throbbing head of his cock make contact with her moist flesh. The softness of it overwhelmed, consumed, and sensitized his entire body. The circles of warmth radiated out from the tip of his entering penis to flow through his entire body. He gave a deep, animal moan and thrust in all the way.



Chapter 2


"I'm glad you haven't had problems with Susie Walters. I wish I could say the same," Betty Wingate said.
Ben Sommers shook himself out of his reverie. "Oh, yeah, no problems," he mumbled. To his embarrassment, he suddenly became aware of his penis. It was fully erect and made a large, thick ridge along the inner side of his pants leg. Thinking about Susie had been too much for him. He would have to watch himself in the future. He crossed his legs quickly, but he guessed from the look on Betty's face that she had seen his protrusion.
"Well," she said brightly, "I better wash out my coffee cup and get back to teaching. Thanks for talking to me." She got up and busied herself at the sink.
Ben's eyes followed the movement of the woman's pert, full buttocks. Betty was nicely built. He had noticed that before. He wondered what her sex life was like. There was not too much a girl like her could do without being noticed, especially in a small town like this one. She probably got hungry for sex, that is, if she were a normal woman. There were a few of these female teachers Ben did not feel sorry for. They were either so sexually repressed that they did without sex and acted virtuous about it, or they were attracted to other women, sometimes even their own students. How terrible, he thought. Imagine a young girl having to put up with that kind of behavior from a-woman teacher. They should be barred from the classroom. That was all there was to it.
He continued to gaze at Betty's behind. Maybe he should take her into his storeroom. He had what it took to quench her sexual fires, and he would be more than glad to share it with her. Beautiful little ass, he thought. Then he pulled himself up short. This was no way to get rid of his erection. He recrossed his legs, pressing his inner thighs cruelly against his hard penis, strangling it.
"See you later, Ben," Betty called to him. Smiling, she left the room.

***

Susie stretched her arms and yawned luxuriously. She wiggled her buttocks against the soiled sheet and watched Dale through slitted eyes while he undressed. He had his back to her, and she could not see much detail in the half darkness of the motorcycle clubhouse, but she had memorized his lithe body long ago anyway.
There was a clink of metal as the boy unbuckled his heavy belt. She heard him unzip his tight jeans, and caught her breath as he pushed them down over his trim, heavily muscles thighs. There was a small clump of black hair at the top of his butt crack, and Susie smiled to herself as she saw it. That tiny patch of fuzz turned her on more than almost anything else about Dale. She wondered why. Whenever he lay on top of her, she always made it a point to reach around and run her fingers over it. The hair was stiff and wiry, but still softer than the lush, curly bush at his crotch. Her fingers would play on down into the nearly hairless cleft of his buttocks. Some men would not even let a girl touch them there. They considered it unmasculine. Dale was different. He loved it when she caressed his crack. He had even let her work her finger into his anus a few times, squirming and groaning with excitement as she explored his interior, his swollen penis growing larger than ever in her pussy.
As usual, Dale could not get his pants off. He had forgotten to take off his cycle boots first. Susie giggled. "Why can't you ever remember to do that?" she asked.
"Aw, Christ, I don't know. It's your fault. You just get me too excited." He bent over to remove the heavy leather boots, struggling to free them from his bunched up pants legs, and Susie caught sight of the tiny, convoluted opening of his ass. Maybe today she would try shoving two fingers into it. She wondered how Dale would like that. Or maybe she could try using her tongue. She shivered with excitement. A boy had done that to her once when she was very young, and she could still recall how wonderful it felt. Would it feel the same to Dale? Maybe she would try to find out.
Dale finished freeing himself from the boots, kicked his pants off, and moved toward her. As always, Susie caught herself gasping at the sight of his burgeoning penis. Dale was huge, only about an inch shorter than Mr. Sommers. By the time he was the teacher's age, Susie guessed his cock would be even larger. Perhaps she should stick around for a few years.
Beneath Dale's huge, arching prick swung a pair of bull-like testicles in a puckery, hair studded sac. Susie's mouth watered as she looked at them. Moist and musky flavored, she knew how wonderful they would taste, especially since they had been encased in tight denim jeans all day long. She longed to lick them clean and then start in on his big, stiff cock, laving it gently with her tongue, wiping away all the accumulated perspiration, dribbles of urine, and other exciting refuse.
"Oh, God, you are beautiful," Dale murmured as he gazed down at the girl's slim, naked body.
Susie tossed about on the narrow cot, impatient for the touch of her boyfriend's hands. "As beautiful as Miss Wingate?" she asked teasingly.
"What do you mean by that?"
"Just that I saw how you were looking at her in class today, and that little display of playing with your cock while she was practically breathing down the back of your neck was pretty obvious too."
"You jealous?" Dale asked, grinning down at her. His hand, went to his low hanging balls, and he scratched them casually.
"Of course not. You can ball anyone you want to. If you got into Miss Wingate it'd be a miracle, though. I bet she's a virgin."
"I could take care of that in a hurry if she gave me the chance."
"You don't have to tell me, I already know it." Reaching out, she took the end of his big, hard penis between her fingers. She looked at closely and gave it a playful squeeze. A large drop of clear liquid oozed slowly from the long slit in its tip.
Giggling excitedly, Susie leaned forward and darted her tongue out, scooping up the musky tasting droplet. Dale caught the back of her hair between his strong fingers.
"Suck it, bitch," he muttered. "Suck the piss out of me."
Susie opened her mouth wide, and her hot breath poured out over his glossy, moist prick head. She was teasing him, making him quiver with desire, letting him wait until she was ready to strike. Through flaring nostrils, she smelled the sweet, earthy odor of male crotch. Dale was so randy she could sometimes smell his maleness when he sat beside her in class. The aroma was the same now, only a thousand times more intense. The saliva snaked from the corner of the girl's mouth. In a few seconds she would taste the salty sweetness of his penis.
"I said suck it, and hurry up," Dale growled. He forced Susie's head forward, and her full, succulent lips capped themselves over his throbbing glans. Throwing his head back, he moaned deep in his throat, like an animal. Susie whipped her tongue back and forth, the tip of it grazing Dale's countless nerve endings. His groaning grew incessant, its tone deeper and more menacing than before. Susie was teasing him to full, ripping arousal. That was the way she wanted him to be. When she had him like that, he turned into a virtual rapist, pushing her flaring buttocks deep into the mattress as he rammed his burgeoning erection into her flaming pussy. She could hardly wait, and she sucked harder and harder in anticipation. Her tongue tip wormed its way into his coronal slit, opening it teasingly and tasting more of his freely leaking pre-seminal fluid.
Dale tossed his head from side to side, his big hands pressing on the back of the girl's head, forcing her to swallow more and more of his rigid, pulsating shaft. Susie loved taking it. The sensation of holding his huge, living tube between her trembling lips gave her a deeply thrilling sense of power. She let her sharp, white teeth graze the smooth, tightly drawn skin. Dale groaned.
"Good," he, muttered. "Feels so fuckin' gooooo-ood. Christ, can you suck cock!"
The girl was all the way down on him now. As he looked down the length of his naked body, he could see that his entire stalk had disappeared into her mouth. Her nose scrubbed its way into his pubic forest, and he could feel her hot breath tingling his skin. Her chin felt soft where his huge, roiling gonads bounced against it. His entire being was enveloped in the burning warmth of his girlfriend's oral cavity. He wondered what it would be like to have Betty Wingate do this. His English teacher would probably throw up at the very idea of taking a man's penis into her mouth. Still, you never could tell.
Susie's long fingers went to Dale's scrotum. She played them over the puckered flesh, making it tingle with excitement. Her hard nails dug into it teasingly, and Dale felt shivers run up the length of his spine. Susie palmed his sac, weighing the big testicles in her hand as though she were trying to determine how big a load he was carrying.
There's enough there to keep you fed, Dale thought to himself, and ten other women besides. He leaned backward, arching his hips and pushing his blunt glans even deeper into the girl's gullet. God, it was so tight, so slippery, fully as exciting as ramming into her cunt. Dale did not know which he liked better. One thing had both acts beaten, and that was anal penetration. Susie had let him try that with her only a few times, and he had to make sure she was completely aroused before he would even suggest it. He had had the best luck with her the times he had gotten her drunk. When Susie drank she became so uninhibited she was ready for anything. He shuddered as he thought of the painful tightness of the girl's rectum squeezing at his hard, unyielding shaft. What if he tried something like that with Miss Wingate. The thought was almost funny. He could imagine the prim and proper teacher, her buttocks high in the air, waiting eagerly for him to force his wide, thick penis into her nether hole. He would blast her open all right. At the thought of forcing his engorged penis into the teacher's tight rectum, Dale's cock swelled even larger in Susie's mouth. She let it slip from her lips, and as the cold air hit the boiling flesh, Dale gave a small, excited gasp.
"You gonna come already?" Susie snarled.
"No, not yet. I got a way to go. I can hold off as long as I want. You ought to know that if anybody does." He stood there wishing the girl would go back to what she had been doing.
"I thought I felt your prick swell up, the way it always does just before you shoot."
"Aw, come on, baby," Dale replied, tousling her hair playfully, "it's just that you turn me on so fuckin' bad. That's why I get so goddamn hard."
"If you really want to show me how much I turn you on, let's sixty-nine for awhile. My cunt's so itchy it's driving me nuts."
Grinning, Dale got up onto the cot, one knee planted on either side of Susie's upturned face. He looked down at her pink lipped, moisture laden cunt. The light glistened off the drops of wetness, and he could smell the musky, sensually arousing scent of her female nest. In a little while he would be ramming his long, stiff phallus into that sizzling fissure. For the moment, he would have to content himself with using his tongue to do the same thing. That was the way to make Susie really hot, turn her into a wild, sex crazed animal ready to do anything to achieve the most important thing in the world to her, her crashing climax. By the time he eased his throbbing glans between her fleshy, juice covered lips, she would be the one doing all the work, lying beneath him and literally milking the semen out of his balls using nothing but the remarkably developed muscles of her creamy vagina.
With a deep, gorilla-like grunt, Dale dropped his face to the girl's crotch, smearing her wetness over his cheeks and mouth. Susie let out a low, grating cry as the youth's long, pink tongue lashed over her pouty cunt lips. Every place it touched turned to molten lava. The girl was more turned on than she realized, and she had to concentrate hard to keep from coming the minute she was touched.
"Take it easy," she whispered, her voice shaky with passion. "You'll bring me off too quick."
Dale chuckled. "Seems to me you're the one who was bitching because you thought I was getting ready to blast."
"Yeah, I know, but now I am."
Sadistically, Dale burrowed into her hair studded crack. At once his lips found the girl's swollen clitoral pearl. He flicked his tongue tip over it again and again, deliberately forcing the girl to the brink of madness.
Susie screamed and sobbed wildly, squirming from side to side, trying to get away. "No, no, no. I don't want to, not yet. Stooooooop!" She fought to free herself, and Dale countered by lowering his body onto hers, pressing her into the mattress to keep her from moving away from his oral caress. His big gonads pressed against Susie's cheek, and she could feel the huge length of his cock shaft nudging her neck. His tongue kept up its action, running in small, mind blowing circles around her palpitating clitoris. The heat of his body against hers was stifling, and she felt as though she were melting into a puddle of sexual arousal. She fought wildly, her fists pounding into Dale's sinewy buttocks, her nails leaving deep red furrows in his skin.
It was all to no avail. Suddenly, despite her struggles, Susie felt her fires rise to the blazing point. Her magnificent cunt flowered open like a day lily, and she came, spurting her hot liquors all over Dale's face and into his greedy mouth. The boy sucked at her frantically, drinking down every drop of female fluid, glorying in its sweet, sexy taste. More and more of her sweetness gushed forth, and he continued to eat, lapping at her soft interior with his eager tongue, soaking his whole face in the process. He took delight in taking Susie against her will, forcing her to do what she really wanted to do but much before she was ready to have it happen. It was like bold, forceful rape, and he loved the feeling of power it gave him. He was in control. He was the manipulator. Susie was at his male mercy, and he would show her none. He kept lapping at the girl's super sensitive cunt flesh, forcing her to climax after climax, his intent to drain her body completely. She was sobbing and whimpering helplessly now, her body limp and exhausted. Still she came, her twat spasming open and closed as if it had a mind of its own. A layer of acrid sweat covered Susie's body, its wetness blending with Dale's. His chest slipped against her as he continued to eat at her swollen, aching pussy, his tongue running up and down the length of its blood engorged edges.
Susie cried quietly, her mind and spirit momentarily broken. She was the victim, the object of Dale's cruelty. It was always like this with him, she thought to herself. The realization made itself known even through the fog of passion that clouded her mind. With Ben Sommers it had been different. The teacher treated her as an object of worship. When he ate her pussy, he made love to it. With Dale, it was an oral rape. Why did she put up with it?
Suddenly and silently, Dale changed positions. Still keeping Susie pinned to the bed, he pivoted his slim body until his leering face was directly above hers. "Now," he whispered, his voice hard and sneering, "the real thing."
"No," she moaned. "I can't! Not now. Nooooooo!"
Ignoring her protests, Dale took his bullet hard cock in one hand and brought it up between the girl's legs. He rested his burgeoning, throbbing tip against Susie's painfully sensitized pussy lips. She closed her eyes and bit her lips, dreading what she knew was about to happen. Flexing his buttocks, Dale shoved his pelvis forward, forcing the entire length of his thick, sausage shaped shaft deep into Susie's vagina. The girl screamed with pain, a thousand nerve endings screaming with her.
Without a second's pause, Dale started to fuck, rocking in and out, ramming his strong, totally erect prick in and out of the girl's aching labial lips. Bach time he sank into her, he flexed his buttocks one more time, grinding his lush pubic curls into her tingling mound of Venus. His elephant-like testicles slapped against her inner thighs, arousing her despite the raw, ravishing pain.
Susie whimpered helplessly, completely the victim of her teenage boyfriend's animal lust. The hot sweat dripped off his brow to splatter her upturned face, and her nostrils were filled with the sour smell of Dale's unwashed body. Again and again, he ground his sharp boned hips against her own, stabbing his unyielding prick into her soft, wet pussy flesh from every possible angle.
Screams reached Susie's ears. They were loud, rasping, and incessant. To her sudden horror, she realized they were coming from her own throat. The pain of Dale's raping penis struck deep within her. She could feel the burning hurt of it high up in her heaving belly. It was so different from the way it was with Ben. With him she was an angel to be adored. With Dale she was nothing more than a misused animal. Still, the shivers ran through her body. She was completely overwhelmed by raw lust. She lifted her knees high and hugged the boy's sweaty body between them, encouraging him to rip into her helpless body even more brutally.
Dale laughed cruelly. "That's it, bitch. Show me how much you want it. Show me how you can't get enough of my hard, hot prick. I'm gonna ream the guts right out of you. You're gonna be sore for a week, bitch! Tell me how sore, you rotten little cunty whore. Tell me!"
"Yes, oh, yesssssss! I love it. Fuck me. Hard, harder. Fuck 'til it comes right out my mouth. Then I can suck your knob and be fucked at the same time. Yeah, oh, yesssssss!" Her hips lifted, and she offered her pelvic zone, opening her soft, oozing lips completely. Even though she had just climaxed, she was ready to go again. She could feel the juices building within her, seeping out to bathe Dale's prick until it was soaking, nearly swimming in her hot, gripping cunt.
"If you want to suck and fuck at the same time, I got good buddies that'll help us out. There'll be a fat cock for in your mouth and one for your tight little ass and a couple for your ears. You damn well can have 'em to piss on you when we're done if you want."
"Oh, Dale, yes, yes, yes. Make it happen. I want cock. Chicken cock and man cock. All of it. I'm so hungry for cock I feel like I'm goin' crazy. Say you'll fix it."
"Sure, baby, sure, yeeeeeeeaaaaaaaah!" Dale threw his head back and howled like a timber wolf. His big balls snapped up against the throbbing base of his penis, and he came, spouting gallons of hot, white semen deep into Susie's squirming body.
As she felt the hotness of Dale's sperm vomit into her cunt, Susie came too, climaxing as though her life were ending. It was as though she had never reached orgasm before. She screamed and howled, her voice ragged and harsh with animal lust. Her vagina expanded, pulling Dale into it, burying his cock tip further inside her body than he ever imagined it could go. Her fingernails dug frantically into his back, leaving long, red scratches from which the scarlet blood oozed wetly to run down his sleek sides.
The two of them lay exhausted, their breathing gradually growing calm. Dale's prick was still stuck far into Susie's slowly cooling flesh, and he made no move to pull away from her. The girl whimpered softly as she felt his steel stalk growing soft. It was as though she were losing a part of herself. She was satisfied and yet, she was not. She wanted more and more. Nothing but hot, living meat would keep her from starving.
"Dale," she whispered up into his ear. "I meant what I said before. Did you?"
"What was that?"
"About wanting to get together with your buddies and you. Can you fix it?"



Chapter 3


Susie's obsession with rough group sex was not surprising. Ever since she had reached the age where she could enjoy it, sex had been her overpowering urge. She was constantly on the lookout for new thrills of passion, new ways to experience the ultimate in sensuous lewdness. Her experimentation had started early, first with timid, half afraid touchings of her erotically throbbing pubic zone and then with full-fledged, vagina delving masturbation.
By the time she was thirteen, she was ready to explore the possibilities of sex with others, and no one was safe from her seductive onslaughts. She began close to home, with the young boy who lived next door to her family. Actually, she had been watching him for a long time. His bedroom window was right across from hers on the second floor. Susie knew he had never thought of her as anything but the little girl who lived next door. She was sure of that because he never made any attempt to pull his window shade when he undressed at night. It never seemed to enter his head that she might be watching avidly from only a few feet away, her lights turned out so he would not see her kneeling before her window staring hard at him so as not to miss a single move.
At about the same time every night, Susie saw him come into his room. Andy was a few years older than she, and he already had a good build. His chest was beginning to take on the contours of a man's broad chest, and his skin looked smooth as granite. Her fingers twitched at the thought of running over it. It was always the same. Andy would turn away from the window and hang his shirt on the hook behind the door. His back was as smooth and as beautifully sculpted as his chest, and Susie caught her breath at the sight of it. It showed the effects of all the summer sun Andy made it his business to get as part of his part-time lawn mowing job. The indentation of his spine was very deep, and the muscles flared out excitingly on either side.
Andy kicked off his sneakers and bent down to bare his slim feet. Susie found herself excited by the way the fabric of his faded jeans stretched over his trim round buttocks. She could see the crack defined clearly even when he had his pants on, and caught herself wanting to sniff at its spicy odor. The lewdness of that thought made her giggle excitedly to herself in the darkness of her room.
Andy stood up, his back to the window, and unbuckled his wide leather belt. Susie held her breath. This was the part she always waited for. The boy unzipped his jeans and let them fall. He stood there in the light, wearing only his white briefs. As Susie looked on, he bent down again, this time to pick up his pants. He hung them over the back of a straight chair and turned to face the window. Now there was only one thin piece of fabric between the young girl and what she was longing to see.
Andy hooked his thumbs beneath the waist band of his briefs and yanked them downward. As she always did, Susie gasped aloud. The organ that hung between the boyish legs was excitingly long and thick. Above it nestled a sparse growth of dark hair. Beneath and behind it hung a pair of gonads in a smoothly hairless pouch. They were already nearly man-size.
Andy reached down and took his penis in the palm of his hand. This was another of his nightly rituals, and Susie had come to expect it. He lifted it, almost as though he were offering it for her avid inspection. Then he went over to his bureau and opened the large bottom drawer. He pulled it out all the way and set it down on the floor, moving slowly and quietly so as not to make any noise. Susie knew why. She knew exactly what he was looking for, the same thing he looked for every night.
He reached into the cavity where the drawer belonged and pulled something out. It was a magazine. Andy moved over to his bed his fingers still caressing his rapidly inflating erection. He laid down on the bed, putting the magazine down in front of him. He lay on his side, facing in Susie's direction. As he turned the pages, he massaged his penis faster and faster. Susie was not exactly sure what the magazine was, and she wished she could get into Andy's room sometime when he was not there so she could find out.
Suddenly, Andy threw the magazine aside. He flopped onto his back, his head thrown back and his mouth gaping wide. He climaxed, squirting hot, white semen all over his naked legs and heaving belly.
Susie watched him masturbate night after night, and before very long she was doing it right along with him, her slim fingers flying over the folds of her childish cunt just as Andy's moved over his swollen, throbbing cock shaft. Bunching her fingertips together, she pushed them through the tight crack and into the warm, moist interior of her cunt. She tried to imagine that her fingers were Andy's large, pulsating penis forcing its way into her young body. Always, though, beyond anything else, she wondered what was in that magazine he kept so carefully hidden.
It was not long before Susie made up her mind to find out. Anything that had such an immediate and exciting effect on her handsome young neighbor had to be worthwhile seeing. She began to hatch a plan. She would have to sneak into the neighbors house sometime when they were away, make her way to Andy's room, and fish the magazine out from beneath the dresser drawer.
The trouble was that Andy's parents insisted on keeping their house securely locked whenever they were away. There had been a rash of thefts in the neighborhood, and everyone was being especially cautious. There was no chance of her getting in in the conventional way, and Susie wracked her brain trying to figure out what to do.
One night while she was watching Andy in his bedroom, the answer presented itself. Andy walked over to the window and pushed it up, letting fresh air into his room. All he did was push. He did not have to open the latch, Andy did not lock his window. Susie's heart began to pound with excitement. All she had to do was figure out a way to get across from her bedroom window to his, and she would be exactly where she wanted to be.
After school the next day, she hurried home, determined to find a way to get across. She went directly up to her room and opened her window. Peering out, she tried to estimate the distance between the roof of her house and that of Andy's. It was no more than four or five feet. What she needed was a bridge. She paused for a moment, trying to think of what to do. Then she knew.
Susie hurried to the basement. Behind the furnace in a cobwebby corner, she found what she was looking for, a thick board about six feet long.
Dragging it upstairs, she opened the window. She stuck her head out and looked down, making sure nobody was around who might see her and wonder what she was up to. Then she heaved the board out of the window and pushed it across to the next house. With a little maneuvering, she managed to rest the far end of it on Andy's window sill.
Holding her breath, looking straight ahead, she inched her way across to Andy's house. As long as she did not look down, she was sure she would be all right. After all, the journey was not a long one.
When she reached the window, she eased it open far enough so she could duck inside. Dropping to the floor of the bedroom, she looked around quickly. Everything was just as it should be.
Susie hurried to the bureau and, dropping to her knees, pulled the heavy drawer out, and eased it to the floor. She reached into the cavity that resulted in the dresser, just as she had seen Andy do. Her fingers closed over the glossy paper of the magazine cover.
Susie gasped aloud when she saw the cover. In bold red letters the title read, TITS AND ASS. The picture, in full color, showed a young blonde woman, her legs spread wide, her semi transparent panties barely hiding the long, dark slit of her moist cunt. Dark hairs peeped out from the edges of the tight leg holes. The woman was smiling, clearly loving the attention she was getting from the camera.
The panties were the only thing she wore, and her breasts hung down lewdly. They were huge, and they looked to Susie like ripe, fully developed melons. The nipples were brown, and they covered nearly the whole end of each breast. Susie touched her own half developed breasts, trying to imagine what it would be like to have a bosom like the girl in the picture. It did not seem possible that one person could be built that way. Perhaps it was a camera trick.
Lying down on her stomach, Susie began paging through Andy's magazine. Again she gasped. There, inside the magazine was another picture of the girl on the cover. She was on her hands and knees, and by the way her huge breasts were hanging down, Susie knew for certain that they were real. In the second picture, the woman was not alone. A man lay on his back beside her on the bed, his hands folded behind his head. He looked like Andy. He was older of course, in the full bloom of his manhood, and the way he smirked at the woman let Susie knew that he had a lot more experience than her next door neighbor. I bet he doesn't spend his time playing with himself while he looks at pictures like these, Susie thought. Then another thought occurred to her. Someone could give Andy the experience he lacked, someone like her. The idea made her tingle all over, particularly in the pleasingly warm zone between her long, girlish legs.
Andy was becoming quite a man. Susie had seen it happen in the time she watched him. There was more hair around the base of his large, nearly always erect penis now, and under his arms as well. Besides that, he looked more manish. His muscles were more clearly defined, and he was growing in all ways.
As she turned the pages of the magazine, Susie could easily imagine Andy in any of the spectacular poses depicted. When she tried just a bit more, Susie could dream that she was the woman the older Andy in the magazine was cavorting with so openly and so lewdly.
The centerfold made Susie's eyes grow wide with disbelief. She never had imagined anything like this. What she knew about sex concerned two people doing things together. She was not even exactly sure what those things might be, but she was beginning to have a fairly good idea. Right now, her education was increasing by the second. The double picture in the center of the magazine was in full color like some of the others. The ample breasted woman on the cover was surrounded by men. One stood behind her, and the woman twisted her head around to kiss him hard on the mouth. With one hand she reached up to hold his long, erect prick in her hand. The man's huge, bull like gonads in their hair studded sac were draped over the smooth, white skin of her shoulder.
Another man knelt to one side of the girl, his full, sensuous lips capped over the girl's dusk colored nipple. One of his hands was massaging his own erection, while the other reached over to pinch and tease the girl's free nipple. A third man was sprawled between her widely splayed legs, his head buried in her open crotch.
Susie longed more than anything in the world to be the woman in the picture. Feelings of salacious passion flooded through her youthful body as she gazed at the lewd photograph. She wanted Andy between her legs like that, his face shoved far up between her milky white thighs, his long, red tongue licking at her throbbing cunt, lapping greedily at the hot, sweet drops of female liquor that oozed from between the lips of her small, tight cleft.
Susie wondered what her sizzling cunt would smell and taste like to Andy. She had put her panties to her nose many times, sniffing the delightfully sweet, earthy scent of her own leakings. Taking the smell direct, the way the man in the photo was doing, would be an entirely different experience, though, she was sure.
Her fingers began to creep up her legs, tickling at the sensitively soft flesh of her inner thighs. The magazine was so exciting, Susie could see easily why Andy had the nightly reaction to it that he did. Her fingertips reached the forbidden warmness of her cunt. She ran them teasingly over the soft edges of her crack, and she shivered with excitement. Here she was in Andy's own room, playing with her body the evil way she had seen him do so often. The difference was great, though, she had to admit. What she really needed was Andy. She wanted him to put the tip of his raging erection where her fingers were now. She wanted him to trace it along the length of her dark, secret cleft, teasing her, threatening lewdly to shove the full hardness of it into her, make her hurt, make her scream with pain and pleasure. She wanted him to rip away her girlish hymen. She wanted to bellow with horrible pain and to become a woman.
Her middle finger began to work its way in between her cuntal halves. She held her breath, feeling the tingling grow more intense as she worked at herself gently. What if these were Andy's blunt fingers instead of her own? Who would ever have to know it happened? It would be their own guilty, sensual secret. Of course, she thought ruefully, Andy would never keep his mouth shut. He would tell every other boy at school, and they would all be after her. But would that be so bad, really? Once she had experience with one boy, she would be more than ready to move on to others. Of that she was certain. Susie wanted them all. She wanted to be just like the woman in the picture. She wanted to serve several men at once, to open her young body to them completely, to let them worship her sizzling flesh, to caress her tremblingly alive body, to turn her into a totally sexual animal.
Susie wondered as she fingered herself where Andy was at this moment and what he was doing. She wondered whether he ever thought about her, perhaps thought about her when he looked at the woman in his hidden magazine. That was impossible, though. After all, she and the woman were built entirely differently from one another.
Susie moved her free hand up to cup her breast through the thin fabric of her tee shirt. There was not much there, but there was enough. She squeezed at the softly yielding flesh of her small breast, and it began to tingle, just the way the area between her thighs was tingling.
She glanced again at the photograph of the woman being pleasured so completely by the three handsome males. How she wished she had three boys to do that to her. Andy could bring two of his friends, and the four of them could try all sorts of salacious things with one another. She would never be the same again, and that was what she wanted more than anything else she could think of. She would make Andy promise that he would be the first one to eat out her dripping cunt. She would love to have the others do it too, she had to admit, and she would let them take turns on her, lapping all the warm, fragrant juices out from between the sizzling lips of her crack.
She shivered lewdly at the thought of what it would be like to have their tongues there, eating, licking, sucking at her. They would drive her mad with passion. She would whimper and beg and sob for mercy, and she would actually be loving every second of it. The three males would laugh among themselves, congratulating one another about how they were degrading and humiliating her, and she would have the 1st laugh after all. She would scream with mock fear and raw, unbridled passion. What a scene it would be.
Susie was quivering all over now. She was so excited that she could hardly think. Susie stretched out onto her back. Her eager hands reached under the waistband of her panties, and she pulled them down to her trim ankles. Quickly, she pushed her short skirt up around her waist and out of her way. She did not care if she was in the neighbors' house, she was going to have to put out the fire in her loins or she would never be able to get back across the narrow bridge.
With passion hooded eyes, Susie gazed down the length of her slim body. Even though she was not fully developed, she liked her figure. She spent long hours before her full length mirror, just gazing at herself, marveling at the potential that lay within her. If she squinted, clouding her own vision, she could almost imagine that a full grown woman, a very sexy and desirable woman, was staring back at her from the mirror. That woman was afraid of nothing, was fully prepared to experience anything life had to offer.
Susie shivered again as she imagined what it would be like to have all the best looking boys at school surrounding her nude body, touching it, using it as they saw fit. Right now, though, she knew she would happily settle for just one, her neighbor, Andy.
Her fingers moved into the warm darkness of her cuntal opening. She gasped loudly as the tips of them touched her hard, erect clitoris. The very touch burned her interior flesh, and it sent her to new heights of bestial lewdness. She dug at her throbbing marble, cutting at it with her shapely fingernails. The pain made her flinch, squirming about on the bedroom floor, but she did not stop. The hurting made her feel alive, vital, sexual. Feelings of raw passion raced through her over sex-ed body, and she threw her legs wide apart, opening herself up completely as though offering her body to a man, to a man like Andy.
The scent of her freely flowing juices reached Susie's flaring nostrils. The smell was fresh and good. No wonder men liked eating out their women. She raised her hand to her face and sniffed of her fingers. They were shining and moist. She flicked out her tongue and tasted them. The musky taste of her own womanliness flooded her mouth, and the girl threw back her head and moaned loudly, her mouth agape.
Little by little, Susie increased the speed of her fingers. She dug them into herself, stretching the pouty lips of her pussy wide to let the coldness of the air rush into her. Her fingers ran up and down along the edges of her cunt, feeling the hardness of them as the blood rushed in. God, oh, God, she thought. It feels good, so good. I love it. I love my body. I love doing this. She tossed her head about, panting, her chest heaving for breath. She wished for sexual pleasure all the time. There ought to be an army of men who would do all sorts of things to her all the time.
Susie's fingers were flying now, touching everywhere, reaching far up into her vagina. She was perspiring freely, visions of naked men running through her head, their cocks shooting out the love juice just as she had seen it shoot out of Andy when he masturbated himself while she watched from the dark silence of her room across the way.
Suddenly Susie heard a noise. She jerked her head upward and opened her eyes. There, standing in the doorway, his eyes riveted on her writhing body, was Andy.
"What the hell are you doing here?" he asked, his voice shaky.
"Nothing, uh, I mean… " Susie was caught. She did not know what to do. How should she explain the fact that she had broken into Andy's house, taken his most prized and secret possession, and was now masturbating with total animal lewdness on his bedroom floor. She just lay there, frozen with fear.
Andy made no move. He just stood there staring at the half naked girl on his bedroom floor. His eyes were glazed with passion. It was as though he were hypnotized.
"Susie… I had no idea… no idea that… " he finally whispered, his voice low and strangely tight. He began to move toward her.
Susie reached down quickly, covering herself with her short skirt.
"Susie," Andy said, his voice breathy, "don't hide it. Don't cover it up like that. I want to see it. I've been waiting for such a long time, and I've wondered about you so often. Let me see it, please?"
"What are you talking about?" Susie asked, her fear beginning to ebb away.
"Your sweet little pussy. I want to look at it. I never saw a real one before, just the ones in these pictures." He nudged the magazine disdainfully with his toe.
Andy moved closer and closer. His eyes never left the trembling girl. They seemed to burn a hole through the thin fabric of her skirt.
Susie could see Andy's penis growing longer. She watched it as it worked its way down his tight pants leg. Now that she actually had Andy in the room with her, she was not exactly sure what to do. Her head was spinning. It had all happened so suddenly. Everything she had been imagining could come true, and she was not sure she was ready. Something told her, though, that ready or not, she was about to experience what happened between a man and a woman, and there was nothing she could do about it.
The passion gleamed in Andy's eyes, and he licked his full, sensuous lips excitedly. His eyes flicked back and forth over the length of her body. His hands moved instinctively to the crotch of his jeans. He rubbed them over the rough fabric, seeming to be totally unaware of what he was doing. He had to see Susie's pussy again, to touch it, to explore it completely with his eagerly shaking fingers. What he had glimpsed was beautiful, so real, so inviting, so warm looking. It was a hundred times better than anything in any magazine that had ever been printed. He shivered at the idea of exploring her body, and he longed to do so more than anything else on Earth. He found himself wishing he were a little older. He wanted to dominate her, to order the young girl to do whatever he bid. As it was, he felt terribly inadequate. How should he approach this? What should he do first? He was sure of one thing, and that was that he was totally consumed with raw lust. He would possess Susie's body if it were the last thing he ever did.
"Pull your skirt up again," Andy demanded, towering over the girl.
"What?" Susie stammered, staring up at him with wide eyes.
"I said, pull up your skirt, and do it right now."
"No, I… I'm scared."
"Do you want me to tell your parents you broke in here?" Andy's eyes flashed with anger.
"No, please! Please don't do that. They wouldn't understand."
"They sure as hell wouldn't. And they wouldn't understand about your opening my bureau drawer either. Now do as you're told."
"But, I… "
"Do it now!" Andy nearly screamed.
Without another word, Susie reached down and pulled her skirt up away from her crotch. The almost hairless lips of her pussy quivered with excitement.
Passion glinted in Andy's eyes as he knelt down beside her. Her cunt looked so soft, so smooth, so totally capable of fulfilling his deepest, most animal desires. He looked at it as though he were in a trance.
Slowly, the boy lifted his fingers and brought them down over Susie's sizzling crack. She gasped with wild excitement. It was happening, just as in her fantasy, but it was even more exciting. Andy's fingertips seemed to burn into her sensitive flesh. She was afraid she might climax right at that moment, and it was much too soon for that. A man had his hand on her tight, restricted pussy, and she felt wonderful.
Andy brushed her cunt flesh lightly with his fingertips, feeling the heat of it and delighting in its fuzzy smoothness. He breathed in through flaring nostrils, inhaling the earthy fragrance of her leaking crotch and spicy asshole. His mouth was watering. Instinctively, he found himself wondering what the wonderful cleft would taste like. The thought of the man in his magazine eating out the cunt of the woman with the huge breasts. He could be just like that man, and he could do it right now. Susie was completely at his mercy. He could do as he liked with her. His parents both worked. They would not be home for over an hour. In the meantime, however much Susie tried to protest, it would do her no good. She would never dare tell anyone either. How would she ever explain what she was doing in his room in the first place?
"Take off your tee shirt," Andy ordered roughly.
"What are you going to do?"
"Can't you guess, Kid?" Andy grinned down at her lewdly. "I'm going to do all those things the men are doing in that magazine of mine you were trying to steal."
Susie's heart was pounding wildly. "I wasn't trying to steal it, honestly. I wouldn't do that, ever."
"Then what were you doing with it, I'd like to know."
"I just wanted to look at it. That's all. I just wanted to see what was in it. I mean, I saw you looking at it every night, and… "
"What? You mean to say you've been spying on me from over there?"
"Yes, I guess I have," Susie whispered meekly, looking up at the boy shamefacedly.
"Well, what do you know about that? And I thought you were nothing but an innocent little kid all this time. You and I should have gotten together a long time before now. When I think of all the spunk I wasted, and you were only a few feet away wanting it. Now take off your top and your skirt. I want you naked."
Andy reached down and opened the top of Susie's skirt, too impatient to wait for her to do it. She lay there, too stunned to protest. Grabbing the open skirt, Andy jerked it down roughly, pulling it down her girlish legs and off over her feet.
"Sit up a second," he ordered. "Let's get your shirt off."
Her head still spinning with unbelieving excitement, Susie sat up. She moved mechanically, completely in Andy's power now. Whatever he suggested, she was ready to do. She was his, and she knew he would do as he liked regardless of what she said. She might as well go along with it all, seeing where he would lead her.
Grasping the hem of Susie's tee shirt in his hands, Andy yanked it off over her head. "Hey," he said, throwing the shirt aside, "you got nice tits. They're not all the way grown yet, but they're nice. I like 'em. The nipples look real tender, and look how they stand up. They're ripe as little cocks, and I want to milk them until they stand.up even harder. Would you like me to do that?"
Susie shook her head dumbly. She was beyond thinking now, beyond answering. All she could do now was experience.
Andy dropped his face to her chest and sucked her right nipple into his mouth. He lashed his tongue back and forth across it wildly. Susie moaned, arching her young, lithe back to drive her breast into his hot mouth. He bit down on her hot flesh with his sharp, white teeth, and the girl cried aloud with pain and pleasure.
"Oh, Andy, that feels sooooooo goooooood. Oh, Andy, I never knew, never!" she sobbed, her body twisting and writhing on the floor.
The boy moved quickly to her other nipple, driven on by Susie's passion torn voice. He sucked her breast into his mouth and chewed on its hard nipple, seeking to leave red tooth marks on the girl's heaving body. He wanted her to remember her first encounter for the rest of her life. He wanted her to understand from the very beginning that he intended to be the leader, that he was in charge, that they would do whatever it was he wanted. Susie lay beneath him, sobbing with pleasure and lewd, raw passion, and that was just the way he wanted his woman to be.
He had waited so long. Now he had a girl at his command, and the reality of it was a thousand times better than the dreams. Andy could tell he had Susie aroused already to the point where the girl was ready to do anything he might suggest to her. He also sensed, at the same time, that he must take things easy, bringing her along slowly so she would not become frightened of the things he wanted to do with her. He did not really want to rape Susie. He wanted her to be his willing partner in exploration, the kind of exploration that could go on between them every day from this time on.
Susie seemed so hot that Andy doubted that even climax would calm her down, and that was fine. She was exactly the kind of girl he had been dreaming of, and she had been right next door all the time, spying on him.
As he continued to suck and tongue Susie's crinkly nipples, Andy reached down and cupped her trembling cuntal mound with his hand, just as he had done before. He began to knead it with his fingers, massaging it so hard that he could feel the blood coursing through it. Susie groaned anew at the feeling of her lover's hand.
"Careful, Andy. Be careful or I'm going to come. I'm so over hot, I feel like I'm going to explode."
"What's wrong with that? I'd love to have you come. I want you to make my hand all wet with your juice. Then I want to lick it off. What do you think about that?"
"Eeeeeee, oh, yeeeees! But make it last. I want it to last forever, Andy, foreeeeever!"
"What's the matter? Can you only come once?" Andy taunted. "Is that all I turn you on? Who you saving it for?"
"I can come as often as you want, no matter how often you want me to." Susie squirmed about, rubbing her bare buttocks against the carpet.
"Then don't be afraid to come. We got plenty of time."
"I wish we had forever," Susie answered, her voice choked with lust and passion.
"We do, Baby. We got as long as we want. We can do this every afternoon from now on. I can even sneak across and see you at night after everybody's asleep. We can do whatever we want all night long. Would you like that?"
"Yes, Andy, ohhhhhhhh, yeeeeeeeees," she hissed salaciously, her eyes clenched shut and her back arched.
"God, you're sexy. I never would have guessed it. I wondered, though. I have to admit that. I've been watching you for a long time."
Andy moved upward until his lips were even with the girl's mouth. He bent down and covered it with his own, kissing her deeply. His stiff, wet tongue snaked out and between her smooth, full lips. He ran it back and forth, coaxing Susie to open her mouth and let the twisting tongue inside. He slipped his tongue across the rows of perfect teeth, and then ran it up ticklingly inside her upper lip.
Susie groaned with excited pleasure, twisting her nude body beneath the weight of the boy. Andy was lying full length on top of her now, pinning her to the floor, pushing his clothed body against the nakedness of her flesh. Lying on top of Susie that way, with all his clothes on, gave Andy a feeling of complete power. He gloried in the idea of having the girl exactly where she should be, completely under his command. He was controlling her absolutely, using the weapon of sexual passion, animal arousal.
After a long time, Susie managed to break the kiss. "You're wonderful, Andy," she whispered. "I love it."
"Good, because I love having you here like this."
"Why don't you take off your clothes like me so I can feel you naked against my body?"
"Sure. It'll only take a second."
The boy got up. Standing beside the girl, he slowly unbuttoned his flannel shirt. His eyes were glued to her naked body, just as hers were to his increasingly visible flesh. In a moment, he had his shirt off, and then threw it to the floor behind him.
Next, he unbuckled his tight, form-fitting jeans. He unbuttoned them slowly, enjoying the undivided attention he was getting. Susie's wide, searching eyes gave him the sensation of ultimate excitement. It was as though he were the most desirable man in the world, and this girl at his feet would die of disappointment without him.
"Hurry, Andy!" Susie whispered, her voice husky with youthful passion.
Andy peeled down his tight Levi's and kicked them off over his bare feet. He stood before the girl completely in the nude. Five foot eight and growing, he was slim but well proportioned. His chest was still boyish but beginning to broaden out. His tiny waist swept down to almost nonexistent hips and to a pert, rounded ass. Best of all was his young penis. Now that she was seeing it close up, Susie thought it was even more beautiful than it had seemed when she gazed at it so hungrily from her own room.
Andy's gonads were large, especially for a male as young as he was. They swung beneath his up pointing cock and looked to Susie as if they were full to overflowing with hot, living semen. Her mouth watered at the size of them, but she was not yet sure why.
The naked boy stared down at her. God, he thought, he was lucky. How many guys came home to find a young girl in their bedroom? It was all so unexpected, so unreal. Even now he had trouble convincing himself this was not another wet dream.
Suddenly, Susie reached up to grab Andy's testicles. The boy pulled away, too fast for her.
"Just a second," he said. Going over to the bureau, he squatted down and reached into the space where the magazine had been hidden. He pulled out a pair of brief, semi-sheer bikini briefs. Quickly, he slipped them on and turned to face Susie.
"How do you like these?" he asked, grinning at her and posing seductively, looking like a muscleman in a magazine.
"I love them," Susie answered, giggling delightedly. She had always imagined that the woman was supposed to do the showing off and the posing. To have Andy turn the tables was strangely exciting to her.
He moved over toward her, walking slowly and taking his time, knowing that the sight of him in the sheer bikini was driving Susie half crazy. He stood over her, smiling down.
"Why don't we lie down on my bed?" he asked simply, extended his hand to her,
Susie took it and let Andy help her to her feet. He took her into his arms, and they stood together, swaying against one another, relishing the sensation of their flesh rubbing, rubbing with nothing in the way, excepting the sheer briefs.
Susie shivered at the feeling of Andy's harshly rigid erection being squeezed between their flat bellies. It seemed as if it were sculpted from metal, but it was hot, throbbing, and definitely filled with life. She had gazed at it so often from a distance, and now she was touching it, feeling it, wanting it desperately.
"Come on," Andy said. Grabbing his arms around her, he practically carried Susie to the narrow bed.
She was breathless. What would happen next? She was so giddy with pulsing excitement that she could hardly think. Her mind was unhinged from her young, quivering body, and she was a total animal, ready to follow like a slave wherever this boy might lead her.
Andy pushed her down onto the back and fell on top of her, covering her face from top to bottom with kisses. Susie gasped for breath, her breasts heaving wildly as they pushed into Andy's firm chest.
"Oh, God, Andy, I want you so much. You can't imagine!"
"Then take these pants off me. Unwrap me like a Christmas present. It'll make it more exciting for both of us." Andy rolled off her and sat up on the edge of the bed.
"Sure, anything you say," Susie answered as she reached to remove the tight briefs.
Pushing her away roughly, Andy got to his feet and stood next to the bed, swaying giddily.
"Not like that," he snapped. "Take them down with your teeth."
"My teeth?" Susie asked, not sure she had heard him right.
"Yeah. Show me just how much you want me with your hot mouth and your sharp white teeth. Be an animal for me, just like you really are, you hot little bitch."
Quickly, Susie pivoted her body on the bed so that her head hung over the edge. She threw her arms around Andy's long legs. With her white teeth, she began pulling the tiny bikini downward. She grunted and groaned like a wild dog as she exposed more and more of Andy's succulent male flesh. Her nose rubbed against his soft skin, and she caught the scent of his musky male fragrance. Little by little, she managed to pull his bikini down, until her face was rubbing against the wiry fuzz of his lush, pubic bush. Her flaring nostrils were flooded with the sweet, wild scent of his steamy crotch and of his big cock which now leaked fragrant precum at a fantastic rate.
Andy shook from head to foot as Susie continued to strip him with her eager, moistly warm mouth. This was the sexiest thing he could possibly imagine. Even his magazine showed nothing like this. He felt as though he were the helpless prey of some lust-crazed jungle animal, and that animal would not be satisfied until it had ripped him to pieces.
Andy ran his trembling fingers through Susie's dark hair, moaning softly to himself as he felt his briefs pulling away from his supple body. They slipped down his long legs to lie in a heap at his ankles. Susie pulled him closer, suddenly, demandingly, and buried her face in his tingling crotch. Her hot, eager tongue lapped at the juices leaking from his broad cocktip. She smacked her lips, overcome by the flavor of the syrupy pre-seminal fluid.
"As, shit. Eat it. Eat it up, you goddamn fucking little she wolf! Take me, Baby. Take my hard cock all the way down your throat." Andy screamed out the words as he felt Susie licking at him, her hot tongue undulating over his sensitive prick head. She sucked and licked faster and faster, unable to stop herself.
Andy's head shot backward, and he moaned out his pleasure, utterly amazed at the excitement this young neighbor girl was able to arouse in him. Susie swallowed more and more of his fat, hot prick, her tongue probing deep into its leaking slit.
Andy grabbed her by the ears and pulled her face away from his groin. "You gotta stop," he moaned. "You gotta stop or I'll come."
Susie grinned up with her cheeks shining with her own saliva. "What's wrong with that?" she asked.
"It's too soon! I want to make this last."
"Like you said before, Andy, we can do this every day from now on."
"Yeah, that's right, isn't it." He bent down to kiss her, and caught the scent of his own burning crotch on her face.
Susie rolled onto her back and held out her arms to him, her slim legs splayed wide apart. Andy dived for her, covering her with his lithe, muscular body. They rolled over and over, finally falling off his single bed onto the floor. Neither of them even noticed. They lay together, touching from head to toe, their flesh burning with raw passion.
"Fuck me, Andy. Do it now. I have to have it now. I can't wait. Fuck me, pleeeeeeease, fuck me."
"Shit, yes, Baby. There's no way in the world you can stop me. I got a load so ripe for you, I feel like my nuts are gonna explode. I gotta screw you or I'm gonna die."
Andy backed away slightly, giving himself room so that he could take his throbbing penis in one hand. "Open your legs wide," he whispered.
Andy aimed his long, thick erection between her outstretched legs. The leaky tip of it rested right against her tight, virgin gateway. Flexing his slim hips, he eased it inward. Susie caught her breath as she felt the blunt cocktip part the taut lips of her trembling pussy. Andy lowered his body further, forcing another pulsating inch of his hot meat into the girl. She groaned and grunted at the sensation of it filling her young body. There was pain, but she did not mind it. She was so aroused that anything was all right. It was all part of a wonderfully exciting new experience. It was as if the walls of her tender vagina were being ironed out completely. She felt her interior flesh gripping his erection, hugging it, caressing it lovingly. At long last, she felt his huge, low hanging gonads rubbing against her. He was all the way in. She could hardly believe it. His penis had seemed so huge, so rigidly demanding, she had been half afraid she could never contain it. But now it was inside her, every throbbing inch of it.
"Keep it there. Keep your prick inside me forever-/' she moaned. Soft, mewling sounds of excitement escaped her lips, and she threw her head from side to side, overcome with raw passion. She wrapped her legs around his sweating body, locking him to her insistently.
Andy began to rotate his hips, bringing new sensations to Susie's writhing body. He had a very short fuse, and the hotness of her juicy cunt surrounding his pulsating organ was almost more than he could stand. He concentrated on not climaxing too soon. With supreme effort, he forced his boiling testicles to obey his will.
He pulled away suddenly, and Susie let out a tiny cry, afraid she was going to lose him.
"Don't worry, Susie, I'm not going anywhere. "He plunged into her full length, causing her to give out with a gurgling cry of total sexual pleasure. Again and again he long cocked her, slamming his flesh into hers, making their bellies resound as they smacked against one another. Her ragged breathing and soft moans of mindless excitement told the youth that Susie's climax was not far away. He held back, trying to make his own eruption match with hers. She begged him, demanding that he saw in and out of her throbbing pussy at a faster and faster rate. He lay across her body, his cock slipping easily now in and out, juicy and lubricated by Susie's copiously flowing natural juices.
Suddenly she was coming, pumping her hot female fluid out to bathe his throbbing cock and steaming loins. He was with her, his heavy erection spewing out quarts of white semen. She could feel it as it splattered into her body, and she felt as if she were soaring high above the Earth, borne on the wings of passion. Her head was spinning. It was as though her body belonged to someone else, but she was experiencing it all, the pleasure, the pain, the ultimate heat of raw passion. She caromed from climax to climax, screaming into Andy's ear, her fingernails ripping at his broad back.
When they had both subsided, she held him close to her for a long time, her legs still wrapped around his trim buttocks. She knew that this was the first of a long line of experiences, and she vowed to have Andy as often as she could.
As he promised, they met every afternoon for an hour of wild sex play, either in his bedroom or hers. When his family moved away six months later, Susie was heartbroken. For awhile she tried masturbation again, but compared to Andy and his huge, demanding erection, her fingers were nothing.
There was only one remedy for her problem, and she knew exactly what it was. She began throwing herself openly at every boy in school. It took a little while, but she soon had them responding to her wildly overly emphasized charms. She grew more and more popular as word spread among the horny young studs in her neighborhood. Among them was Dale Paulson. Even the boys talked about the immense size of his organ and the wildness of his sexual appetites. Susie decided he was exactly what she needed, and she was right.



Chapter 4


"Hi," Ben Sommers said. He was leaning against the frame of Betty Wingate's classroom door.
"Oh, Ben, you startled me," the blonde teacher said, looking up from the papers she was correcting. "What is it?"
"Oh, nothing. I just thought maybe it was time to go home. It's nearly five."
"It is? I had no idea. I got so involved in these term papers that the time got away from me."
"I know," Ben said, smiling. "Time flies when you're having fun."
"Not exactly. I'm almost done, though, and I'd like to finish."
"If I wait around 'til you do, can I buy you a drink?"
Betty was surprised. Ben had never made a move like this before. She was tempted to ask him why he was doing so now, but she decided against it. That was his business. She was lonely and knew she had been spending too much time alone. Why else had things reached the point where she was eyeing her students' crotches the way she had done with Dale Paulson earlier in the day. That episode still had her shaking. A drink and some good conversation were exactly what she needed.
Betty swept the papers into the top drawer of her desk. "I can finish these first thing in the morning," she said. "Let's go."
The Zebra Lounge was not a usual hangout for teachers. That was why Ben picked it. He did not want to take a chance on running into anyone else from school. All afternoon his mind had been on Betty's cute little behind and the way it had caught his eye as she swung out of the teachers lounge. Maybe he could get to know her better, a lot better. A drink at the Zebra was a good way to start.
Betty and Ben found a table and ordered. The two of them made small talk, neither very sure of what to say. Betty sipped her drink slowly, her mind still on what Ben might want. How silly, she thought. All the man did was ask me out for a drink. The way she was acting, one would think she hoped for something more.
As the two of them sipped their drinks slowly, Ben eyed Betty carefully. How should he make his approach? She seemed so naive. He could not help comparing her to Susie Walters. Even though Betty was several years older than the voluptuous student, and even though she had been through college, she seemed much less aware sexually. With Susie all he ever had to do was ask. Sometimes she even did the asking. With Betty, he would need some old fashioned courtship.
"You know," Betty said after a long silence, "what I was talking to you about earlier today is a real problem."
"You mean Dale Paulson?"
"Yes, and that girlfriend of his, Susie Walters. They practically make love right in class."
"Yeah, I've heard the other teachers complain about it too," Ben replied, finishing off his drink. He felt the hair on the back of his neck rising. Whenever he thought of Susie with Dale, or with any other man except himself, he grew angry. It was not rational on his part, and he knew it. He had no claim on the girl, and he wanted none. She was nothing but a little tramp. Still, sex with her was so terrific, so completely animal, so satisfying to the most hidden parts of a man's nature. As he thought about her, he felt his giant penis beginning to creep down his leg, growing steadily and rigidly erect.
"How about another drink?" he asked, trying to take his mind off the dark haired, uninhibited student.
"I suppose so," Betty answered. "I really shouldn't, though. I still have those papers to grade."
"Aw, come on! Forget books and papers for one night. Let's have a good time. We've earned it, just putting up with the little sons-of-bitches all this year." He gestured to the bartender to bring them a second drink.
Betty giggled. Ben's open disregard for the convention of the way teachers were supposed to behave was attractive. She looked at him, thinking once again how handsome he was, his curly hair insisting on coming down over his shiny forehead. She longed to brush the stubborn locks back out of his eyes, but she could not do that. It would be much too forward.
"Tell you what," Ben said, gulping his drink. "What are your plans for dinner?"
"I was going home and have a sandwich as usual. That's all."
"Let's celebrate. Have dinner with me."
"But the nearest decent restaurant is in Rucksville, and that's thirty miles away. We could never manage that on a school night."
"We don't need to go anyplace. I know a great place to eat right here in town."
"You do? Where is that?"
"My apartment. I'm a pretty fair cook. Single guys get that way. It's self preservation." He grinned at her winningly, his perfect, white teeth flashing in the dim light of the lounge.
"Your apartment? I don't know if… "
"Hey, come off it, Betty. This is the end of the Twentieth Century. You're acting like it's eighteen ninety, and you're the new school marm!"
She laughed. "I suppose you're right, but I don't want to put you to any trouble."
"No trouble at all. We'll just stop by the market, and I'll pick up a couple of steaks and a head of lettuce. After that, all you have to do is relax and put your feet up. I'll take care of the cooking."
"I can't resist an offer like that. Come on, let's go. I'm starving to death."
Ben let Betty precede him out of the bar. That way she was not so apt to see the huge bulge in his pants leg.
The first thing he did when they reached his apartment was fix the English teacher another drink. "Here," he said, "I think you'll find this exactly like what they serve at the Zebra."
"Oh, I couldn't possibly drink that. I've already had two, and I never drink even that much."
Ben pushed the glass into her hand. "It's already mixed. You wouldn't want to waste it, would you? Besides, we're celebrating, remember?"
With a sigh, Betty took the drink. She watched Ben Sommers retreat into the kitchen, her eyes focused on his trim, fabric encased buttocks. He was certainly a handsome man, she thought to herself as she sipped at the drink. It was stronger than those at the bar. Maybe she should water it down a little. How silly, she thought. She was an adult, out on her own. It was time she stopped acting like a school girl. What could happen anyway?
"Turn on the stereo," Ben called from the kitchen. "I think three or four records are there ready to go."
Betty walked across the room to the record player. Her steps were a bit unsteady. She really could not hold her liquor. It was a constant source of annoyance to her. She bet people like Susie Walters could drink and not show it the way she did. Of course, Susie probably had plenty of chance to practice. Flipping the switch to start the turn table, Betty resolved to put the student and her love life out of her mind.
There was a sudden clatter from the kitchen. "Goddamn son-of-a-bitch!" she heard Ben curse.
Betty stuck her head around the corner of the kitchen wall. "What happened?" she asked.
Ben stood there, a large metal baking pan at his feet, the front of his pants splashed with grease. He looked miserable, like a little boy who had wet his pants. "Aw, I was just putting some of yesterday's dishes out of the way, and look what happened. These slacks just came back from the cleaners too! Now I'll have to send them out all over again."
"Maybe we can clean them up enough so you don't have to," Betty said. She tore some paper towels from the roll suspended under the counter's edge and knelt before the young chemistry teacher. She began blotting up the grease as best she could, hardly thinking about what she was doing, simply reacting to the emergency at hand. She rubbed vigorously at the stained fabric, trying to remove the grease before it soaked in. Suddenly, she was aware of something hard under her fingertips. With a suppressed gasp, she sat back on her heels.
"I have some cleaning fluid if you want to use it," Ben said, his voice oddly soft.
Betty stared straight ahead of her at the gigantic engine outlined so clearly in his thin slacks. She had actually been touching the flaring tip of it, rubbing it, making it harder than before. What would he think of her? Something like that was what she imagined a wanton like Susie Walters might do. Her heart was beating so loudly she could hardly hear herself think. Was it her imagination, or could she catch the musky scent of Ben Sommers' crotch?
"I, I think maybe you should help me up now," she said weakly.
"Yeah, I guess it's a lost cause," Ben said cheerfully, holding out a big hand to help her to her feet. "If you'll excuse me, I'll go change."
"Anything I can do to get dinner started?"
"You can clean the lettuce if you want. I'll get into some cutoffs and be right back."
By the time Ben reappeared, Betty had the lettuce torn apart and draining on paper towels. She glanced down at his very short, frayed cutoffs. They revealed strong, deliciously hairy legs, muscular enough for a swimmer or a long distance runner. Sinewy as they were, they were well proportioned and powerful looking. She simply stood there staring at him.
"There," Ben said, "now I'm ready to broil those steaks. How do you like yours?"
"Medium well," Betty mumbled, trying to keep her mind on his question.
"Can't do it. My oven only goes to medium. You'll love it." He switched on the broiler. "How about another drink?"
"No, really. I couldn't possibly."
"Suit yourself. The steaks won't be long anyway, once the oven is heated. How about helping me set the table?"
As Ben handed her napkins and silverware, Betty realized that his skimpy cutoffs made his crotch bulge even larger than it had seemed before. She could not help wondering how big a penis he had, and her thoughts went back to the huge, fleshy looking lump between Dale Paulson's thighs. Had he kneaded and scratched at it for her benefit, to draw her attention to it? That was silly. Surely the boy saw her as a teacher, not as a woman. Still, all the direct looks he had been giving her while in her class made her wonder what went on in his criminal little mind.
Ben set down a sizzling platter before her. On it was one of the largest steaks she had ever seen.
"Oh, Ben!" Betty exclaimed, "I'll never be able to eat all that."
"Sure you will. Wash it down with this." He plumped a bottle of red wine down on the table. "Oh, no, not after three drinks. I'll pass out."
"Don't be silly. It's good for you." Ben filled her glass and then sat down opposite her. He raised his own glass and toasted. "To the end of the school year." They clicked glasses.
Ben looked across the small dinette table at the English teacher. In the half light of evening and in the wake of three drinks, she looked even better to him than before. She was pretty, he thought, with her light blonde hair and those violet colored eyes. He longed to see her naked and tried to imagine what she would look like without her plainly tailored school clothes. She had been the constant topic of conversation among all the men teachers, ever since she came to teach the first day. They claimed even the principal had an eye for her, as old as he was. Now Ben had her where he had been wanting her, in his apartment, and she was already about half drunk. A little more wine, and there was no telling where this might go. Once again, his huge cock began nosing his way to erection, only this time there was no pants leg to hide it. He felt the cool air hit its tip as its blunt roundness peeped from the edge of his faded cutoffs. It was a good thing they were at the table, otherwise he might scare Betty off.
He let his eyes sweep over the girl. Her violet eyes gazed innocently across at him under finely arched brows and long, curving lashes. Her full mouth looked as though it was capable of delivering deep, open kisses, given the right man and the right situation. The red, lush lips could also suck every last drop of seed out of his roiling balls, he was sure. Even to suggest such a thing, though, would send Betty racing out into the night.
The girl's long, creamy looking neck appeared very kissable, and he could imagine himself running his full lips over it, turning her on in ways she had not thought possible. Her whole body, he thought to himself, his itching penis growing even more erect, was nearly perfect. It was designed to give ultimate pleasure to the man who could find the key that unlocked her pent up passions. He let his eyes roam over her fine, pointy breasts. They were not exceptionally large, not like Susie's, but they were perfect in shape, and he longed to wrap his wet, hungrily licking mouth around each of them, sending her into excited, squirming ecstasy. Right now, Ben could almost feel the satiny smoothness of her flesh against his hot lips. He poured her another glass of wine.
He was probably crazy, he thought ruefully. This was not even a real date. It was a spur of the moment scene. Betty would probably simply thank him for the dinner and go home. Still, he had noticed in the kitchen that her violet eyes kept straying time and again to the bulge in his shorts. Those faded old pants had helped him out with a woman more than once. He had had them for years and thought several times he should cut a notch in the leg hole for every girl he laid as a result of displaying himself in them.
"It was wonderful, but I can't eat another bite," Betty said, pushing her plate away.
"You did pretty well. There's not much left but the bone." Ben got up to clear the table, thankful that his erection had subsided enough so that the cherry red head of it no longer protruded past the edge of his leg hole.
"Why don't you sit down on the couch and listen to the music. I'll be with you as soon as I put these things in the sink."
"Can't I help?"
"It'll just take me a minute. Here, take the wine with you." He was pleased to see that she did not resist the suggestion.
Betty settled herself on the sofa, feeling warm and comfortable. The wine made her feel as though she glowed softly, inside and out. She poured another half glass and sipped at it slowly.
Ben came and sat down in the chair facing her. "Why don't you kick off your shoes and relax?" he asked.
"I think I will," she answered, smiling at him. Taking off her low heeled shoes, she dropped them to the floor and put her stockinged feet up onto the coffee table. "That feels good," she said with a sigh. Betty stretched languorously, the hem of her sweater lifting a little to show her taut, smooth abdomen with its deeply indented navel.
Ben stared at her, his eyes wide. He would have thought she was the type of woman who still wore slips. Obviously, he was wrong. The skin of her stomach was creamy white and looked unbelievably warm and soft. His tongue moved inside his mouth, jumping in readiness to lick at and explore that silky smoothness. He could imagine himself delving into her tiny belly button, twisting and swirling his tongue from side to side, picking up the musky flavor of Betty's secret enclosure. His greedy eyes moved up again to her beautifully formed, jutting breasts. They pressed firmly against the inside of her knit sweater, and their nipples were clearly visible to him. Ben was surprised again. Betty did not wear a brassiere either. Perhaps the young English teacher was not as naive as he thought.
How he longed to take her! He wanted to run his wet tongue over every inch of those small, perfect breasts of hers. He wanted to touch his lips to every part of her lean, succulent body. He could guess just by looking at her how fresh and yet womanly she would taste. He longed to bury his face in the pits of her arms, licking up every drop of perspiration. He wanted to move over her body bit by bit, kissing and licking, laving her in open masculine worship. He would not touch the one secret, special place, though, not until he had her crazy with anticipation. When she was begging for him to eat out her hot, juicy pussy, he would dive into it, forcing its tight, pouty lips apart with his thick tongue. He would suck the sweet juice from her until she was absolutely dry.
"How about another drink?" Ben asked, his voice low with passion.
"Can't. My head's reeling already."
"More wine then." He poured her another glass before she could protest. He raised his glass. "Here's to us, and survival," he said.
"I'll drink to that," Betty answered, slurring her words.
Ben slouched down in his chair, spreading his strong, hairy legs wide apart. Betty was struck once more by the shortness of his cutoffs. She caught her breath suddenly. Something was visible through the leg opening. It was the man's bull size scrotum, hair-studded and filled with huge, cummy balls. Betty had never seen anything like it. She knew what testicles looked like, of course, but she had never seen any to match these. The texture of his skin was impossibly smooth, and she caught herself wondering what it would be like to touch it with just the tips of her fingers. Although she tried to put that idea from her mind, it would not go.
Ben shifted his position slightly, and his massive penis flopped into view. Betty could see its huge, fist shaped head glistening at her, the slit in its center moist with the fragrance of preseminal fluid. It was obvious to her that the man was equipped like a stallion. The penis was half hard, but not yet rigid. Her heart beat so fast she was afraid it would fly right out of her chest. What would it be like to hold that amazing organ in her palm? Small movements of her fingers would translate it into heavy, raging erection, and turn Ben into a sexual madman. She found herself longing for that to happen. How would she handle it? How would she deal with his lust?
"Are you enjoying it?" Ben whispered.
"Oh, ah, what?" Betty asked, her cheeks going suddenly red.
"Your wine?"
"Oh, the wine. Sure." She shifted uncomfortably, trying to take her attention away from the display between his legs.
"You were so quiet I was beginning to think you were getting bored."
"No, I'm not bored, not in the least." Her eyes would not budge from his huge, creamy penis.
"It's nice being alone with you, Betty," Ben said, his voice very low. "I've wanted this ever since the first day at school, the first day I saw you." Reaching out, he picked up her shoeless foot. Holding it by the heel, he began to massage the sole of it with his strong, sure thumbs.
Betty let out a soft moan, but she did nothing to pull her foot away from him. His hands were so warm and caressing, his thumbs finding all the most sensitive places. Maybe there was something to the art of foot massage and the way it was supposed to affect the whole body. She knew that right now every touch created a tremor deep in the hot, juicy folds of her tingling pussy. With a small groan, she pushed her foot against his thumbs.
Now his right hand began to move, carefully, almost in slow motion. It crept up along her ankle, and he squeezed his powerful fingers around it, making her fear he would crush it. She giggled quietly. Letting her head loll back against the back of the sofa, she closed her eyes. His hands felt so good on her. All she wanted now was for him to go further. Her whole body trembled with naked delight.
His hands both moved now, sliding, pulling, exploring every inch of her tapered leg, all the way to her knee. Every touch set her on fire, and she could feel that her pouty cunt lips were leaking a steady, oozing stream of fresh, filmy liquor.
"How about if we go into my bedroom now?" Ben whispered.
Betty lifted her arms to him, inviting him to carry her into the other room.



Chapter 5


"God, you're hot," Ben grunted. "You're trembling all over, just like a little kid."
"Oh, yesssss," Betty hissed. "I've never felt like this before. Never!" She lay squirming on his double bed, her entire body at his command.
Suddenly, his lips were against hers, and she crushed her body against him. His strong arms surrounded her, pulling her close, making her back ache with his urgency. Ben's thick, wet tongue parted her timid lips, and they shared an open mouthed kiss, wet, hot, frantically exciting. The kiss went on and on, and Betty felt as though she might lose consciousness, swooning from sheer excitement. Ben's hands were all over her, up and down her back, caressing her sides, reaching all the way down to her sensitive buttocks.
Ben pulled away from her suddenly.
"Where are you going?" Betty gasped. "Don't leave me now."
He chuckled softly in the semidarkness. "I'm not going anywhere. I just want to look at you for a minute. Then I'm going to take your clothes off, very slowly, piece by piece, until I see every inch of you. Is that all right?"
"Oh, yes, yes, yes." She tossed her head from side to side, excited beyond all reason.
As she watched him through passion slitted eyes, Ben slowly removed his shirt. Betty blinked, fighting to focus. His chest was so muscular, the pectoral muscles standing out in huge, well defined blocks. It was hairy too, with a lush mat that made her want to caress it with her fingers. She wondered how it would feel when her sensitive breasts were crushed against the firm wall of his chest, and a fresh thrill of passion coursed through her body.
Ben unsnapped the waistband of his cutoffs. His big fingers caught the tab of his zipper, and he began pulling it downward. Betty realized now that in seconds she would see him naked, and a look of raw lust filled her violet colored eyes. She could hardly wait.
The lush bush of Ben's pubic fuzz appeared, and Betty caught the scent of his totally masculine crotch. The tangy smell seemed to fill her lungs, its effect traveling at once to her throbbing, drooling pussy. She squirmed impatiently on the mattress, her eyes never leaving the widening vee in his shorts.
Slowly, very aware of how his leisurely striptease was exciting the girl, Ben pushed his cutoffs down over his trim, muscular hips. They feel to a pool at his ankles. Betty gasped at the sight of his huge organ, now totally erect. It jutted thickly in front of him, the ten inches of it throbbing and gleaming in the half light of the tiny bedroom. What would she do? His penis looked much too large to fit into her tiny, tight sided cleft. It would kill her if he tried. Still, she was so excited by now that she found it difficult to care. If he killed her, she would die fulfilled. A loud moan escaped her straining throat as she looked at him. It was like being alone with a classical god.
Ben stepped quietly out of his shorts, kicked them aside, and fell into her arms. As they kissed passionately again, his hands roamed freely, commanding her youthful body, touching her everywhere, making her gasp loudly with raw desire. She could feel his naked phallus pulsing against her flat belly and rubbed back and forth against it until it leaked a trail of hot precum across her silken flesh. The tip of it fit between her skirt and sweater, and that would do for the moment. More than anything, though, she longed for Ben to strip her bare. She wanted to feel his skin against hers, totally.
Before they were finished kissing, Ben had lifted her sweater, raising it to expose her smoothly pointed breasts. He squeezed them in his big hands, touching her intimately, kneading her tender flesh, bringing fresh gasps from her gaping mouth. She was going to be stripped naked, as though she were a package, a present prepared for male pleasure. She was going to be opened, played with, kissed all over, and fucked to death.
Next his hands moved in under her skirt. It was already hiked up high on her hips, and in seconds his fingers touched the moisture that had soaked through her panties and pantyhose.
"Hmmm," he grunted. "You're all ready for me, aren't you?"
"Oh, yes, my darling," she whispered. Tm more ready than I've ever been for anything in my whole life."
Ben loved the way she rubbed his stiff penis between their bodies, and he knew she was telling the truth. Here he was with her, and her every movement told him how hungry she was for him.
"Take my clothes off now," Betty begged. "Plee-eeeease." Her voice ended in a passion touched whine.
Quickly, with a sureness in his movements, Ben pulled her sweater off over her head. The teacher settled back onto the bed and smiled up at him, her milky white breasts jutting out like small, abrupt mountain peaks. She was so slim that he could see her ribs beneath her translucent flesh, and he was spurred on to finish the job of disrobing her.
Ben fumbled clumsily with the hooks at the top of her skirt, and Betty reached down to help him, opening them quickly and then lying back again. He undid her zipper and eased her skirt down over her softly flaring hips, while she raised them slightly to make the way easier for him. Betty gurgled softly deep in her throat and twisted about lewdly on the bed, every pore singing with raw passion.
"Hurry. Oh, please hurry," she moaned. "I feel as if I'll explode."
"Oh, yes, Baby, I'll do a lot of things. Be patient. The longer we wait, the better it will be. You'll see." Hooking his fingertips beneath the elastic top of her pantyhose, he began easing them down and off. They slid slowly, slithering silkily down her long, tapering legs, catching at her ankles. With a quick jerk, Ben pulled them off. Then he paused for a moment, lifting her slim foot and planting an open mouthed kiss on the sole of it. Betty giggled with excitement.
He looked down at her. All that remained to cover her flesh was a pair of tiny bikini panties, white and lacy. He could see the dark outline of her pubic bush inside. The crotch of her panties was soaking wet, mute evidence of her mounting lust.
Eagerly, Ben parted her legs, and his hand reached in to stroke at the crotch of her briefs, his fingers soaking up the wetness. He licked his full lips, thinking of how her fragrant cunt leakings would taste. He would soon be lapping it up, catching every drop of it on his thick, greedy tongue, glorying in the musky flavor of her.
Her body was quivering all over now, and Ben was half afraid she would climax before he even touched her as intimately as he wanted to. "Oh, God," she groaned, "keep it up. It feels so good when you rub me there."
Positioning himself on his knees between the girl's widely splayed legs, Ben reached beneath her fleshy buttocks, taking the cheeky flesh in both hands and lifting her high. He pulled her to him, bringing her up onto his naked lap, one leg on either side of his waist. Betty giggled as she felt Ben's ten inch cock nudge against her thighs.
He bent his head and began laving and kissing at her inner reaches, his mouth making a wet trail up her milky white thighs, moving slowly and deliberately, touching every inch of soft flesh.
Betty moaned, and the moans grew into broken cries of lust. She tossed her blonde head from side to side, lost in passionate thoughts. Ben's tongue moved on, closer and closer to the warm silkiness of her pants, and she cried out loudly, knowing the man's hotly alive mouth was only an inch from her leaking pussy.
Suddenly, Ben clamped his fleshy lips over her fabric covered cunt. Immediately he began sucking, pulling the tasty moisture of her lace panties and onto his taste buds. Betty pushed hard against his lips, massaging his cheeks with her moist, sizzling crotch, wetting his face with her female wetness.
He raised his face and smiled down at her. "God, you taste wonderful. Do you know that? Do you ever wonder how this might taste? Do you ever run your fingers into your hot little slit and then lick them of-f?"
Betty shook her head "no," half scandalized by his words but at the same time excited by them to new heights of lust.
"You should," Ben said flatly, "because you taste great." He dipped his face to her open crotch again and quickly and greedily sucked up the remaining juice. Sensual sounds came from his mouth, great, exciting slurping sounds, and soon he was pushing his hot saliva into the fabric of her panties and then sucking it back into his mouth.
Betty was going mad. She tossed about on the mattress, hardly able to contain herself. "Eat me!" she moaned. "Eat out my twat. I love it, looooove it! Do it now. Do it forever!" Her fleshy, lushly warm thighs crushed his cheeks, caressing him, urging him on to greater feats of sensuality.
Ben sucked at her until his jaws ached. Then, putting both hands on her upper back, he raised her to him, and they kissed. She could taste the flavor of her own musky cunt, and the sensation served to excite her all the more. He was right. She did taste good.
"Take my panties off now. I want to be free. I want to be ready for you."
"Not yet, Baby. First I want to concentrate on these." He covered each of her firm breasts with one hand, feeling her taut nipples respond immediately, straining with aching erection. He pressed her flesh harder, and Betty raised her chest, reacting at once, longing to give him complete and total pleasure.
Ben fondled her incredibly soft breasts for what seemed forever, and she moaned and groaned louder and louder, sobbing with raw, open passion. Then he opened his mouth and bent forward, covering her slim body with his. With trembling fingers, he lifted one breast to his lips and began to lick its nipple with his rough and smooth tongue. He opened his mouth wider, and Betty felt the warmth of his breath on her sensitized skin. Then his mouth closed over her breast, hard flesh filling his oral cavity. He sucked greedily, his hand massaging her other breast, making her wonder which treatment she liked the best.
Ben sucked and tongue lashed her tender nipple until she thought it would be raw for a week. At last, he took his lips away and moved on to the second, giving it exactly the same passion filled treatment.
"Now I'm ready to take off your panties," he said, raising his head and grinning at her. "Do you want that?"
"Oh, yes, yes, please, yes!" Betty moaned, tossing her head about, her blonde hairs catching in her open, gasping mouth. She was out of her mind with pleasure, totally unhinged, her body in control, her passions raging in a way she had never known before. She lifted her hips off his knees, making his job easier. Slowly, passionately, he lowered her panties, pulling them down over her thighs, revealing the fleecy softness of her cuntal mound. Betty whimpered with delight as the cold air hit her sizzling cleft, still wet from Ben's passionate sucking. Her heart was pounding wildly, and she had never felt more excitingly alive than she did at this moment. She tried to remain still, but she could not. She twisted about, the sheets and blankets bunching up beneath her aroused body. The warmth in her pussy was so intense now that it seemed to reach out and envelope every part of her.
Ben slipped her panties off over her feet and dropped them to the floor. He sat back on his knees, looking down at her. His hugely erect penis jutted upward, looking like a cruel engine of cuntal destruction. Betty gazed at it hungrily, shivers of anticipation and fear wracking her frame. She lifted her pelvis as though begging for him to penetrate her. Between her flaring, milk colored thighs, Ben could see her tender, moist cuntlips. They quivered excitedly, and he could count the sweet droplets of liquid that dotted her pubic curls. Even though he had sucked her dry only a few minutes before, she was wet and ready for him all over again. This time, he thought to himself, her juice would ease his way into her. He lowered himself, stretching across the length of her heaving body, letting her feel his weight until he pressed her down into the yielding mattress. His lips covered hers, and their kiss was deeper than any before it. Betty sucked wildly at his thick tongue, pulling his tangy saliva into her mouth and nearly yanking his tongue out by the roots. Ben's penis pulsed warmly against her pussy lips, promising ecstasy.
"Now," she whispered. "Fuck me now. I have to have it, or I swear I'll die."
He smiled at her, his face only an inch from hers. "Not yet, Baby. Not quite yet. There's something else I'm gonna do first." Quickly he began kissing his way down the length of her naked body, pausing to again suck for a moment at her erect nipples and then moving wetly on over her heaving belly. He dipped his squirming tongue into her hotly enclosed navel, and she groaned and giggled with pleasure. When he had cleaned her indentation thoroughly, Ben continued, nearing her throbbing crotch, his hot breath fanning her pubic bush. Betty held her breath. Ben was going to put his mouth to her pussy again, only this time there would be no silly panties in the way. His lips and hers would meet directly. He would do whatever he wanted, and whatever he did, she was ready.
"I'm gonna fuck you with my big tongue until you come all over the place. You're gonna love it, and I'm gonna keep it up until you beg for me to stop."
"Yes, yes, oh, yeeeeeeeees," Betty cried, tossing from side to side and gasping for breath. She arched her back, making her breasts jut out boldly, wantonly. She felt his hands move beneath her and grip her fleshy cheeks firmly, holding her still and completely at his mercy.
His lips touched the edges of her cunt, and she let out a low, animal wail. Ben sucked her cuntlips, feeling the swollen hardness caused by the reddening blood that had pumped excitedly into them. He ran his tongue along the length of her womanly slit, finding ten thousand new nerve endings with each swipe of it. Betty cried out again and again, sharp sounds like those of a wounded bird. She fought to hold back her climax. It was too soon, too early to spend her passion.
His educated tongue parted her silken lips easily, and he delved into her flooding pussy. Harsh, broken cries came from the woman's gaping mouth as he pushed inward, his tongue wriggling up the length of her pussy until he found her tiny, swollen clitoral bud. His tongue flicked over it, again, again, again. She felt as though her whole body were flying into the air, higher and higher. Her cunt flowered open spasmodically.
"Oh, Ben, please, no. I'm commmmmmramming," she moaned.
Instantly, the man changed positions. Something harshly blunt nudged at her vomiting cuntlips, and, even as she climaxed, Ben shoved his huge penis into her in one long, total, ripping stroke.
Betty lay on the bed, writhing and pinned down by the thick fullness of his ten inch phallus. He was in her all the way. She could feel his flaring head poking at the base of her belly, and her tight pussy lips hugged tightly at his shaft. Her own interior juices lubricated him so completely that his entry hardly hurt at all. An utter and complete fullness enveloped her, and she lay there, floating on a cloud of gentle passion.
Now the fucking began. Slowly, Ben pulled his ten inch stalk out from between her taut, gripping cunt halves. She was so tight, he gasped with excitement, the tension squeezing his prick until it actually hurt.
Betty let out a tiny gasp. She was afraid he was leaving her. When only the burgeoning head of his penis was still enclosed, Ben stopped. He paused for a moment, and the girl could see the perspiration glistening on his smooth forehead. Then, with a deep grunt, he plunged in again, sounding her depths. Betty let out a high pitched cry as the flesh rubbed against her insides. Again, again, in out faster faster faster. She could feel her second climax building, higher, more exciting than the first. She sobbed and tossed her head about wildly. It was happening again, so soon she could hardly imagine it.
Then Ben was coming too. With a harsh gasp, he went stiff. She could feel his prick swell even larger within her, and then her inner reaches were bathed in the white hotness of his sperm.
"Yes, oh yes," she whispered, her voice shaking with passion, "Give it to me. Give me all your hot spunk!" Her vaginal muscles fluttered around the gushing hardness of his cock, milking every last drop from its tip.
As he finished, it was her turn again. With wild, wracking sobs, Betty climaxed, her own feminine juices gushing forth to swim with Ben's hot semen. The two of them collapsed together, kissing and licking one another's faces again and again. They fell asleep, his penis still buried far up inside her slim body.



Chapter 6


"Did you make the arrangements yet?" Susie Walters whispered as she leaned over to Dale Paulson.
"Arrange what?" he asked teasingly, pretending he did not know what she was talking about.
"The gang. I told you I wanted sex with the motorcycle gang."
He chuckled. "Sure, I arranged it. Tonight at the clubhouse."
Susie drew an excited gasp. Miss Wingate rapped on the front desk and scowled at them. Susie scowled back and went back to her reading assignment. She could not keep her mind on it, however. Her thoughts were filled with what would occur in the evening. Maybe now she would finally get enough sexual attention to satisfy her ever present lust. Dale's buddies were so much like him, and every one of them turned her on. They were so independent, so openly sensual, so strong. Any one of them was enough to satisfy most girls. The group of them ought to do just fine. She smiled to herself as she thought about tonight's scene, and she felt the moisture breaking out along the length of her pussy.
"Susie, what are you smirking about, if I may ask?" the teacher asked harshly. "The reading is a serious selection. I find no humor in it. What is so funny?"
"Nothing you'd understand, Miss Wingate," Susie replied sweetly just as the bell rang.

***

When Susie and Dale came roaring up to the motorcycle clubhouse, there were already two cycles parked in front. Susie grinned to herself. The boys must be as eager as she was. She hugged her arms tightly around Dale. How nice it was of him to want to share, she thought. He was so different from most boys, so dedicated to passion and to total sensual fulfillment.
As they pulled to a stop, another motorcycle drove in beside them. On it was Jerry Bova, a tall, lanky redhead who had dropped out of school the year before. He grinned lewdly at Susie. "I hear you've come to entertain," he said bluntly.
Susie nodded her head, suddenly less sure of herself than she had been before. There was a coldness in the boy's green eyes that she did not like.
"Good," he grunted, his hand kneading his bulging crotch. "We'll see how well you do." It was said as though she were trying out for the high school play.
They entered the clubhouse. Two boys smiled up at them from the cot. They were sprawled there side by side, swigging from cans of beer. One of them, a greasy looking blond, already had his cock out of his tight pants. He played with it languidly, flopping it back and forth in his palm. He made no effort to stop or to hide it as Susie entered the room.
"Good," he said, "you're here. Bear and me was wonderin' if you'd chicken out."
Bear, the other boy, grinned up at Susie. He was black, and he was huge in every way. Muscles bulged like mountains along his arms, and the bulge in his crotch was monstrous. He wore leather chaps that were open at the center to let his faded Levi's peep out, making his penis and balls look all the larger. A shiver of something like fear ran through Susie's voluptuous body. However, that excited her all the more. She licked her lips as she looked down at the big Negro, her passion filled eyes focused on his magnificent endowment. He grinned up at her, the spaces between his teeth showing evidence of countless bar room brawls.
"Let's strip her down and get to the fun," he grunted, his dark voice running chills through the teenager's body.
Grabbing her from behind, Dale ripped the front of Susie's blouse from top to bottom. The quickness and brutality of his action took her breath away, and the other three boys laughed lewdly at the frightened cry that passed her lips. Her fear was shortlived, though, because Susie loved everything that was happening to her. She was more than ready for whatever these studs had to give, no matter how horny they might be.
"Jesus Christ!" Jerry Bove shouted, "Look at the size of those jugs!" Reaching with both hands, he caught Susie's huge breasts and began kneading the flesh of them roughly, raising large, red welts on her smooth skin. Susie moaned deeply, like a caged animal and arched her back, pushing her nippled breasts into the palms of his hands.
"Look at the bitch," Bear Jotis muttered. "She's hotter than a demon. Christ, guys, this is gonna be some night!" He unbuckled his heavy leather belt and undid the buttons of his fly, one by one, his grimy fingers moving over them as though he were picking out a tune on some musical instrument. As his pants opened, Susie could glimpse more and more of his black pubic curls, and she caught her breath as she saw the root of his lewdly thick penis come into view. It looked as big around as a beer can, and she could hardly wait to see what it would feel like plowing into her freely leaking cunt. It would push her lips aside, stretching her to the utmost. She trembled from head to toe at the arousing thought.
Bear paused now to pull off his heavy boots, and Susie felt somehow cheated. She knew, though, that soon, very soon, she would see the black youth's penis out in the open, smell its musky, cunt stirring odor. Until he was ready to push his jeans down, she would just have to be patient.
With Tom Zesky it was another matter. The blond boy was still playing with his flopping penis, and she could see that it was growing harder by the second. It's all on account of me, she thought to herself with satisfaction as she watched Tom gazing at her with passion glazed eyes. He licked his lips hungrily as he saw Jerry massaging her melon shaped breasts. His phallic giant was incredibly long, and the head of it was the size of a tennis ball. A large bead of clear, shiny precum crowned the long, wide slit of it, and Susie's mouth watered for a taste. If Dale were not holding her arms, she would dive for it right this minute, scooping it up on her pointed, pink tongue and swallowing it down before it was wasted on the floor.
She could feel the immense hardness of Dale's erection pushing into her buttocks, and she pressed her ass back against it, rubbing from side to side, wanting to excite him enough to take his pants off and to finish stripping her. She could not remember ever being as hot and horny as. this. She wanted them all. She longed to suck their cocks, take them each between her legs, be ripped wide open by their huge, brutal organs. Susie could feel that the crotch of her panties was already sopping wet, and the randy odor of her musky juices filled her flaring nostrils. She wanted to be naked, to be tossed among them, from one to the other. Let each one of them use her as he liked, she thought. That was what she wanted. That was why she had had Dale set this up.
Now, Bear undid his chaps, first concentrating on the buckles that closed behind his knees and then undoing the waist belt. He took them off and threw them over into the corner. Now all that stood between his black flesh and the air were his half open Levi's. He gave one commanding push with his huge, ebony colored hands, and his jeans fell to the floor.
Susie let out a lust filled gasp. Bear's phallic tool slapped up against his flat belly and then stood quivering straight out in front of him. It was easily twelve inches long, the largest she had ever seen. Darker than the rest of his flesh, it jerked at her lewdly. The grin on the man's black face told Susie he was in total control. Reaching down, he wrapped his fist around it, stroking it lovingly. Susie was amazed to see that he could not close his fingers around the enormous girth of it. She whimpered hungrily, her mouth watering and out of control. She worked her lips, imagining how it would feel to have the man's fist-like head pushing between them.
"Come on, you guys," Bear grunted. "Get your pants off and let's blast this little bitch wide open. Pull her skirt down. I can't wait to see what she's got to offer." He strode forward, bringing one of his big hands up to replace Jerry's. His thumb and forefinger closed over her right nipple, and he twisted it cruelly. Pain rushed through Susie's body, and a line of perspiration broke out along her forehead.
"Stop," she cried, tears streaming down her face.
"What's the matter, Cunt? Does that hurt?" He twisted harder than before until Susie was afraid she would be disfigured for life. "Tell you something, Bitch, this ain't no hurt compared to what you got comin' when I stick this big dong of mine into you. I'm probably gonna split you wide open, head to toe. You wouldn't be the first. I'm gonna give you a screwin' you'll remember. We all are. Ain't we, Guys?"
The other laughed in agreement. Jerry Bova found the snaps at the waistband of Susie's skirt and jerked them open. He pulled down her zipper and shoved her skirt down her long, tapered legs. She stood before them in only her soaking briefs.
Pointing at Susie's crotch, Bear let out a loud guffaw. "Shit, would you look at that. This little fucker's so hot for us she's damn near come in her pants. Get 'em off her, and let's take a good look at her snatch."
With both hands, Dale yanked down Susie's tiny, transparent briefs. They slid silkily down her cheeky buttocks and along her legs. She stood naked, her fleecy curls wet with her own female leakings. The boys standing in front of her stared hungrily at her open twat, and she saw that both Jerry and Tom were licking their lips, imagining they could already taste her earthy cunt juice.
"Why don't you two get out of your pants and turn the little bitch over to Tom and me?" Bear suggested.
As soon as he heard this, Tom Zesky unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down to the floor. He was in such a hurry that he remembered his boots only when he found he could not kick his jeans off over them. Quickly, his eyes never leaving Susie's nude body, he bent and pulled off his boots. Then he finished disposing of his pants and socks. He wore only his dirty, sweat stained tee shirt, and his penis looked thicker and longer than ever. The blue veins twisted over its surface, filling it with engorging blood. It jerked lewdly, its head now swollen and purple, looking like a soldier's helmet.
Dale pushed Susie into Bear's arms, and the negro crushed her to his bare chest, the wiry hair that covered it scrubbing against her tender breasts. His thick, fleshy lips covered her mouth, and he pushed his thick, hotly wet tongue between her lips to fill the inside of her oral cavity. At the same time, his hands were all over her naked body, feeling along the curves of her narrow back, kneading insistently at her cheeky buttocks. One hand on each half, he pulled them apart, and she gasped as she felt the cold air rush into her long, hairless crack. She could feel his gigantic penis pushing into her belly, demanding, pulsing, hard as granite.
Tom moved in behind her, his chest pressing against her bare back. His blunt cockhead dug into the crack of her ass, and she caught her breath. Maybe they would take her this way, standing up, one going in the front, the other invading her tiny, tightly clenched asshole. It would hurt, she knew. It had hurt the times Dale had screwed her up the anus, and she could remember the intenseness of the burning sensation. Now, though, she did not care. Let them do whatever they liked. She was ready, and she did not mind the pain, no matter how intense it became. Susie was proud in that moment. She was a totally sexual being, afraid of nothing. How different she was from timid Miss Wingate, her English teacher. The woman was probably a virgin, and certainly she had never taken a man's throbbing meat up her ass. She would scream and fight like a stuck pig. How delicious it would be to see her get it that way, Susie thought, quivering excitedly between the two hot, male bodies.
Tom and Bear were all over her. Bear's dark tongue was stuffed halfway down her throat, nearly closing off her breathing. Tom was kissing wildly at the back of her neck and biting her playfully with his sharp teeth. Susie was already so aroused she felt as if she might climax at any moment. Still, she knew full well that what had happened so far was only a prelude to what was to come.
Dale and Jerry were stripped now and moved in to join the lewd, naked group. One of them stood at either of Susie's sides. Dale took her hand and moved it to the place she had come to know so well, his burgeoning, nine inch penis. She grasped it tightly in her fist, and with her other hand reached out instinctively to find Jerry's red fuzz crowned phallus. He gave a small gasp as her fingers closed around his hard, hotly inflated organ. Immediately, he began fucking into her hand, shooting his pelvis forward and back, hot for total action.
Suddenly, Tom drew away from her, leaving Susie's back uncovered. Strangely, she felt somehow deserted. Then she heard her spitting into his palm. A thrill of excitement ran through her. He was doing as she had hoped. He was wetting his penis down, lubricating himself for a journey up her tight, smooth rectal tube.
Susie rubbed against Bear, at the same time spreading her long legs, hoping to give him the idea that she wanted to be fucked standing up. He gave a lewd grunt and reached down to run his big hand over her sizzling cuntal mound. She gasped loudly as his thick fingertips touched her blood swollen pussy lips and parted them slowly, feeling her moistness, touching the warmly pulsing folds of her trembling cunt.
Through all that was happening, the dark haired girl kept up her constant stroking of both Dale and Jerry. The two of them moaned raggedly, tossing their heads about as she beat their cocks faster and faster. Perhaps, she thought, once Bear and Tom were finished with her, the other two would be ready to take their places, that is if she had not already pumped them each to a wild, ball-wracking climax.
Susie felt Tom's blunt headed penis probing against her anal crack once again. He pushed into it, running his knobbish tip up all along its length, sending goose pimples up and down her back and causing her to groan with raw passion. In a moment, he came to rest, directly on her tightly held anal gateway. She could feel him nudge forward, and she held her breath. Nothing happened. He grunted softly and pushed again, still frustrated by the tight, resistance of the girl's taut anal muscles.
"Wet down my asshole. You gotta make it slippery," Susie moaned, throwing her head back and quivering with excited anticipation.
Wordlessly, Tom fell to his knees, behind her. With trembling fingers, he spread her softly mounding cheeks to expose her tightly clenched anal button. Susie gasped again as the cold air washed along her sizzling crack. Tom knelt looking at his target for a moment, his wet and shiny cock jerking with excitement as he imagined the tightness of her rectal sleeve. He bent forward and sniffed loudly. His nostrils were suddenly full of the spicy scent of asshole, and he licked his full lips excitedly. Flicking out his wet tongue, he swirled it over the muscular convolutions of Susie's anus. She yelped with pleasure. His tongue tip was hot and slippery against her secret flesh, and she wanted it, even more than she wanted his hot, hard penis. He dug his tongue into her, opening the muscle rimmed ring of her rectum and filling the passage with his sweet, warm saliva.
Bear's thick fingers touched Susie's swollen clitoris, and she squirmed delightedly under their touch. Spreading her long legs wide, she gave silent permission for him to enter, to explore, to open her hair studded crack with his hands. His fingertips pinched at the oily marble of her fleshy clitoris, and she held her breath, half afraid that she would climax before either Bear or Tom shoved his hugely distended prick into her body.
"Ahhhh, christ!" Dale mumbled. "You're gettin' me off. I can't hold it any more. I'm commmm-mmmmming!" He threw his head back and tossed it from side to side. His huge erection swelled even thicker than before, and Susie could feel his heart beating in its boiling tip: Suddenly, her palm was wet. The teenager spewed out shot after shot of rich, thick semen into her hand, and Susie caught every drop of it, suddenly knowing how she would use it. Spent, Dale fell away from the group, sitting on the floor and holding his head in his hands, totally exhausted.
"Here," Susie cried. "Here's the best lubricant in the world. Use it."
Quickly, Tom got to his feet and moved to her side. Susie smeared Dale's warmly slippery cum from the tip of his penis to its root, covering it completely with white, fragrant sperm. Now, she knew, he was ready to enter her from behind, and the entrance would be easy, almost painless. Susie almost regretted that she had never thought of doing something like this before.
Tom snugged the blunt end of his phallus against the girlish opening and pushed. This time his rigid prick moved inward as if it were on rollers. Susie's tight anal muscles did not keep him out now. Instead, they raked over his hot cock flesh, caressing it and holding it so tightly he had to fight to hold off his climax. Susie let out a yelp as the pain of stretching hit her. Even though there was little friction, the hurt was still there. From past experience she knew it would fade in a moment, leaving only hot, fulfilling fullness behind.
Now Bear was ready to fuck. His fingers still toying with Susie's moist clitoris, he moved in close to her front, the dripping head of his stiff penis brushing the blood engorged lips of her throbbing pussy. Susie reached down with both hands and guided him into her, using his cockhead to part her cunt halves. Holding her breath, she felt his knobby tip probing into her, the sensation heightened by the painful stretching in her anus.
Now Jerry was left alone. He stood beside the fucking trio, his eyes half closed and glazed with passion. His breathing was heavy as he watched the dark haired, big breasted girl being violated both front and back by the two powerful, rutting studs. Instinctively, his hand moved to his lonely penis, and he started manipulating it wildly, unable to wait for Susie to turn her attention back to him.
"Stop!" Susie cried, her voice ragged. "That's mine. You can do what you're doing when you're alone." Reaching out, she grasped his phallic monster with her trembling fingers. She drew him toward her. "Here," she whispered, "fit it in between Bear and me. It'll be like you're fucking me too." She pulled him close, and his penis throbbed excitedly, the gnarled veins standing out boldly on its smooth, hard surface.
Bear pushed into Susie's sizzling cunt. Its moist, warm folds closed around his immensely thick penis, making it boil with aroused passion. He shoved forward, feeling her silken interior flesh yield to his ravishment. The sweat poured from his hairy body, and he grunted deep in his throat, the animal sounds betraying the depths of his arousal.
"Oh, yeaaaah!" Susie moaned. "Fuck meeee eeee! FUCK ME SO DEEP!" She pushed her pelvis forward, wallowing in the extremes of sexual attention she was receiving. By now she had forgotten all about the pain in her backside. Her anal muscles stretched hotly, hugging Tom's hard phallic shaft. He was nearly all the way in now, and Susie could feel his pubic curls tickling the satin flesh of her backside. His throbbing prickhead probed up into her bowels until she thought it might come out her gaping mouth. She wanted cock. This was what she had dreamed, being happily raped by the whole motorcycle gang, taking all they had to give and glorying in the total sensuality of it. She longed to be degraded, used, made the willing victim of all the lust in the male world.
Bear gave one last, frantic lunge, his heavy phallus burying itself to the very hilt. He could feel Tom's hard penis rubbing against his own, the thin fleshy tissues of Susie's interior the only thing that separated them.
Again Susie looped her fingers around Jerry's harshly erect penis and guided him into the tight space between her body and Bear's hairy belly. The place was hot and constricting, and Jerry moaned with pleasure. He was caught between two living walls of flesh. It was almost like fucking, using two bodies at once for his ultimate, ball-rending pleasure. He threw back his head and cried out wildly.
"Oh, Jesus, jesssssus shit! Feels good, so good." The fuzz of Bear's heaving body bit into one side of his throbbing erection and the smoothness of Susie's lower belly caressed the other. Beneath he could feel the place where Bear's huge prick entered the girl's tight, accepting cunt. His churning, cum-laden balls hung over the heavily veined bulk of the other man's penis like a saddle. The action of the fucking bodies squeezed at his gonads enticingly, milking them toward squirting satisfaction.
Seeing what Jerry was doing, Dale staggered to his feet. Even though he still felt totally drained, he could barely wait to experience what Jerry was experiencing. Boldly, he poked the end of his cock into the space between Susie and Bear, entering from the side opposite Jerry.
"Ouuuuu!" Susie squealed, "everybody's fucking me!"
The four men laughed coarsely as the teenage beauty squirmed between them. Bear reached up and massaged her hugely erect nipplss with his big, calloused palms, and Susie threw her head back to let her long hair fall onto Tom's sweating shoulder.
Tom was reaming her completely, stabbing his steel erection far up into her trembling body and then jerking it out again, only to send it back up her canal, ironing out every last wrinkle and crease and making the totally aroused girl gasp excitedly.
Susie could not decide which she liked better, Bear's thick member twisting and ramming inside her enflamed vagina or Tom's hot, slick penis stretching out her tiny, throbbing asshole. The other two male stalks, each harder and more alive than the other helped as well, and she felt as though her mind had left her animalistic body. Now all that mattered was sexual fulfillment, and she wanted it to go on forever and ever. Susie reached down to each side, and cupped the low hanging testicles of Dale and Jerry, squeezing them as if to urge the cum from their boiling depths.
"Oh, Baby," Dale growled, "I'm giving you what you wanted, ain't I? You like this, Honey? You like gettin' balled by a whole gang?"
"Awwwwww, Dale, shit, yesssssssss!" Susie hissed through clenched teeth. "I love it, looooooooove it! I'll never forget, never."
"I gave you your wish. Will you help me get mine?"
"Sure, Dale. Sure, Babe!" Susie could hardly talk. She was so aroused that she knew her climax was only seconds away. The flames licked violently at her twat, and she could feel the beads of female moisture oozing out around Bear's hugely filling prick. She hung helplessly between his body and Tom's. "What's your wish, Dale?" she finally gasped.
"I want to do this with Miss Wingate, only I want to do what Tom's doing, take her up the ass. Will you help?"
"Oh, shit, Dale, oh, yes, yes, yesssssss!" Susie's words trailed off into a high spilling scream. She was coming. The juices flooded out of her young body to sluce over Bear's penis, just as the huge, hairy male came into her.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" Bear groaned, throwing his head back and shoving his pelvis forward. "Take it, Bitch. Take my hot cum, all of it!"
Susie felt the warm wetness of his thick semen shoot into her body, making her insides white with male essence. At the same time she felt Tom's phallus swell even thicker in her rectum. With a loud cry, he climaxed, suddenly, violently.
"Awwwww! Shit, shit, shit, fucking cum up your little girl ass!" he shouted, half out of his mind with raw, raging passion.
Susie leaned back into his body, forcing his pulsing cock all the way up her rectal passage, her anal muscles milking wildly, claiming every last drop of his searing hot sperm. Now Dale and Jerry joined them, both of them bathing Susie's flat belly with the steamy stickiness of their fresh, youthful sperm.
Susie hung there, still supported by the two cocks buried deep within her spent, satisfied body. Her eyes were closed, and her head lolled to one side.
Dale whispered into her ear, "You won't forget, will you, Susie, about what I want?"
The girl shook her head groggily. "No, Honey, I won't forget. Don't you worry."



Chapter 7


When Susie Walters had a chance to think about her promise to Dale, she immediately began to regret it. Now that her mind was clear of passion, she saw that the idea of Dale and his gang's raping Miss Wingate was not only ridiculous, it was highly dangerous. There was no doubt about what the English teacher would do. She would go directly to the principal, and Susie and Dale would both be expelled from school or worse. They might even be arrested and taken to court. The idea of that ran a shiver up Susie's spine. She had no desire to spend time in a correctional institution.
"Hi, Susie. How is it going?" said a man's voice.
Susie looked up from her reverie. There stood Ben Sommers grinning down at her, his white lab coat open just enough so that she could see the large bulge in the front of his slacks. From her seat on the front steps of the school building, her face was in a direct line with that bulge, and she found her mouth watering salaciously.
"What are you doing here so late?" Ben asked. "It's nearly five o'clock."
"Dale was supposed to come by and pick me up, but I guess he's not going to be able to make it. He said if he wasn't here by four thirty I shouldn't expect him."
"Do you have a way home?"
"No. I guess I'll have to walk up to Brown Street and catch a bus." She stood up, brushing the dust of the steps from her pert behind. She saw Ben's eyes go to it. If she played tier cards right, she would get a lot more from him than a ride home. It had been some time since she and Ben had had sex, and Susie missed the immensely satisfying ten inches of maleness he had to offer.
"Brown Street's a long way away. Can I give you a ride home? I was just leaving for the day."
"Oh, gee! That'd be nice. Thanks a lot." Susie fell in beside Ben, and they went down the steps and headed for his car. "I haven't seen much of you lately," Susie said.
"I've been busy. Lost some time last week, and I have a lot of papers to grade."
Susie wanted to ask if Ben had lost the time because of Miss Wingate. Rumors were all over school about the amount of time the two teachers were spending together. She decided not to bring the matter up, though. Right now, the last thing she wanted Ben thinking about was Betty Wingate.
"Maybe I could help you with some of that grading," she said brightly as they got into Ben's car. "I could count up the checkmarks or something like that."
Ben laughed. "Thanks for the offer, but these papers are something I have to do myself." He started the car, backed it out of the lot, and headed off down the street.
Susie shifted her position, letting her short skirt hike up high on her thighs. She saw Ben's glance dart to the bare whiteness of her shapely upper legs. Slowly, she ran the fingers of her right hand up along her exposed skin. Ben's eyes followed it, and she saw him lick his lips excitedly.
"I've missed you, Ben. I really have. I think about you all the time."
"You do? That's nice." The man's voice was tight and husky. Susie could tell she was making progress. She let the tips of her fingers travel up under the hem of her skirt, pulling the fabric up to reveal even more of her thighs. She detected a movement in the front of Ben's pants.
"Yeah," Susie whispered. "I think about that day in the storage room, and about what a good time you. and I had together. Do you remember that, Ben?" She moved her hand over to squeeze his upper leg lightly.
Ben felt the familiar tingling in his manly penis. It was beginning to rise, to respond with a mind of its own to the girl's open wantonness. He should not be here, should not be letting this happen. Still, there was something about Susie, something about her aggressive, blatant propositioning that excited him immensely. Once more would not matter. Who would ever know?
"Yeah, I remember," the teacher whispered, hardly able to speak.
"Would you like that again, Ben? Would you like it with me?"
The man nodded his head dumbly. Mechanically, he turned the corner, driving in the direction of his apartment. Susie sat back in the seat and smiled. She had exactly what she wanted.
"Ouuuuu," she said as she entered Ben's small apartment, "this is such a nice place. I love it."
"Would you like a drink?" Susie turned and looked at Ben, her big eyes going directly to the hardness in the front of his trousers. "I didn't come here to drink, Ben."
Silently, she moved to him. Looking hypnotically into his eyes, she found the buckle of his belt with firm, sure fingers. Brazenly, she undid his pants, unsnapping the waistband and running down his zipper. She reached inside, her cool fingertips closing over the hard roundness of his flaming glans. Ben let out an excited gasp.
"Ouuuuu, Ben, it's so big, and it feels so hot and nice, just like I remember."
"It's all yours, Kid. Do whatever you want to with it." Ben's breath was coming in excited gasps now, and he was past the point of worrying about anything that might happen. All he knew was that he had to have completion and that Susie was the person who was willing to give it to him.
"I know what I want to do," Susie sighed. "I want to suck it just a little bit, just enough to taste you. Then it'll be all wet and nice, and it'll slip in real easy when you fuck me. Would you like that?"
Ben laughed salaciously. "Oh, shit, Susie. You know I'd like it!"
Without a word, Susie pushed his pants down over his slim, male hips. His huge, ten inch penis sprang out, giving the girl the feeling it was grateful to be free. She inhaled deeply, and her young nostrils were filled with the exciting, randy scent of Ben's arousal. Even the boys of Dale's gang, all of them, had not smelled this good to her. Ben was mature, a real man. Even though Dale and his friends fulfilled her lusts, they were still only boys.
Susie dropped slowly to her knees, her palms grazing the hairy flesh of Ben's legs as she lowered her trembling body. She gazed at the tip of his hugely thick penis, and the slightly moist, single eye at the center of its inflated glans seemed to wink at her. She bent forward and with the tip of her tongue flicked the moist drop of precum from it.
Ben let out a low, animalistic moan and tossed his head from side to side. "Oh, yeah, Baby. Eat me. Eat the cum right out of my big balls." With blunt, quivering fingers, he grabbed the back of the girl's head and pulled her close. Susie was what he needed right now, all he needed.
She pressed her face into Ben's flaming groin and opened her lips wide. The blunt helmet of his hard penis pushed hard between them, and Susie's jaws hurt as she tried to fit her mouth around it. Her small, pink tongue lashed over his cocktip, and she could taste the sweet saltiness of his manly flesh. She inhaled again, reveling in the superb musk-like scent. She was aware of urine mixed with male sweat, and her mouth watered with lust. Dark pubic fuzz tickled her face, and she darted her tongue out to tease Ben's huge, cum-filled balls. He writhed about, almost losing his footing, and he groaned anew, his rigid erection throbbing against the girl's cheek, the flesh so hot she felt as though it might burn her. She put her full, desiring lips against the puckered flesh of his huge testicles and kissed him, lavishing her love over his body.
"Come on, Kid, suck my balls. Roll 'em around in your mouth. Do it. Make me hotter, and then I'll fuck you so hard you'll never forget me."
Susie opened her mouth wide and drew one of his bull like testicles into her oral furnace. Grazing his tender flesh with her sharp, white teeth, she licked at the bottom side of his scrotum, tasting and savoring the manliness of it. At the same time, she ran her cool fingertips up and down the tender skin of his inner thighs, bringing fresh grunts of pure lust from his half parted lips.
Her tongue went wild as she laved his warm, tender skin, making her way over every inch of his fleshy crotch. She felt his muscular body shiver beneath her touch, and the slurping sounds of her own frantic licking aroused her to new heights. His penis jerked continually, brushing her smooth cheek as if begging for her to swallow it to the throbbing root. She glanced at it. This close, it seemed even larger than she remembered v "Oh, Susie, oh, Baby, it feels so good when you lick my nuts, I might come without your ever touching my prick/' Ben moaned.
"You better not," Susie said, raising her head and smiling up at him. "You'll get cum all over my clothes."
Ben laughed coarsely. "Then maybe we better take them off. What do you think?"
In answer, Susie got to her feet. Ben grasped the hem of her sweater, and she lifted her arms high above her head, silently inviting him to disrobe her. Greedily, he pulled her sweater up to reveal her flat, fluttering stomach. The creaminess of her exposed skin was more than he could resist, and Ben fell to his knees, his lips kissing frantically at the flesh of Susie's belly. The girl mewled helplessly as his full, hotly alive lips caressed her vulnerable body, and Susie arched her young back, inviting him on.
Reaching down, she pulled her sweater off over her head, and her unbridled breasts flopped free, the rose colored tips of them already painfully erect with sensual excitement.
Bringing his blunt fingers to Susie's waist, Ben felt for the snaps at the belt of her short skirt. Finding them, he ripped them open, all the time continuing to kiss and lick at her super sensitive stomach. He could taste the sweetness of her teenage flesh, and he felt like a cannibal preparing to devour a virgin princess. But Susie was no virgin. He knew that from firsthand experience. She had in her few years known more sex than he, and he had not been exactly shy.
To help Ben, Susie quickly undid the zipper of her skirt and gave it a push. The garment went slithering down her long, tapering legs to lie in a dark puddle at her ankles. Immediately, Ben grasped the top of her skimpy panties. Hooking his fingertips under the elastic, he yanked them down, and his muscles flexed excitedly as his world was filled with the sexy, funky scent of her leaking pussy.
"Oh, Christ, Christ, Baby, you're so nice, so fucking nice and ripe and sexy."
"Do you want me, Ben? Tell me you want me!" Susie was so breathless with arousal she could hardly speak. The cold air washed over her open crotch, ruffling the hair delightfully and making her realize more than ever what she required.
"Oh, yeah, yeahhhhh, I want you, more than anything." Ben bent forward and started combing his tongue through her lush, spicy pubic bush, the tip of his chin rubbing over the halves of Susie's flaming cunt. The drops of moisture oozed out of it like fresh dew to paint the cleft of his chin until it shown in the dim light.
Dropping his face lower, Ben buried his face in the musky wetness of her twat. He guzzled her freely leaking female juices, and Susie growled with pleasure. A sheen of perspiration covered her naked body, and she quivered from head to foot. Waves were crashing somewhere in her head, waves of pure, rawest passion, and she knew her climax was seconds away. With both hands, she grasped the back of the teacher's head, pulling him close to her, smothering him with the open slit of her burning cunt. She wiggled her hips, wetting his cheeks with her fluid, and Ben sucked as hard as he could, his long, thick tongue parting the enflamed lips of her pussy and licking deep inside her. His nimble fingers kneaded the smooth flesh of her cheeky buttocks, and Susie knew she would have bruises, but that did not matter. When she looked at the purple marks in the mirror, they would remind her of the passion of this moment and she would masturbate herself to flooding climax all over again.
The tip of Ben's questing tongue touched the inflated marble of Susie's clitoris, and that was all it took.
"Ahhhhhhh! I'm coming, coming hardddddd!" she shouted, pushing her pelvis into his face. She poured hot cunt milk out over the man's face, bathing him with her earthy, womanly liquor.
Ben licked at it, burring it into his cheeks, his forehead, his strong chin. As he wallowed, Susie spiraled from climax to climax, pouring out more and more of the sticky, fragrant liquid for him to devour. She felt totally satiated, completely fulfilled, and he had not even fucked her yet. She wondered whether she could hear it after this, but at the same time knew she could.
"Fuck me now, Ben. Pleeeeease fuck me. I'll die if you don't do it!"
"Sure, Honey. Sure I'll fuck you. I'm so ripe I'm dripping cum." He sat back on his heels and ripped off the rest of his clothing.
Susie kicked off her shoes and lay back on the floor, watching the teacher through passion slitted eyes. His face was wet, soaked in her hot cunt juice, and his penis jerked and bobbed before him, huge in its overwhelming need. Susie groaned deep in her throat, alive and transported with passion. She held out her arms to the man, inviting him to her.
Ben crawled up her belly and lay on top of her, the full, mature weight of his body taking her breath away. He was crushing her, destroying her under a taut mountain of hot, sweating maleness. The wiry hair of his chest pressed into the tender flesh of her breasts, making her swollen nipples tingle afresh with excitement. She squirmed beneath him, soft, mewling cries coming from her throat. Opening his mouth wide, Ben clamped his teeth down on the side of her neck, and Susie screamed out loud with pain and pleasure. He shook his head, digging his teeth into her vulnerable flesh, acting like a giant dog seeking to rip her jugular vein.
"Oh, Ben," she moaned. "Fuck me. Puck me to death!"
She spread her long legs wide apart and felt his long, throbbing phallus pressing against her flaming, sopping wet mound. Bending her knees and arching her pelvis forward under the weight of him, she gave him total access to her. His rigid penis started to slide into her sizzling crack, moving of its own accord.
"Oh, God, Ben, it's so big, so thick. It's filling me up, right to the neck. Ohhhhhhhhh!" The spittle drooled out of the corner of her gaping mouth, and she gasped for breath as inch after torrid inch of throbbing male meat slithered into her.
"Oh, Babe!" Ben groaned. "You're so hot in there, and so wet and ripe. I feel like I'm gonna come before I even get into you."
"No. Don't! Hold back as long as you can. I want all the hardness of you. Please!"
Susie's hot pussy lips clamped down on the giantness of Ben's pulsating phallus, tightening her entrance around the roundness of his shaft and milking it passionately. He moaned deep in his throat and pushed forward. Suddenly, she felt the hairiness of his gonads brushing against her inner thighs, and she knew she had it all, all ten inches of living masculine cock flesh.
Ben held perfectly still, letting the heat of the girlish pussy soak into his rigid prick. He sobbed quietly, filled with lust, his face buried between Susie's head and shoulder. Her long, slim fingers played along the ridges of his back, tracing every taut muscle, touching each sensitized nerve ending. This teenager was a total expert. How many men had there been, Ben wondered. He was sure she had been with that greasy, sex crazed Dale Paulson any number of times, but who else had there been? Ten, a hundred, any number.
Slowly and carefully, Ben started to withdraw, slipping his shaft out bit by bit, loving the sensation of it rubbing along the satin smoothness of Susie's vagina. After what seemed forever, only the throbbing glans was left inside. Susie gripped at it tightly with the walls of her twat, afraid to let it get away.
Without warning, Ben flexed his trim buttocks, making them dimple as he shoved in again, burying his giant all the way to its vein studded hilt. He rotated his hips wildly, stabbing into her cunt from every angle, never letting up, taking more of her with every stroke.
Susie arched her slim back, taking all he had to give, the complete prisoner of his thick ten inch organ. He was rubbing her raw, and she adored it. Suddenly and without warning, she exploded into another body wracking climax. Squirming and twisting under the weight of Ben's writhing body, she screamed out in pure pleasure, her fingernails raking into his back.
"Oh, Baby, Baby, that's the way," Ben muttered into her ear. "Give my cock a bath. Drown it, Baby. Oh, Christ, that feels goood!"
He began spearing deeply into her body and then pulling out again quickly, making the climaxing teenager gasp for breath as she pounded her small fists into his back. Faster and faster he moved into the tightness of her vaginal passage, thrilling to the soupy wetness of her ravaged interior. His low hanging scrotum drew up tightly, pushing his churning gonads into the thick base of his penis. He could feel the hugely hot load inside them fighting to get out, to rocket itself far up into Susie's squirming, aroused body.
Ben gasped loudly, fighting to breathe. The perspiration poured from his body, lubricating the places where their flaming hot bodies met one another. They slid against one another freely and sensuously. The flames of raw lust lingered in his scrotum and licked over the fullness of his taut groin. Suddenly, he was there, his whole world opening and collapsing around the hardness of his penis, up into the sucking, greedy female opening. With a ragged groan he poured jets of starchy, white hot semen into Susie.
"Awwww, take it. Take it all, you little bitch," Ben grunted, shoving his hips forward to impale the girl more completely than before. He writhed against her until every drop was drained from his pulsing gonads. Then he collapsed on top of her spent body, the two of them lying there half stupefied from exhaustion.
"Shit," Ben gasped at last, "you're a terrific lay, Susie."
"Even better than Miss Wingate?" Susie whispered.
Ben was silent for a moment. "That's different," he answered.
"How?" Susie asked coldly.
"I'm going to marry her."
"You're what?" Susie asked, pushing him away from her roughly. "Why?"
"Because… because she's different from anyone I ever met."
"Yeah? Well she looks to me like she'd be boring in bed. She's probably a virgin."
"That's just it. Betty's fresh. She seems almost untouched. Every time with her is a new experience for her. It's wonderful."



Chapter 8


"Susie Walters, you will remain after class," Betty Wingate ordered, her voice harsh. She had had all she could stand. Not only had Susie refused to pay attention all during her lecture, the large breasted girl continually stretched and displayed her supple young body. Betty was sure she did it for the benefit of the irritating Dale Paulson, who showed his approval of Susie's behavior by rubbing his swollen crotch repeatedly and leering at the girl openly. Every so often he would look at Betty in the same way, and that bothered her more than she wanted to admit.
The bell rang, and the students rushed from the room. Animals, Betty thought to herself, all of them. Susie remained in her seat, looking sullen.
"Come here," Betty said coldly.
Susie got up, her manner languid, and walked to the front desk, her eyes downcast.
"Well," Betty said, "what do you have to say for yourself?"
"About what?" Susie asked, flashing her a nasty look.
"About your behavior. I have never seen anyone display herself so openly and lewdly. You should be ashamed. When you are in my class, you are to concentrate on the finer aspects of literature, not on your own bestial desires."
Susie stared at her teacher, her eyes mirroring her defiance. "Some of us are proud of our bodies, Miss Wingate. Some of us don't pretend to be something we aren't."
"Exactly what do you mean by that, young lady?" Betty's voice was angry, but her face was flushed with embarrassment. She suspected only too well what the teenager was getting at.
Susie smiled triumphantly. "I think you know. Ben told me all about it."
"How dare you?" Betty hissed, her face twisted into a frightening mask. "How dare you even allude to such a thing?"
"Up yours, you cunty bitch!" Susie snarled. She turned on her heel and started out of the room.
"You're a lying little slut!" Betty howled after her.
Susie turned and smiled sardonically. "Don't you wish." She left the classroom, slamming the door behind her.
Dale was waiting in the parking lot. "So what did she want?" he asked as he leaned against the fender of his car. He took care to push his hips forward, his huge penis clearly outlined in his tight, grease stained pants.
"Nothing important. Want to do it at the clubhouse?" She brushed close to him, deliberately pushing her lushly fleshed hip into his bulge.
Dale laughed. "Shit, Baby, what I like about you is the directness. You don't fuck around. Come on. Jump in and let's go fuck."
The clubhouse was deserted, and Susie was half disappointed. She had been hoping for a replay of her.orgiastic experience with the cycle club. Dale opened the door, and they went inside.
"Take off your clothes and lay down," Dale ordered gruffly.
"My, my, aren't we in a hurry, though," Susie replied, her tone teasing. She grinned at Dale lewdly, rotating her hips in open invitation.
"Fuck yes, I'm in a hurry. You got me so turned on in English class, I damn near creamed my pants. I figured that was why Miss Wingate kept you, to lecture you about not showing off your body."
"Naw," Susie answered as she undid her skirt. "She just had a wild hair up her ass."
"I bet that's all she's ever had up there," Dale said, pulling off his sweater to reveal his hair studded chest.
"That's where you'd like to be, isn't it?"
"Yeah, I guess. There and other places." He watched the girl, his eyes wide with sexual excitement as she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the halves of it aside to show him her full, creamy breasts. Arching her slim back, she displayed her lush, melon shaped bosoms, wriggling from side to side lewdly so that they quivered and undulated. "Miss Wingate doesn't have tits as big as these," she whispered, her voice husky with passion.
"Fuck, no, she don't!" Dale answered. With trembling fingers, he reached out to caress the supple, creamy flesh of his girl friend's breasts, his hands kneading them, feeling the spongy tissue, and making Susie gasp with raw lust.
"Aw, Christ, Dale, you make it feel so good," Susie mumbled as she pushed forward against his relentlessly caressing hands. Her breath came in short, excited gasps, and she felt suddenly alive with horny, complete lewdness. With a shake of her shoulders, she let her blouse fall to her trim waist.
Dale stared at her, his eyes wide and glazed over with passion. He realized again how beautiful Susie was. Maybe he was crazy to even think about Betty Wingate. Why did he need sex with her when he had a girl like Susie ready and waiting for him every time his penis grew erect? He could hardly catch his breath as the aching tightness of lust spread over his rippling chest muscles. Just looking at her made his erection swell to the point where its throbbing drove him half insane.
Her breasts swung free, making him think of ripe fruit, sweet and succulent and ready for his sucking, nibbling mouth. Her big dark nipples were hard and erect with lewd excitement. The sexiest thing about Susie was that she was always ready, fully as horny and sensually bold as he or any of the other guys he knew. Even now, part of Dale's lusty arousal was caused by memories of the way Susie had acted with his gang right here in the clubhouse. He vowed to arrange another session with them as soon as possible.
Susie's skillful fingers undid the snaps at the top of her skirt. With one quick push of her hands, she let it slither to the floor. Slowly, she stepped out of it, her eyes always on Dale.
At her waist was the dark elastic band of her pantyhose, and beneath it he could see her skin tight bikini briefs, lacy and half transparent.
"Why don't you finish the job for me, Dale?" she whispered as she kicked off her low shoes. Her arms were extended high above her head, and she stood before him like a finely sculpted marble statue. A salacious grin played teasingly over her full, crimson lips, and she licked them invitingly. Seeing her pink tongue made Dale shiver all over as he imagined it tickling at the base of his hot, throbbing glans.
"Sure, I'll help, Baby," he whispered as he moved to her, his movements dreamlike and wrought with passion. His long, hard phallus burned in his jeans, pulsing alive like a second heart. The harsh denim of his pants chafed its tip, and he caught his breath, half afraid he would squirt his cum too soon.
Silently, the boy dropped to his knees, his eyes traveling up and down the girl's body, his greed for her overwhelming him. Her waist was so narrow, he felt as if he could join his fingers around it, and her hips flared out into the firm fleshiness of her high, womanly buttocks.
Carefully, Dale slid his fingers beneath the tight waistband of her pantyhose.
"Oh, Honey good," she whispered, her body wriggling against him in open offering. "Undress me. Hurry!" Dale's pulse quickened wildly as he slid her pantyhose over the exciting swell of her hips and down her smooth, tapering legs. Susie stepped out of them, lifting her feet one at a time, letting him peel the tight garment from her. She steadied herself by gripping his neck and broad shoulders, her slim fingers kneading his flesh urgently.
"Next slide down my bikini," Susie commanded, her voice harsh with lustful passion. "That's all that's in the way now. I'll be completely naked for you." She squirmed under his touch, the flames licking at her inner thighs. Already she could feel the drops of freshness oozing from the taut, quivering lips of her fleece covered pussy.
Dale tugged at her panties, and she helped push them down over her flaring thighs. Her tight, narrow slit was clearly visible. Inhaling deeply, the boy could smell the ripeness of it, and saliva filled his hot mouth.
"Oh, God, Baby, you're so wonderful," he whispered, pulling her panties off over her feet. She stood before him completely nude, her body undulating teasingly and her hands moving up to cup her huge breasts.
"It feels so good, so good to be naked!" Susie said, her tone almost a whine. Her fingers caressed her nipples, making them stand more erect than ever. Suddenly, she looked down at him and smiled broadly. "Take off your clothes now," she said, "and let me watch you. Do a striptease for me. I want that more than anything." She lay down on the narrow cot, her hands behind her head, and stared at her lover with heavy-lidded eyes.
Unaccountably, Dale suddenly felt embarrassed. He had been naked with Susie a thousand times, but somehow the idea of playing the role of sexual arouser threw him off balance.
"Aw, come on," he mumbled, scuffing his feet and looking down.
Susie giggled. "Are you shy all at once? Don't be, Dale. Just think, seeing you strip will make me all the hotter and all the more ready for you. I can hardly wait to see your big, thick cock flop out of your pants. It looks so stiff now that I bet it'll point right toward the ceiling. And I can just imagine how your big, cum-filled balls will swing underneath it, just the way they always do. Ouuu, Dale! I absolutely can't wait to lick 'em. Would you like that? Do you want me to make them all wet and tickley for you?" She wriggled her buttocks against the dirty blanket, spreading her legs and letting the dark pinkness of her vaginal slit peep out at him.
Slowly, his eyes on the girl, Dale bent and removed his boots and socks. Then, standing tall and facing her, he unbuckled his heavy leather belt. Opening the snap at the top of his waistband, he fumbled for the zipper.
"Let me," Susie whimpered. "Let me do it for you, just like opening a creamy, big Christmas present." She held out her hands to him.
Dale moved over to the edge of the cot and stood there, his hands on his hips. He thrust his pelvis forward, well aware of the girl's lustful eyes on his throbbing bulge. Quickly, with fine, sure fingers, Susie pulled down his zipper. With both hands, she pushed his pants down over his trim, lanky thighs, and his hugely distended cock sprang out as if it were released from prison. Susie breathed deeply, filling her flaring nostrils with the heady scent of male crotch. The smell translated itself at once to her groin, and the licking flames burned more fiercely than before.
"Ohhhh! Dale! It's so big. I forget between times how big and thick it is. Oh, Baby, I want it so bad." Soft mewling cries of passion came from her straining throat as she wrapped her cool fingers around his blood engorged shaft. Dale arched his back, giving himself over to her frantic ministrations. Susie moved her hand slowly up and down, carrying the loose, tissue thin skin along with it, feeling the utter hardness of the masculine stalk beneath it. She knew that in moments it would be shoved deep into her body, once again driving her, raping her to total satisfaction.
Susie played with him mercilessly, running her fingers up and down, tracing the heavy blue veins, massaging his swollen, burning flesh. Her other hand cupped his low hanging scrotum, squeezing it, weighing it as she tried to guess how huge a load he carried.
Without warning, she leaned forward and licked at the glans as though it were a stick of candy. Her tongue concentrated on the underside of it, laving the tab of skin that connected his shaft and glowing corona. From there, she trailed her moist way back along the throbbing ridge of his stalk, and Dale threw back his head and moaned helplessly.
"Sit on my face and let me eat your balls," Susie hissed.
Without hesitation, Dale mounted the cot, placing one knee on either side of the girl's head. His hugely swollen gonads hung directly above her mouth, and her nostrils were filled with the funky scent of his openly stretched asshole.
"Down," she whispered. "Come closer."
Slowly, Dale pushed downward until he felt the bottom of his hairy scrotal sac brush her full lips. Susie opened her mouth wide and sucked his succulent, sweating testicles into her oral cavity, washing him instantly with the hotness of her sweet spittle. Her tongue laved over his sensitive flesh in quick, exciting circles, and Dale groaned deep in his throat, a complete animal bent only on sensual completion. He could hear the slurping sounds of her mouth, and he grabbed at his pulsating erection, massaging it frantically. Susie slapped his fingers away, not wanting him to climax anywhere besides into her throat or her oozing vagina.
Suddenly, her mouth left his scrotum, and Dale let out a small cry of disappointment. Almost immediately, he felt her tongue, running up behind his gonads toward the long, hairy crack of his ass. He grunted, transported by pure sexual excitement. The tickling tongue tip moved over his hard, secret flesh, touching him in new and exciting places he had not even dreamed were responsive to a woman's treatment. Her tongue touched his tightly clenched anal opening, and Dale felt as if lightning had struck. His penis jerked wildly, splashing precum over the girl's naked chest. Spasms of raw lust rushed through his groin. He threw back his head and howled like a huge animal in heat. The female tongue burrowed into him, swirling around in the pit of his rectum, opening him up, making him feel some of the excitement Susie had known from him and other men who attacked her anus.
"Ah, ah, Christ, Babe. You're eatin' me out. You're eating out my asshole. I can't believe it! Aw, shit, it feels so gooooood. Don't ever stop, you fucking little animal. Eat my ass. Eat my shit out of me, Bitch!" He writhed about, pushing his open buttocks down against Susie's gaping, sucking mouth.
Suddenly, he bent forward, gibbering madly as though he had become insane. His mouth open wide, he clamped it over the girl's drooling cunt and began sucking at the creamy liquids just as Susie was sucking him. The two of them squirmed against one another, their bodies dripping sweat, their minds unhinged and wheeling free in a universe of sexual pleasure.
"Aw, lick me, Dale, my twat, lick my fucking twat. Oh yesss!" Susie hissed. She opened her legs wide, giving Dale total access to her moist, fragrant genitals.
He placed his hands on her satin inner thighs and pushed her long legs even further apart. He could hardly think. Her tongue writhing and twisting wetly in his ass was driving him nearly out of his mind.
Susie spasmed suddenly, her whole body trembling with delight as Dale touched the thick tip of his moist tongue to the extreme softness of her cuntal mouth. "Ohhhhhhmygoddddddd!" she groaned, tossing her head from side to side. His tongue burrowed into her, pushing the fleshy, blood swollen lips of her pussy apart lewdly.
Dale licked hungrily, like a dog after a bowl of food. He lapped up the musky female wetness hungrily, wetting his cheeks as he buried his face in the fleshy folds of her vagina. She moaned again and again as his tongue pushed between her pink lips, and her body shook with lust. He licked faster and faster, squirming at the thick flesh, digging deeply with his tongue.
"Oh, God, Dale. I'm gonna come. You gotta fuck me now, or I'm gonna come."
He lifted his head from the syrupy banquet. "What's wrong with that? You want to come, don't you?"
"Yeeeees! Oh, yes, but only with your cock shoving into me. I want to come around your big, thick prick. I want to drown it with my juice."
"Aw, shit, Baby! I'll fuck you. You bet I'll fuck you!" Immediately, Dale changed positions, getting between Susie's widely splayed legs, his eyes on her trembling, pulsing twat. "Oh, Honey!" he groaned.
"That's beautiful, so beautiful."
"Then take it, Dale. Fuck, fuck, fuck me to death. Push that big, hard cock of yours in me and screw!"
Using both hands, Dale spread the girl's creamy thighs. "Aw, Christ, Honey, you're so excited you're just juicin' over!"
"Yeah, I'm excited. I'm gonna come if you don't shove it into me!"
Taking his raging erection in his hand, Dale jerked it, insuring that it was at full hardness. Then he leaned forward, and the wet tip of his penis kissed the folds of Susie's throbbing cunt. She moaned animalistically and squirmed about on the soiled cot, her cheeky buttocks turning the sheet into a mound of twisted linen. She raised her pelvis, pushing her cuntal mound into him, and Dale gasped as he felt his hardened knob disappear between her moist, burning hot lips. Susie let out an excited sigh as she felt her pussy being pushed open, entered, distended by the male's thick, knobbish head.
"Oh, yeeees!" she groaned through tightly clenched teeth. "Oh, fuck me, Baby. Fuck me to death!" She raised her knees, hugging Dale's slim hips between them, urging him inward.
The boy pushed forward, sobbing lowly as he felt more and more of his pulsating shaft sliding up the teenager's female channel. The heat of her interior was intense, and he could almost feel the blood engorged his erection was beginning to boil. It would not be long, he was sure, before the cum would bubble up out of his swollen nuts, fling itself along the canal of his urethra, and vomit out into Susie's throbbing, gripping, loving cunt.
"Oh, Dale, you're good. You fill me up so good!"
Dale could not answer. He was too busy sucking for breath. His hips moved forward and back, faster faster faster, scraping against the tender tissues of Susie's vagina. For each thrust, she rose to meet him, forcing his burgeoning erection into her body as far as it could go.
"Ohhhhhhh!" she moaned. "Ohhhhhh, I'm coo-oooming!"
"Me too, Hon. Me tooooo!" Dale gasped. The two of them writhed and bucked on the narrow, squeaking cot. Susie felt her cunt flower open, expanding, loosening, taking all of her lover. The juices gushed from her, sweet, and warm, and musky smelling.
Dale let forth a deluge of hot, starchy cum, coating Susie's throbbing insides with his manly hotness. Again and again, he climaxed, gallons of fresh man juice gushing from the deep, swollen slit in the end of his rigid, punishing erection.
At long last, the two teenagers were still. Dale cradled his face in the curve of Susie's neck. "Aw, shit, Susie," he whispered weakly, "that was so good."



Chapter 9


Betty Wingate stared down at the small envelope. It had appeared on her desk sometime during the afternoon classes, but she was not sure when. It was obviously for her. Her name was typed neatly on the face of it.
She ripped it open and unfolded the note inside. It had been done on the same typewriter as the envelope.
Betty, Honey,
Meet me after school at the place shown on this map. I have a little surprise for you. Love, Ben.
Included with the note was a crudely drawn map. Betty studied it and realized she knew where it was. An arrow indicated the dilapidated building rumored to be the headquarters of a gang of young toughs. What could Ben be thinking of? She decided not to question her lover's whim. He probably had figured out a new place for them to have clandestine sex. She did remember his mentioning that his landlady was making remarks about the amount of time Betty spent at his apartment.
She shivered with delight at the thought of more sex with Ben, no matter where he chose to make it happen. Jumping into her car, she headed out of the school parking lot and straight to the deserted building.
"Hi," Susie said. She leaned against the frame of Ben Sommers' classroom door and smiled at him. "Good afternoon, Susie," Ben answered, looking up from the papers he was correcting. "What can I do for you?"
Susie walked over to him slowly, her succulent, fleshy hips undulating gently as she moved. "Oh, I think you know, Ben."
The teacher held up his hand, almost as though he were pushing her, away physically. "Hey, no more. Remember what I told you about Betty and me."
"Oh, I know, Ben," Susie said, leaning against the edge of his desk, her large, melon shaped breasts jutting toward him invitingly. "And I want you to know I'm real happy for you. Miss Wingate's so nice. She's almost, well, pure, like an angel."
"Yeah," Ben said, grinning up at her. "That's how I feel."
Susie fluttered her long eyelashes and looked downward shyly. "It's just that… well… "
"What is it?" Ben asked, his voice mirroring his concern.
Susie looked into his eyes. "I just thought maybe one more time, a last time, something for me to remember you by all the rest of my life. I got a place that's real secret. Nobody'd ever know. What do you say, Ben? Will you do it for me, please?" Her voice was pleading, almost innocent. She dropped her eyes again, the deep fringes of her eyelashes brushing her cheeks. Ben thought he could detect a tear in the corner of her eye.
"Sure," he said. "All right. Once more." He grabbed his coat and followed Susie to his car.
"Hey, there's a car pulling up outside!" Tom Zesky whispered excitedly.
"Of course. It must be Miss Wingate," Dale answered. "I told you Susie'd deliver. She always does."
"I'll say," Bear Jotis grunted, massaging his own massive crotch. "I still get hard every time I think of that gang bang we had with her. When can we do that again?"
"Any time. Susie's willing. Right now, though, we got other meat to attend to."
"Good thing we hid our bikes around back. She probably thinks the place's empty. Shhhh, now. She's nearly at the door."
Cautiously, Betty Wingate pushed open the door to the dilapidated building. She tiptoed inside, squinting to see in the half darkness. "Ben?" she whispered hoarsely. "Are you here?" That was silly, she thought to herself. How could he be here. His car had not been outside. Of course, he could have parked it a block or so away, not wanting anyone to see both their cars and suspect what might be going on in the empty building.
She picked her way along over the beer can littered floor. What she had heard about this being a hang out for teenagers must be true. What a strange place for Ben to pick for them to meet. Still, she decided with a shrug, he must know what he was doing.
There was a sound from behind a bale of rags in the far corner. "Is that you, Ben?" she whispered loudly. "Don't jump out and scare me, Ben. I don't like surprises." She moved forward, toward where the noise had been.
"Nice you could make it, Miss Wingate," said a gruff voice behind her.
Betty whirled around, her heart pounding. There stood Dale Paulson and a hugely muscled young black man dressed in motorcycle leathers. Both of them were leering at her.
"Dale, I… what are you doing here?" She fought to control herself, trying to hold her panic at bay.
The dark boy chuckled and pushed his greasy hair away from his forehead. "We've been waiting for you, Betty, all four of us, ain't we, Bear?"
The negro nodded, his big hand going instinctively to his tightly packed crotch.
"Four of you? I don't understand, I… "
"He means us," came a new voice.
Looking behind her, Betty saw two more boys, a redhead and a greasy looking blond.
"I… I don't understand," Betty mumbled, her voice weak with fear.
"Don't you really, Miss Wingate?" Dale said, grinning cruelly as he advanced toward her. "You said that before. You're smart, so damn smart the way you come on in the classroom. I can't believe you don't know what we're after."
"You can't! No!"
Dale threw back his head and guffawed with laughter. "What the fuck you take us for, Lady? Of course we can. We can do anything we fuckin' please. Can't we, Guys?"
The other three grunted assent. All of them were approaching her now, and Betty could feel the hotness of their presence. Her nostrils were filled with the dark smell of young males in heat. She was terrified. An icy chill ran down her back, and she glanced from one of them to another fearfully. "You'll be caught," she whispered, her tone quivering.
"What makes you think so? Who'd catch us?"
"My friend, Ben Sommers. He's meeting me here. He'll come through that door any minute."
"Shit, Lady," Dale snarled, now so close to her that Betty could feel his hot breath on her cheek, "you really are dumb, aren't you? Did you really think that note you found came from Horsecock Sommers?"
Betty's eyes grew wide. Her red mouth gaped open in fear and amazement.
"That's right, Bitch," Dale said. "That note was just a way to get you here. Nobody knows where you are, not even your big cocked boyfriend."
"Don't you talk about him that way!" Betty flared, her eyes flashing angrily. "It's disrespectful."
Tom Zesky chuckled. "Hey, Dale, you picked out one with spirit. I figured she'd be just another tight assed English teacher. This one's gonna give us a real ride."
Betty moistened her lips and managed to speak despite the lump of raw terror lodged in her throat. "What do you boys want from me?" she asked, already sure of the answer.
"Nothin' you ain't gonna enjoy," Dale answered, his fingers caressing her flushed cheek, "I've seen how you keep looking at my crotch every day in English class. Since you seem so interested, I decided to give you a sample of it, and my buddys too."
Betty shrank away from him, her mind gripped now by total panic. She could feel the lust crazed stares of the four hoodlums as their eyes roved over her softly feminine curves and hollows.
Dale stepped closer, and Betty covered her face with her trembling hands, her breath frozen in her aching lungs, and her heart pounding so wildly she thought it might burst. "Don't hurt me, please!" she whimpered helplessly.
Dale grabbed her chin with his fingers and pulled her face close to his own. As he spoke, Betty's nostrils were flooded with the sour smell of his tobacco stained breath. "We ain't gonna hurt you, Teacher, no worse than Ben Sommers does with that big club he's got swingin' between his legs, and I bet you like that kind of hurtin'."
In all her life, Betty had never known such terror. A cold river of perspiration made its way down her spine, and her blood had turned to ice. She glanced from one to another, her eyes glazed with fear and loathing. They were vicious, hateful, and the looks on their young faces told her that they were bent on doing exactly what Dale Paulson threatened. There was nothing on Earth she could do about it.
Bear Jotis stepped forward. Betty looked up into his smirking, thick lipped face as he stared down at her. His big hands moved to touch her richly curving breasts. She backed away, letting out a tiny gasp of horror. Jerry Bova's strong palms gripped her shoulders from behind, holding her fast.
"Goin' somewhere, Cunt?" he growled.
Bear's blunt fingers began to knead her tender breast flesh through the thinness of her sweater. He was rough, demanding, his grasping fingers pinching and hurting her. Betty flinched, her face twisted with pain.
"Stop, pleeeeease stop!" she whined plaintively.
"Shit, Woman," Bear growled, his voice deep and dark with lust, "we ain't even started yet."
"Why don't you park right along here, Ben?" Susie said. She pointed to empty parking spaces along the curb of the deserted street.
"Where is it we're going, anyway?" Ben asked, as he pulled the car to a stop and turned off the motor.
"It's a block or so down the street. I think we should walk. That way nobody'll see your car and come in to investigate. I wouldn't want to have anything happen to spoil your happiness with Miss Wingate. You know that, don't you, Ben?"
Ben Sommers reached over and gave Susie's bare knee a pat. "You're a wonderful girl, Susie, and I'll always remember you."
Susie opened the door of the car and jumped out. "Then let me give you something worth remembering," she said, giggling. "Come on. I'm so horny I can hardly stand to wait until we get there."
Jerry reached down and gripped the hem of Betty Wingate's sweater.
"No," she moaned, "please don't!" Helplessly, she tossed her head from side to side. Bear Jotis was still massaging her firm, tingling breasts, and her nipples were now painfully, urgently erect, despite her overwhelming fear.
"Go on," Dale ordered roughly, rubbing the throbbing lump in his crotch, "strip her, and let's get on with it. My pecker's so hot I'm about to cream in my pants."
Jerry jerked the sweater upward, exposing Betty's tender, white stomach and taut rib cage. In spite of her struggles, he kept pulling, skinning her sweater off over her head. She stood exposed from the waist up, her nicely formed breasts jutting proudly before her.
Tom Zesky let out a low, appreciative whistle. "Aw, shit, look at them jugs. Christ, I could bite on them until she screams for mercy."
Dale laughed coarsely. "You'll have plenty of chance, Buddy. We all will."
Betty swallowed hard, holding back the terrifying flood of helpless nausea that gripped her body. They would kill her, she was sure. The thugs would take from her everything she held dear and respectful and leave her an empty, used up husk. There was no way out now. She was at their cruel mercy.
"Get her shoes and stockings off," Dale ordered. "Let's get on with some fuckin' and suckin'. I been waiting for it too long."
Fighting and crying pitifully, Betty tried to keep them from ripping off what remained of her clothing. It was no use. Jerry held her arms at her sides, and Bear clamped his dirty, crotch smelling hand over her mouth. When she tried to kick, they simply lifted her feet clear of the floor. While Tom pulled off her shoes and threw them into the corner, Dale ripped at the band of her skirt. Soon her clothing was a tattered pile of useless rags. She stood, her arms pinioned behind her, wearing nothing but her tiny bikini briefs.
Dale reached into her crotch and massaged her sizzling crack roughly with his fingers. "Oh, Man, you guys, she's so hot down here that she might melt our cocks."
"Let her try it," Bear grunted. "I'm ready."
Hooking his fingertips under the tight elastic band at the top of Betty's panties, Dale pulled them down, sliding them over her full, flaring hips and down her long, tapering legs. They lay in a puddle at her bare feet.
"Come on," Dale urged, "let's flop her onto the cot and get into some heavy duty sex."
They dragged her over to the sagging single cot and threw her onto its soiled, wrinkly sheet. Betty looked up at the four of them helplessly, too frightened to struggle or even to move. She could hardly make herself believe this was happening. She was a respectable person, a teacher. She had guarded herself so carefully, giving her body only after great thought and only in the right circumstances to men she genuinely cared for. She had never even had a fantasy about being raped. If she had, she thought to herself ruefully, maybe she could think of some way to defend herself against this mindless onslaught. As it was, there was nothing to do but lie there and wait for her heart to pound itself apart.
Dale started to loosen his belt, his sparkling, lust filled eyes never leaving hers for a moment. "Just keep starin', Baby. I know what a great body I got, and it turns me on all the more to have you lookin' at it."
The others hooted derisively, their laughter grating on Betty's ears, and they followed Dale's lead, ripping off their tight clothing, hungrily staring at the helpless woman laid out before them like a banquet. In a moment, all four young men were stark naked, their hugely distended erections sticking straight out before them. Betty tried her best to look into their faces, but her eyes kept being drawn down to the steaming hotness of their moisture laden groins. The hardness of their brutally stiff erections took her breath away. She could smell nothing now but the randy, mind boggling scent of their immediate arousal, and she knew what they expected of her. She was to be their means of quelling that urgency. Betty fought to keep her sanity.
Stroking his erection lewdly, Dale stepped forward. He gazed down at her nakedness with cold, staring eyes. She sobbed fearfully. Her eyes were fastened on the impossible rigidity of his thick penis. He would rip her to pieces. She would be useless as a woman for the rest of her life. It would be better if the four thugs killed her when they were finished with their heartless ravishment.
"She wants it bad, no matter what she says," Bear grunted, his voice low and husky with passion. "Just look at her starin' at your fat prick, Man. She ain't sayin' so, but she can't wait."
Betty's cheeks burned with embarrassing blushes. Dale grabbed her hair and pulled her face toward the moist tip of his long, meaty erection, "Is that right, Teacher? Are you hot for some young pud up your hot little cunt?"
"Let's all four fuck the shit out of her," Jerry said, rubbing his low hanging gonads. "Let's fill her belly up with hot cum."
"Hurry up," Betty whispered desperately. "Get it over with. Let's be down with it." She was sure she would lose her wits if the living nightmare went on too long. Her nostrils were filled with the musky smell of Dale's freely leaking cock tip, and, inside her, she began to feel the libidinal juices flowing. How could this be? Despite her terror, despite the fact her very life was threatened, she was beginning to respond. The animal part of her nature was forcing its way to the surface, taking over, urging her young body to respond in the ancient ways known to every woman since the dawn of time.
Dale smiled at her, and his grin had no hint of compassion. It was the smirking acknowledgement of his supreme power over her very life. "Hold her legs apart," he ordered roughly. "I'm goin' in."
Betty screamed at the top of her lungs.
Susie led Ben Sommers to the door of the deserted building.
"Hey," Ben said, "that looks like Betty's car."
"How could it be?" Susie asked innocently. "What would Miss Wingate be doing here?"
"I don't know," Ben answered, peering into the window of the locked auto, "but it's her car all right. There's her grade book on the front seat."
Dale knelt on the dirty cot, his burgeoning erection in one fist. Betty looked up at him helplessly, her legs widely splayed. Jerry and Tom held them firmly at the ankles. Bear was once again toying with her softly crinkled nipples, pinching her, making her grimace with pain. Betty closed her eyes, clenching the lids tightly, trying in vain to close out the reality of her terrible situation. "Stop, pleeeeeeease stop," she groaned, but she was no longer talking to the sex crazed youths. She was talking to herself and to the feelings of raw lust now welling up within her body. The animal part of her was taking over, overwhelming her fear, her good sense, her feelings of respect and Tightness. Bear's blunt fingers moved hotly over her sensitive breasts, turning them to fire, making her whole body quiver with excitement.
Dale spoke, his voice low and filled with awe. "You want it, don't you? You really want me to fuck you."
Betty's eyes flew open. She looked at him, her gaze burning into his face. "Yesssssss," she hissed. "I want it. I want your cock, all of it! Hurry!" Her mind reeled with the intensely sexual combination of desire and terror and secret passions, hidden even from herself until this moment. They could fuck her as much as they liked. She knew that now. Deep in her soul she wanted to experience it, to have them do it, all of them. She wanted their firm, muscular bodies. She longed for their throbbing, rigidly erect cocks.
Her eyes took them in, lusting for their hardness, meeting them at their own burning gut level. She was animal, just as they were, and she was an animal in heat. Never had she felt such naked voluptuousness. She had never suspected she was capable of such depths. She felt wonderful. "Fuck me," she cried. "Fuck me, fuck me to death." Betty lifted her hips, pushing her pelvis forward, inviting Dale into her body.
Dale looked into her gaping pussy, its soft, moist pinkness in constant trembling, begging him to enter it. He could see the beads of fresh, womanly wetness jewelling its lips, catching in its sparse fuzz, and he moved forward, brushing the burgeoning tip of his erection through the hot wetness. Betty gave a deep throated moan. Dale brushed along the lips of her pussy again, picking up her syurpy juices on the end of his cock. He parted its quivering halves with his throbbing male tool.
"Yesssss!" Betty whispered. "Use me. Push it into me. Fill me up with your hot manly meat."
Dale gripped her fleshy hips with both hands, holding her so tightly that he raised huge pinkish welts on her soft skin. She let out small, mewling cries of pain. She could feel his prick helmet bumping salaciously against the hair rimmed lips of her cunt. Groaning again, she held her breath, her whole being attuned to the entry of his blood engorged erection.
Suddenly, his cock was moving downward, back toward the smooth cleft of her fleshy buttocks. In seconds, she felt the tip of his shaft pushing against the tightly puckered lips of her virgin anus.
"No," she cried. "Not there!" The horror swept over her once more, and this time it was like nothing Betty had ever known. The utter revulsion, the fear, the utter, raw terror, were more than she could stand.
His stiffened penis pushed urgently against her secret, hidden orifice. "Say you want it now, Teacher. Say you want me to fuck you up the ass," he whispered cruelly.
It took a second for his words to penetrate her haze of fear. Betty tried to cry out, to pull away from him before it was too late, but Dale was ready for that.
"Hold her tight," he yelled. "Lift her legs up."
He grasped her fleshy cheeks like a sculptor working with soft clay and pulled them wide. Betty winced with pain. "Awwwww! No! You're hurting me. I can't take it up there. I can't. You'll kill me!" Betty tried to get away, but she was trapped completely.
"Hold her, you guys. Hold her while I blast open her asshole."
"Noooooo! Pleeeeeeease. Please don't do it!" She groaned pitifully as she felt the virile hardness of his penis beginning to spread the pliable lips of her nether opening. He wriggled about, pushing his cock head against her, forcing it inward. Betty's mouth gaped open, and soft, mewling cries escaped her throat. The pain was beyond anything she had ever imagined.
Ben Sommers pushed the door of the building open quietly. He stepped inside, Susie Walters directly behind him. He saw movement. Blinking, he fought to adjust his eyes to the dim light. There were several young men. They were naked. One of them was.,..
"Oh my God!" he whispered.
"Shhhhhh," Susie said, restraining him. "You can't do anything. There are too many of them."
"But that girl, whoever she is. They're raping her."
"Ben, don't be silly. She loves it. Haven't you ever been in on a gang bang?" Susie held his arm tightly. "Let's just watch them for a little while. It'll make it all the more exciting for us when we start playing."
Ben could not take his eyes off what was happening. He recognized the boys. He watched Dale Paulson't back moving up and down. He could see his muscles dimpling his fine, muscular buttocks as he entered the girl's body. Her legs were high in the air, flailing about. Suddenly, Ben began to realize that the position was all wrong. Dale could not be fucking her in the usual way. He had to be… Ben's mind could hardly accept the truth of what he was seeing. Dale was sodomizing her. Surely, then, he was witnessing a rape. No woman in her right mind would submit to such a thing willingly. He took a step forward. It did not matter if there were four of them. He would fight them off. Then, in a blinding flash, everything came together. It was Betty! Her car had been out there. These four toughs were raping her, his innocent, darling, bride-to-be. He was stunned, unable to move, unable to think. Then, he heard Betty's voice. It was low and lewd. It could hardly belong to the girl he knew and loved.
"Yesssssssss!" she hissed. "Do it. Fuck me up the ass. Harder harder harder. The pain is gone. I love it. I want you all to do it, one after the other. Ahhh-hhhh!"
Ben turned and bolted from the room. Outside, he sagged against the side of the building and retched, covering the ground with his bile, the stench of it filling his nostrils and causing him to vomit again and again and again.



EPILOGUE


"I've resigned my job, and I'm going away tomorrow morning," Ben said quietly.
"If that's the way you want it, Ben, then that's the way it has to be," Betty answered tenderly.
Betty sighed. "It probably won't do any good to say it, Ben, but I want you to know I'm sorry."
He looked into her eyes suddenly. "It didn't, though, and that's all there is to it."
"Yes, I guess it is. There's no more to say."
He got to his feet. "Good-bye, Betty," he said.
"Good luck," she whispered.
Betty watched his broad back as he disappeared down the hall of her apartment building. She closed the door and leaned back against it for a moment, staring into space. Then she went to the telephone. She dialed the number and listened to the ring.
"Hello," said the youthful voice at the other end.
"He's gone, Dale," Betty said evenly.
"For good?"
"Yes."
"Gee, Miss Wingate. I'm sorry."
"It doesn't matter whether you did or not. It happened. Are you busy?"
"Not really, I guess. Why?"
"I thought maybe you'd like to come over to my apartment."
"Oh. Aren't you afraid somebody might see me?"
"Who cares? Come as soon as you can."




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Оставить отзыв о книге
Все книги автора

OPS/images/FAM13901.jpg
e NS RV NESST -,

\

FAMILY SERIES BOOKS \ Il ‘
1
p

lESSIlN
AFTER
- SCHooL





