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CHAPTER ONE


Laura's cunt ached for the giant hard-on that gently swayed back and forth a few inches from her face. That Art had gotten a phone call during their foreplay was one thing; explaining the delay to her drooling pussy was another. It just didn't want to know about interruptions business or otherwise.
Be a good little girl, she told herself, eyeing the ballooning head of his cock with lust, while her mind suggested alternatives to just waiting quietly for him to finish the call like bending forward a little and sucking the purplish knob of his cock into her hungry mouth. Just to keep it stiff; her mind offered as a logical excuse. But she fought off the temptation, even though the smell of his cock was making her dizzy with anticipation. She knew the call was important to him and didn't want to do anything to spoil it.
She watched his eyes slowly lower, taking in her sensuous, waiting nakedness and coming to rest at her crotch. He was staring past the cunt-hair to the eye below and she squeezed off a wink at him. Whether he saw it or not didn't matter now, because he was finished with the call and returned the phone to the night table beside the bed.
"Sonofabitch," he said through clenched teeth. "Later," she purred back at him. "We can talk later. Right now I want that gorgeous meat…"
"Yeah," he sighed, devouring her squirming body with his eyes, then listing his cock for the plunge into the damp heat of her beckoning cunt. "Yeah!"
"Mmm…" she sighed as the head of his prick parted the soft, moist lips of her pussy, paused there momentarily and then lunged forward.
"Oh! Art!" she shrieked, "I love it when you're mad. You're like an animal when you're mad!"
He seized her humping hips and fed her every joyful inch, crowding her eager sucking hole with the long, thick, hot shaft until it was jammed inside right up to his balls. He paused to savor the hot, velvety-soft, liquid-drenched feel of her horny cunt.
"Ahhhh!" she moaned, feeling the throbbing cock balloon bigger in its resting place deep inside her cunt; his grunts and groans were driving her wild now, while her own sounds came out in soft whimpers. A moment or two more and she knew she'd have the orgasm her body craved. Her mind had been consumed by thoughts of this moment for almost a week, and she was about to put an end to the frustration.
But at that instant, Art slid his prick back and out until only the puffing cock-head was nestled between the bloated lips of her cunt, cawing panic in her brain and a terrible vacuum in her belly. It was a tormenting tease as he swirled his knob in her dripping gash. And just when she thought she'd die from her lust to possess it, the shaft began another surge forward, filling her longing pussy to capacity and satisfying the urgency in her body.
"Oh… hh… mmmm!" she cried, sending her legs up and over his hips in one swift move, then bringing her heels down hard on his ass to lock his cock deep inside her burning cunt. The thick column of meat drove deep into her fuck-hole and seemed to force the very air out of her lungs.
Art's chest came down on hers, flattening her aching tits beneath the weight, while his open mouth covered hers, their tongues dueling for possession of her mouth. She dug her long nails into his back, tearing at him in her panic to breathe, and gagging on the sensation that his huge cock was coming up the back of her throat to meet his whipping tongue in her mouth.
Laura didn't feel his hand slip under her ass until his finger poked at her asshole. She was already riding the peak of excitement, and didn't need or want another. But even in her muddled, dizzy mind, she realized it was her own humping, bumping movements that was driving his finger into the tight tunnel of her ass. She was impaling herself on his finger after each thrust of her pelvis against his, which brought her down harder on the spiking digit.
"Unnnggghhh," he groaned through clenched teeth. A familiar warning that was emphasized by the increased tempo of his throbbing cock.
Laura poised, bracing herself for the impact of his first shot of cunt-quenching juice. His finger suddenly popped out of her asshole and she gulped from the surprise, but was grateful it was out, leaving her free to concentrate on the whipping, pulsing, tormenting cock in the aching tunnel of her cunt.
At first she tried holding her breath until that first volley of cunt splashed up her cunt. But it seemed to be taking him forever to set off the explosion. The gigantic tidal-wave of her orgasm was inching toward her, and she saw it clearly in her brain. She began panting faster and harder, clutching Art's body to her own and squeezing his cock with her powerful cunt muscles. The gurgling, animallike sounds she heard were coming from deep in her own throat.
"Nnnnggg! Oh! Nnnggghhh!" she cried, fighting to hold back the orgasm.
"Ahhh!" Art breathed in her ear, squeezing her clit and ass hard, at the same time shooting his hot jizz in to her anxiously waiting cunt.
The explosion came in the nick of time, allowing Laura one brief moment to taste its refreshing flood on the white-hot walls of her cunt. Then she felt the tidal-wave sweep over her and flush out onto his spitting, jerking cock. Their bodies convulsed wildly, his prick churning the combination of their juices into a thick buttery substance.
"Oh! Oh! OH!" she cried. "Harder! Harder! Oh! MMmmm…"
"Nnnngghhh," he moaned back. "You drain the sap… right out of me!"
"I love it," she sighed.
Then their bodies settled to a slow, grinding motion, giving off little squishing sounds as wet flesh slid on wet flesh, with the pace gradually slowing down to a complete stop. They remained motionless then, both bodies exhausted now. Both satisfied. Both too tired to move to a more comfortable position on the bed.
Art finally eased his weight off her and melted into the softness of the bed beside her. In the silence that followed, he began to doze off, awakened suddenly by the sensation of something slithering down his stomach and reaching for his limp cock. It was Laura's hand; he knew without opening his eyes.
"You didn't tell me about the call," she whispered.
He opened his eyes to see she had turned on her side and her pretty face was now smiling into his. He wished now that he didn't have to tell her about the call. But her big brown eyes were staring at him, alert and waiting for an answer.
"It… was another assignment," he sighed.
"Ohhh, Art," she said, pouting. "You're not going away again, are you? You just got back."
"That's the way the job goes," he answered. "I have to leave in the morning."
Laura didn't want to tell him that she had been depending on his being around to pick up the bills for a while. As long as he was already committed to the new assignment, she decided to let him just think she would miss him in bed. She did. But she was also in need of money.
Arthur Lang was the first photographer Laura had posed for; the first friend she had made when she moved to New York City; the first cock to enter her virgin cunt; and the only one she really cared about. And when Art was in town, he was able to get her modeling jobs through his contacts.
It was more difficult on her own, and she was already in debt as a result of his last trip.
But she brushed off the negative, depressing thoughts that were creeping into her head and began teasing his limp cock with featherlike touches of her finger tips. She had sent off a letter about a teaching job upstate, she reminded herself, and there was always the possibility she'd get an answer before the month was over, when she'd really be in trouble.
"I was just thinking," she said as her fingers stroked his still-damp meat. "There's a chance I'll be moving upstate and I don't know how to let you know I've given up the apartment. And you won't know how to get in touch with me when you get back."
"What the hell do you want to move upstate for?" he shot back.
"It's not definite yet. But I was thinking about trying a job as a gym teacher for a while. You know, to break up the monotony of going out on one interview after another… the disappointments, the rejection. I just felt like getting away from it all, including the city, for a little while."
"Is there anything wrong?" he asked with honest concern.
"Don't be silly. But without you here… well, I get bored."
Art stand at her pretty face, which was staring at his limp cock. It reminded him how much he missed being with her the way it was when he had his own studio in the city and they shared his apartment. It was hell, he told himself, only having this one night alone with her. Of all the women he had ever met, Laura was the only one filled with such a zest for living that everything she did seemed to be a joy to her. Even now, disappointed at the news he had just given her, she didn't let it interfere with her playful mood. Any other girl would be sulking now, he told himself.
"All I need is a new gimmick," he sighed. "A new angle, some crazy scheme, and I'm back in my own studio again. The way it was…"
"Hey! Maybe you could find a new slant in this small town," she offered.
"There's no money is small towns, doll. But you're a good photographer and you have your own equipment. See if you can come up with an angle."
"You know I'm terrible when it comes to making money. I just don't have a talent for making it, only spending it."
"Well, you take pictures anyway. When I get back, at least you'll be able to show me what the place is like."
Laura was only half listening; her tongue was licking moistness onto her full, sensuous lips and her eyes were already devouring the heavy cock drooping between Art's legs. His balls tightened painfully, as if telling him not to even consider another performance. But as her head lowered slowly, his cock throbbed with inspired lust. As Laura's head got closer to the junction of his legs, her long brown hair cascaded down his inner thighs, over his cock and groin. It sent chills through his entire body and his cock throbbed again, this time trying to lift itself to the challenge, but, unable to summon up the strength. Then her puckered lips placed a teasing peck on the mushroom-shaped cock-head, while she moved to a kneeling position between his legs.
Art was fascinated by the complete attention Laura gave his cock. Just her and the cock, he thought as he watched her intense concentration focus on his limp meat. Then her mouth swooped down to suck it into the moist heat of that cavity. Her tongue milked it longingly and he felt the blood drain from his head, leaving him slightly dizzy, as it rushed through his body to fill his cock and bring it to bloated stiffness.
For Laura, there was a special fascination in bringing Art's cock from total limpness to a full hard-on. She felt it was the best evidence of her talents and Art's true desire to possess her. Again she puckered her lips and pressed them against the puffing head of his hot meat. She heard Art moan softly. She slid her cushion-soft lips down the shaft to where her fist was clenched around it, then back up to the head. Her lips parted and she breathed the hot moisture from her mouth all over the pulsing cock-head, then licked it with the tip of her tongue, circling it over and under and around, buttering it with saliva. Back at the cock-head, her tongue found a salty taste oozing from the eye. She sucked the piss-slit for more and drew out another sampling.
The itch and spark between her legs as slowly building to a raging fire. There would be satisfaction for that, too, she told herself confidently, lifting her eyes from his cock to meet his. A warm smile curled the corners of his mouth an answer to her questioning eyes.
Without hesitating, Laura quickly engineered her legs to a position straddling his face and gently lowered her weeping cunt onto his mouth. Then she paused to wait for the heat of his open mouth to sweep over her longing cunt-lips. When his slippery wet tongue slithered out and traced a path around those panting, soft, moist, lips, she dove back down to his cock and drove it deep into her mouth, sending it all the way back to her sucking throat.
The teasing tongue on her tender, sensitive cunt-lips drove Laura to the peak of excitement. Sucking his cock didn't distract her, from concentrating on the sensations he was delivering to the pink, moist lips of her cunt. And while he continued to tantalize her with teasing pass in her slit, using the tip of his tongue, she slid a hand under his as and began tapping a sensuous tune on his whole. She knew that drove him just as wild as his teasing tongue was driving her.
Laura's firm, young legs held his head locked in a viselike grip, not allowing him to hear any sounds but her own, engulfing his face with the smell and feel of her horny cunt. The position wasn't as breath-taking as when he was on top, jamming his long thick cock down her throat, she decided. But it was nice having the freedom of movement to set her own pace. And the worn seemed to fill with the smell of sex-juices.
Suddenly Laura found herself sucking harder on his throbbing meat. She was building to an orgasm and her body was responding with convulsive, involuntary movements. It hadn't occurred to Laura that Art, too, was at the brink of a climax. Some were along the way her finger had entered his asshole, she realized now, and she drove it all the way in, a signal of what it was she wanted him to do to her cunt with his tongue. But he was breathing heavy, unable to keep his mouth open for the plunge into her pussy with his tongue. Instead she felt his mouth suck and blow into the steaming hot tunnel of her cunt, fanning the spark in there even more, bringing her to a raging inferno.
"So… mmmm… aaaahhhh," she moaned and gurgled on his mouth-filling cock.
Art answered with a muffled groan into her gushing cunt and punctuated it with a spray of cum into the back of her throat. It took Laura by surprise, gagging her momentarily. But she quickly recovered and swallowed fast and hard, just in time for the next mouth-filling shot of jizz.
The smell and taste of man-sap filled her head and she was sure her own orgasm would flush out before she could experience the thrill of having his thick, wet tongue in her craving slit. Her head was already swimming in an ocean of creamy foam and the smell was singeing the walls of her lungs. And she drank from the fountain as fast as she could, until there was nothing left to drink.
"Nnnnggghhh," she moaned, her mouth still filled with thick, stiff cock.
Then she felt his tongue part the aching, pink, lips of her cunt, stopping momentarily to sweep away the dew that had already formed there. It was a breath-taking pause, but it kept her from going over the peak of her orgasm. Then his tongue suddenly darted into the steaming-hot cavity and filled her craving cunt with shock-waves of delight. Her head was spinning at the sensation his snaking, whipping tongue was creating in the depths of her belly. And her orgasm flushed its juices on the slippery tongue that danced wildly in her cunt.
"Mmmm," to sighed with his cock still in her throat, while she covered his face with the flush of juice from her cunt, and continued sucking his cock like a child sucks its thumb. And she sucked it until his prick weakened and finally went limp.
When Laura was nestled alongside Art for a much-needed rest, she realized how much she was really going to miss him. And she finally dozed off with tears running down her cheek.



CHAPTER TWO


Wayne Bryant, vice president of Twin Oaks' only bank, chairman of the board of directors for the Twin Oaks exclusive private high school, squirmed nervously in his big swivel chair. His balls were so painfully tight, it felt like they were tucked in the top drawer of his big desk while someone was trying to close the drawer on them. And his cock hurt even more, confined to the tight prison of his jockey shorts, while blood and heat surged into the organ, fighting to lift it to a full hard-on. All this agony because he was mentally fucking the beautiful brunette sitting alongside his desk.
Bryant tried to control his anxiety and nervous twitching by telling himself that he was old enough to be her father, but her big, brown, doe like eyes and pouty red lips turned his rational thoughts to nothingness, while his brain seemed filled with steaming, mushy oatmeal. It was the innocence of her face, framed by her shoulder-length brown hair, that tortured him. Because that innocence as contradicted by her full, sensuous tits and hips that seemed to roll to the tune of "Let Me Entertain You", even as she sat properly in the visitor's chair along side his desk. And he couldn't help thinking that her long, well-turned legs were just an arm's length away, with his fingers itching to touch them, to walk up them. A slow, tantalizing finger-walk up under the short skirt of her green dress, up her thighs; up to the soft flesh of her inner thighs… He had to blink his eyes and swallow the mouthful of saliva to regain control of his thoughts as she talked about her trip up from the city.
At twenty-three, Laura Roberts had already mastered the art of body language, and she was pleased to see it working so well now. Ever since the age of seventeen she had been competing with other beautiful girls for modeling jobs. She had quickly discovered, with the help of Art Lang, the talents necessary to impress the photographers, and later the producers, when she was trying to break into show business. But with so many girls to compete with, and jobs so few and far between, she decided to give it up for a teaching job, just to get out of debt, if for no other reason.
"… this town is so beautiful," Laura was saying in her soft, velvety voice, but fully aware that he was paying more attention to her legs. "It's hard to believe it's in New York."
"We're proud of our little town," Bryant interrupted, frying to show he was paying attention. "And it's only a little over three hours drive to the heart of the Big Apple. As a matter of fact, the town has bus trips once a month for theater parties."
"I'm sure it's a wonderful place to live. But I guess I've already taken enough of your precious time, Mr. Bryant. I'd better return to the motel and let you get some work done for the bank."
Wayne Bryant gave out a nervous guffaw, wishing he didn't have to stand up now, with his cock bulging in his pants this way. But he managed to cover it as best he could with his suit jacket and walked her to the door, adding, "We'll have a decision this afternoon, Miss Roberts. The board meets at three… and I'll be in touch with you the minute we've made that decision."
"Thank you," Laura said with a big smile. "And please call me Laura. I'm really looking forward to seeing more of the town… and you, too, Mr. Bryant."
As she maneuvered her little VW back towards the motel, Laura felt certain the interview had been a success. If the decision had been Wayne Bryant's alone, she was confident she'd have the job already. But now she'd have to put her trust in his doing a good selling job for her at the directors' meeting she told herself.
It was difficult for her to put too much importance on getting the job, other than for the money involved. She wasn't thrilled at the prospects of being a gym teacher to a group of spoiled teenagers from rich families. And after a brief visit to the school, she decided that though they had money, it hadn't bought them any class. The kids were brats, she told herself, and the faculty had to pamper them. There was very little discipline in the school and that made the job even less attractive.
Back at the motel, Laura slipped into an old pair of leotards and tried to get interested in one of the two television stations the town had to offer. It didn't work and she was soon bored and lonely. But she forced herself to wait for the phone call that would either send her back to the city or move her onto the campus the following morning. The television set droned on and on.
When the knock on the door came, it was the best sound Laura had heard since she checked into the room. At least it meant the world outside was still alive and breathing. She rushed to open the door and was taken back by the sight of Wayne Bryant standing there with a sheepish grin on his face.
"I… errr… thought I… errrr… would give you the… er… news in person," he stammered, shifting nervously from one foot to the other. "And I brought a little bubbly to celebrate."
"Then… I got the job?" she said excitedly. It was a reflex reaction that sent her arms around his neck, and once there required that she give him a little kiss on the cheek. "Come on in. I thought I'd die waiting for an answer. You're so thoughtful to come in person like this."
Quickly, Wayne followed Laura into the sparsely furnished room, closing the door behind him, after a glance out to see if anyone had seen him. It was a married man's nervous reflex. He set the bottle of champagne on the dresser and turned to deliver the speech he had labored over before making up his mind to give her the news in person. At the time, it had seemed terribly important. But now his mouth was cotton-dry and his voice failed him.
Laura smiled at him. She saw his eyes devouring her body, his jaw hanging limp and his hands fumbling nervously. A glance past him, into the mirror over the dresser, reflected her own image in the tight leotards. That her nipples were fizzed-out straight didn't surprise her, since she had felt them build with excitement. What did surprise her was the fact that the black material of her leotards had been washed so thin, it was much more revealing than she was aware of. She realized he could see the pink nipples and smooth white flesh of her fully developed, pear-shaped tits, even though she were standing before him naked. And even though she couldn't see herself below the waist in the mirror, she was sun now that his eyes couldn't miss the dark triangle of her cunt-hair.
"I… I… just don't know how to thank you," she lied. But before he could say anything, she pressed tight against him again, kissing him on the mouth this time. And that familiar bulge in his pants, nestled comfortably at the junction of his legs, told her all she wanted to know.
Laura suddenly felt very close to him, felt very warm and needed. She felt an aching for him suddenly rise from nothing and swell into a rapid crescendo of desire. She merely looked at him; that simple act was enough.
He grabbed her and swept her the short distance to the bed. His lips locked on hers; his tongue probed the moistness of her mouth; his teeth rubbed hard against hers in the fast firmness of their intense embrace. Laura's reply was swift and pointed; her own tongue snaked between his teeth, pushed hard against his. Her arms damped together behind his back, and she rubbed her cunt lewdly against his pulsing hard-on. The two of them suddenly ached to be totally naked.
Laura tried to slow herself, to ease her frantic impatience just a little, but it was useless; Wayne's very touch made her burn for his cock. Just the feel of his hard-on against her smooth soft flesh sent rippling chills of desire through her body. Her nipples were firm and jutting; she could feel them tenderly poking the taut fabric of her leotard. The garment felt suddenly very tight and constrictive, and she yearned for Bryant's fingers to strip it from her eagerly waiting body.
Still locked as if in combat, they wiled together on the bed, first rising then falling. His lips left the sweetness of her mouth and traced a path of warm kisses across her cheek to her neck, as his hand crept up the long, smooth length of her cloth-covered thigh. Teasingly, fully aware of her gnawing passion, he eased his fingers closer to the soft, hair-lined cleft of her cunt. She was moaning audibly now, barely able to breathe.
Wayne gripped the taut elastic material of her leotard at the smooth curve of her shoulder, hooked the thin cotton in his tightened palm and slowly peeled the clinging garment from her trembling body. The fabric stretched first over the slope of her left shoulder.
Laura sat still, breath coming in fast, heaving swallows, waiting for him to strip her naked, to leave her totally nude and vulnerable, totally surrendered to his wanton desires and her own.
Wayne turned to the other shoulder, and with a stretch of the tight black material, her shoulders were both naked, the leotard creased across the unblemished ivory smoothness of her chest. Just where the garment began, where it still covered her youthful nudity, he could see the swells of her proudly jutting, voluptuously rounded young tits. The deep tempting cleavage between them edged up past the two soft hills and extended beyond the top of the leotard. His fingers touched her bare chest, probed downward into the soft warm furrow of her tits.
His eyes anxiously awaiting the revealing of her ripe full nakedness, Bryant pulled her leotard down over the soft, yielding mounds of her tits and over the smooth flat expanse of her belly, stopping only at the ridges of her trim hips. Her tits escaped the confines of the tight garment and popped free, quivering at the first gush of cool air across her pink, crinkly nipples. Each of his opened palms caressed her naked tits, squeezed her hardened nipple-tips playfully, paused as a chill of wicked excitement raced down his spine to his hard cock.
"Oh, please hurry. Strip me naked," she breathed. "I want to be naked for you, please hurry."
Her eyes were closed, her lips now dry with growing eagerness. She sat motionless, her teeth slightly bared by her half-parted lips. Bryant grabbed the leotard, and with it the taut elastic waistband of her dark tights, and with a sharp tug, yanked the two down over the curving edge of her hips. The first wispy traces of pussy-hair came into his view. He tugged again, and she was totally nude, all her naked young womanhood sprawled invitingly, tauntingly, over the bed.
Laura's fingers touched the tips of her eagerly heaving tits, lifted the ripe full mounds like fruit and offered the twin pink nipples to him. "Hurry! I can't wait any longer! Hurry!"
Wayne Bryant didn't waste any time getting undressed; his clothes fell in a heap beside the bed, as he totally disregarded his usual habit of neatness in his eagerness to fuck her. And then she was stretched naked beneath his weight, her tits crushed under the strong hard pectorals of his chest, her moist, hungry lips locked in fierce combat with his, her probing tongue wormed between his teeth.
Laura was so horny she thought she'd die if he didn't get his cock into her aching cunt soon. Her butt lifted nearly off the pillow beneath the curve of her ass-cheeks; her long, supple legs twisted together in a death-grip behind Bryant's back. Between the warm flesh of her inner thighs, his long, hard cock lay nestled against her damps, hair-fringed gash, pulsing into the soft, moistened lips of her eager cunt.
Laura kissed him again and again, biting his lips, sucking his tongue into her own hungry mouth, urging him on: "Please! Please fuck me now!"
He rocked off her for a second, lifted his weight from her naked, squirming body. Laura responded to her cue instantly. With a quick movement, she reached down and grabbed the hard, pulsating length of his cock. Her fingers locked around the lust-swollen shaft and aimed it perfectly. Laura shivered from the tips of her bare, curled toes to the hairs on the back of her neck at the feel of the hard cock-head against her drooling cunt-mouth. The blood-filled head of his cock pushed between her pussy-lips, entering with a wet sucking sound as she ravenously pulled him into her.
"Ohhhh, yes! It's in! Fuck me hard! Now! Now!"
In that moment, as the thick, mushroom-shaped head of his cock, burrowed between the walls of her cunt, Laura realized she hadn't gotten fucked in over three weeks. The throbbing meat was more welcome now than the news he delivered. And she concentrated on the burning, filling, delicious sensation creeping up, up, up into her belly and beyond, until it would finally reach her brain. Her hips rolled gently as she sucked the hot, pulsing meat deeper and deeper into her flaming cunt.
For Wayne Bryant, the young girl devouring his cock in the moist, sucking mouth of her hot cunt was a dream-come-true. The middle-aged banker had very little chance of satisfying his constant fantasies about seducing beautiful young girls like Laura. Not in the small town of Twin Oaks, where everyone knew what everyone else was doing. But it was an even greater victory for him today, because he had convinced the other four members of the board that Miss Roberts was better suited for the teaching job than their choice. It had been a proud moment for him, standing his ground as he did and getting his way. He never expected the reward she was now giving him to be delivered the very same day, although he had had hopes of collecting it in the near future.
Laura gasped and groaned, gurgling little animal-lust sounds deep in her throat as she eagerly thrust her horny cunt up to receive his pistoning cock. His mouth sucked hungrily on her tit, his hand feeding more and more of the aching mound into his mouth, and lifting her to the peak of excitement. Her little ass bounced and bucked fiercely as she sought to release her orgasm on his ballooning, puffing, cunt-stretching cock.
"Mrnmmm! More! Give me more cock!" she cried, trying to get over the peak of her orgasm and release the flood of juices building inside her cunt. "Unnnggghhh! I love it! Harder! Fuck me harder! Nnngggghhh! More!"
Bryant felt his balls tighten, ready to give up the hot jizz churning within. There was nothing he could do to keep from popping his wad. It was her lusty cries that made the chore impossible. Her grinding hips and sucking cunt were enough to endure without exploding, but her pleading cries for more of his prick were triggering the explosion in his painfully tight balls.
The first spray of his fuck-juice on the white-hot walls of her cunt took Laura by surprise. She jolted stiff, pausing to absorb the delicious sensation of his jizz, then found she was at the summit… beginning the breath-taking free-fall down. His big cock fired again and again, each spray of cum thrilling her and causing her body to convulse uncontrollably, while answering his grunts and groans with her own screeches of delight.
Then the room was silent, their exhausted bodies coming to rest in a tangle of sweaty flesh. He was grateful for the fact that she was in no hurry for him to pull out, not like his wife, who was always so anxious to get his cock out of her cunt and then run off to the bathroom. But not Laura. Her mushy cunt was still gently squeezing and massaging his cock as they waited for their breathing to return to normal again.
Words! What words does a man use at a time like this, to tell a woman that he's grateful? Wayne asked himself as their eyes met. The soft smile and dreamy look in her eyes completely escaped his comprehension that nothing needed to be said.
And he had no way of knowing that at this very same moment, she was wondering if she hadn't just fucked herself out of a job.
They lay perfectly still long after it was over; his heavy weight should have crushed her, but she hardly felt it as they lay together, still entwined from their frantic fucking. Both their bodies were sweat-soaked, and the chill of the night was beginning to make itself felt on their naked skin. Somewhere down the chain of connected motel rooms a door slammed. Laura wondered if anyone heard her cries when she screamed in blood swirling agony at the peak of her orgasm. But it didn't matter; anyone at the motel during this off-season time of year was either a territory salesman, or a couple there for the same fun they had just enjoyed, she told herself.
"How about some of that champagne?" Bryant asked in a soft whisper.
"Mmmm… sounds like a great idea," she purred. "You stay here. I'll get it."
Laura wriggled from beneath him, still stark naked, and hurried to the bathroom to get the plastic tumblers from the sink. The room was really beginning to feel cold and damp now, she realized, and pause to turn on the baseboard heater. As she bent, with her ass facing Bryant, his eyes devoured the smooth, white, globes of ass-flesh; in his mind's eye he could see the winking little asshole in the deep crevice and his mouth suddenly filled with saliva as he longed for the taste of that, too.
That this beautiful young girl could move about so naturally in the nude totally amazed Wayne Bryant. She wasn't the least bit self-conscious about her body or the fact that his eyes ogled every inch of her. After twenty-five years of marriage, he had forgotten the grace and beauty of the naked female form. Even in his fantasies he didn't imagine his young girls would move about like this, but then his make-believe girls were always shy and timid, needing a great deal of coaxing to do everything he longed for. Thinking about someone like Laura would have made the fantasy too unbelievable for him to accept.
"There!" she said, handing him a half-full tumbler of champagne and kneeling one knee on the side of the bed. "Let's make a toast…"
"Yes!" he cut her off. "I propose a toast to the most beautiful, wonderful, delightful… There just doesn't seem to be enough words… To you, Miss Roberts. A dream…"
Laura reached out her hand and lifted his drink to his lips, to put an end to his clumsy speech. The very thought that she had wrapped him so completely around her little finger was the best reward he could give her. It was hard to believe the sudden change her life had taken in such a short time. If this was the way she affected a dignified, respected member of the community, she began to wonder how long it would take her to own the whole town. Her thoughts wandered off in that direction, while she remained beside the bed, with one foot on the floor and one knee on the bed, her eyes staring into space. And in that dreamlike state, which only lasted a few brief moments, she felt as though she had found Utopia.
Then she felt Bryant's fingers gently comb through the damp hairs of her pussy and she looked down just as his lips came in contact with the cool, white flesh of her ass. She watched with fascination as he lavishly covered her ass with wet kisses, then knelt on the bed to give him better access to the tingling skin of her butt. This display of insatiable hunger for her body sent chills up and down Laura's spine. The mirror on the wall was just low enough to reflect the scene on the bed, giving her a tremendous ego-trip as she watched the pained expression on his face as he tried to satisfy his appetite on the smooth white meat of her rump.
This was the first time Laura had been with a man who was so devoted to her body. The others, she reasoned, were constantly exposed to beautiful women and were less impressed. They would be more inclined to tell a girl to get down and ream their assholes than kiss the girl's ass, which made Bryant's thirst for her so enjoyable. In addition, she liked the hot; wet, slobbering mouth on her cool, firm ass-flesh; it gave her chills one minute and pangs of delight the next.
"I could eat you all up, Laura," he gasped between kisses.
"Oh, Mr. Bryant, you say the nicest things," she cooed, watching him in the mirror. He had paused to catch his breath and was eyeing the deep crack between the globes of flesh. There was a look of indecision on his face. "You certainly know how to make a girl tinge all over," she sighed, hoping to help him make the decision to go further. "Mmmmm… I just love your kisses back there."
Then she saw his face move towards her ass again. His lips puckered and she felt the warm, moist kiss settle at the top of her crack.
"Mmmmmm…" she purred, hoping to encourage him to go on.
And his lips moved lower, planting another puckered kiss in the crack. This time she felt his nose nestle in the crack where he had placed the first kiss; his hot breath swept down the sensitive crease, making her want more. His nose traveled down, tucked in the crack of her ass, breathing flames of delight into the deep valley, as he kissed her again. The next kiss was in the area of her little butthole, hidden deep in the crevice, which created a desperate longing in her. She wanted him to spread the globes of her ass apart and kiss the ultra-sensitive skin at the base of the crack, giving her asshole a hot, moist kiss.
Laura could tell by his short, fast breaths that her ass was setting him on fire, too. She wanted to tell him what to do, to tell him to spread the cheeks of her ass and kiss her shitter. But she couldn't do that, she told herself. All she could do was wait and hope he'd do it on his own. The time to give orders was back when he was on fire and mindless.
"Your ass is delicious," he moaned, sitting back now, but not taking his eyes off the exposed of ass-flesh.
"And it's all yours," she whispered, frantically searching for the right words that would send him back to it, without sounding as though she were giving him orders. "Your kisses make me feel so alive… so good all over. I just love it!"
"You mean… you don't think I'm an old fool?" he asked in a soft, sheepish voice. That's what his wife called him when he first tried kissing her ass, and he never tried again.
"Absolutely not!" she chirped back. "On the contrary. It's the sexiest thing I've ever known."
"Then… you don't mind…?"
"Don't be silly. I love it. I'd… I'd love it even more… if…"
"Yes?" he asked eagerly.
"I'd love it even more… if you'd spread the cheeks apart and kiss it again."
Without hesitating, his hands gripped the balls of her ass and tore them in opposite directions, exposing the little blinking eye he was so anxious to see. Then his lips pressed against her crack, and, beginning at the top, he kissed a path down to the butthole, every kiss driving Laura up the wall of another orgasm.
When she felt his lips on her asshole, Laura screeched with delight. She lowered her hands to the bed then, bending on hands and knees to give him all of her ass he wanted, with her legs spread wide.
"Ah… mmmm," Laura moaned when the tip of his nose poked into the little bud of her asshole. "Owwww… it feels so good… please kiss it again…oh! I love it! Blow on it… wow! Crazy! Mmmmm… Oh! Mr. Bryant!"
The shock of his open mouth coming down on pulsing, burning shitter brought her to the peak of an orgasm in one breathtaking sweep. Then she gasped for air and held it in her screaming lungs to see what he would do next.
He sucked! And the air in her lungs seemed to be drawn right down through her body and out her asshole. In the next instant she felt his slippery, wet tongue snake into the dry heat of her shit chute, licking flames of bliss through her body and consuming her mind with its ecstasy. The floodgates to her orgasm bunt open, releasing the tidal-wave of juices into her already sopping-wet cunt.
"Oh! Oh! OH!" she cried over and over, squeezing and releasing his tongue with the strong muscles of her asshole, while he pressed the snaking serpent deeper and deeper, up, up, up her sucking shitter, until she thought her mind was going to explode.
With startling suddenness, he snapped his tongue out of the tight hole, leaving it blinking with surprise, and drove his thick cock into her mushy cunt. His belly slammed against her butt and without warning he delivered his load into the depths of her cunt. When he had squeezed out the last drop of jizz, he withdrew his cock quickly and began to slip into his clothes. It was getting late and he was a bundle of nerves, anxious now to get home to his wife before she got suspicious. And Laura sent him off with a weak smile of appreciation, without getting up from the bed.
Later, after she had showered and climbed into bed for the night, she wrote a brief letter to Art, giving him her new address and a description of the town. Wayne Bryant had changed her outlook toward the job and she was now, filled with enthusiasm.
She was looking forward to moving into the furnished, three-room apartment that came with the job. While it wasn't the most attractive apartment she had ever lived in, it was the first one to be on ground level, with its own entrance, lawn, private walk and even her own little garden. Now New York City was completely out of her mind and she only had thoughts for her own cozy apartment in the country.
And she was also looking forward to visits, from time-to-time, from Wayne Bryant and his delicious, eager ass-tickling tongue.



CHAPTER THREE


During the first week on campus, Laura was too occupied with getting adjusted to her new job and settling into her new apartment, to give any thought to Wayne Bryant. At the end of each day she was physically drained from the exercises of her five physical-education classes. To get the students to exercise, she had to exercise. When she stopped, they stopped, regardless of her instructions to continue. And the mental drain was almost as fatiguing as the physical work.
Since the high school only had a little over three hundred students, there was only one physical education teacher. That meant Laura Roberts was also responsible for the boys' gym classes. She never had any trouble handling men, but teenage boys presented an altogether different challenge.
"Excuse me, Miss Roberts," from a faceless, uncooperative student. "When you bend over like that, I get a hard-on." Laughter from the class. "And when I get a hard-on, I can't bend at all!"
There was no controlling the laughter and noise after something like that, she realized. And the comments came from everywhere, while Laura had to face the class with nothing but a stem look on her face to bring them back to order.
"I read that fucking was the best exercise of all!"
"Why don't you teach us that exercise, Miss Roberts?"
Then the class would chant, "One… two… three…fuck… one… two… three… fuck…"
The most frustrating part was that she couldn't admit to the principal that she lacked the ability to bring discipline to her classes, and the other teachers, just shrugged their shoulders when she tried to get their advice on the matter. It was obviously a problem they all faced and did the best they could, she decided. Then the words they were all quick to remind her of went through her head: You can use any disciplinary measures you wish, as long as the student doesn't write home to complain to his parents. For the money they pay, they shouldn't have to hear complaints about the faculty!
With that as her only guide, Laura decided to simply endure the frustrations until she had time to develop her own technique for bringing them under control. Meanwhile, the girls only gave her a handful of individuals that would just not do the exercises, with the simple statement, "I don't feel like it." But most of the girls were envious of Laura's voluptuous, firm figure and were anxious to follow her instructions to develop their own bodies.
By the third week, Laura was frustrated, depressed and so fatigued, that she was beginning to think she had made a big mistake taking the job in the first place. It was at the end of one of the boys' swimming classes that her irritability reached its limits and she got into an argument with one of the most rebellious boys.
It was her last class on Friday. The rest of the class had left the swimming pool and obediently filed into the locker room, while she was still scolding Edward Klinger, the most arrogant boy she had ever seen. Right in the middle of her tongue-lashing, he suddenly turned from her, stormed off to the door of the locker room and slammed it in her face.
Laura was furious. She stared at the door to their safe haven and felt team coming to her eyes. Her body was trembling with anger and there was nothing she could about it now that he was in the boys' locker room. She was about to storm off to her office and have a good cry, when something in her head sent her towards the locker door. She opened the lock with her pass-key and walked in. She could hear their laughter and voices over the noise of the running showers as she marched boldly down the rows of lockers.
"Hey!" cried the first naked boy to see her.
"You can't come in here!" said another.
"Who says I can't?" Laura snapped back, pleased now as they cowered away, hying to cover their nakedness. She eyed the group scornfully, not quite sure what she was going to do or say now that she was there. She finally said, "Come over here, Klinger."
The boy reluctantly stepped forward, his hands dropped in front of him to offer some modesty. "I'll get you fired for this!" he blurted out.
"Perhaps," she answered in a calm, soft voice. "But job or not, no one slams a door in my face. And now that I'm here, I've discovered a very interesting fact. The bigger the mouth… the smaller the sex equipment!"
The boy blushed from head to foot, while his classmates howled and laughed behind him. And Laura felt flushed, too, not knowing what caused her to say something like that. Then she was suddenly very conscious of the dangling cocks of the thirty boys in the class. As her eyes scanned the display of jiggling pricks, they locked on the longest, fattest cock she had ever seen. It belonged to the boy they called "Moose".
An idea flashed into her head and she said, "I'd like to see you in my office… errrr… Moose. The rest of you just remember that I won't tolerate anymore nonsense in my classes." Then she turned and left.
So many thoughts were rushing through her head as she entered the small office between the boys' and girls' locker rooms, that she almost felt intoxicated from the light-headed, dizzy feeling it gave her. Then she hated herself for not thinking of the idea sooner, when it was such an obvious way of dealing with the unruly boys. All she needed was someone big enough to enforce her commands; someone from the class that the others would listen to without question; someone who couldn't get fired for his actions. And she had just picked the most likely candidate. He was far from being the brightest boy in the class, but he was certainly the biggest, most powerful-looking boy in the whole school.
"OH!" She let out a startled screech as Moose entered the office without a stitch of clothing. She knew now that she'd have to be much more explicit when giving him instructions. It was just fortunate she hadn't told him to meet her in the larger office in the gym, she told herself, or he'd have had to walk through the halls this way.
"You wanted to see me?" he asked in a timid but husky voice.
"Yes… but I didn't mean that way. You could have gotten dressed first."
"Oh. I wasn't sure."
"Well, it doesn't matter now. This will only take a minute. I'm afraid I only know your nickname. What's your real name?"
"Benjamin Brock," he answered, adding quickly, "They make fun of my initials and call me names I don't like, but 'Moose' isn't a bad as 'BB Brain'… or 'Ball Buster' and stuff like that."
"Well, I'll just call you Ben. Is that all right?"
"Yeah! Hardly anybody calls me that… except my mother."
Laura eyed the 6'3" boy and began to have doubts about whether he was capable of carrying out simple orders without hurting someone. From her sitting position behind the desk, he certainly appeared to be a towering giant, she thought. And she tried to keep her eyes from lingering on his huge cock.
"All right, Ben," she began, staring don at the top of her desk to keep from seeing his giant meat, "I'd like you to be my assistant… you know, helper. When I tell the class to do something, you'd help me to it they obeyed. Do you think you'd like to do that?"
"Yeah! I've never been promoted before. But I bet I could do it."
"I'm sure you can," Laura said, smiling up at him then. She felt her nipples harden and hoped he couldn't see them protrude in her bra and white body suit that was stretched so tight to her form. "How old are you, Ben?"
"Eighteen," he mumbled. "But I started school kinda late."
Laura felt a strange aching sensation in her body. There was some animallike quality about him that kept her from sending him off, even though she was finished. He reminded her of a big, powerful but cuddly bear. She had the urge to give him a big hug, but realized it wouldn't look right with him all naked.
"Do you have a girl friend?" she asked, getting up and moving to a sitting position on the front corner of the desk.
"Naw… I guess I'm too shy… and I don't talk too good when I'm around girls."
"Do you like girls?"
"Sure. But they always run away if I try to touch them… or get friendly."
"Well, if you're a good boy and you help me as my assistant, I'll help you with the girls. Would you like that?"
"You bet," he answered with a big grin.
Laura found herself running out of questions, but didn't want him to leave so soon. There was only a few feet separating her from this towering mass of naked flesh and she felt drawn to it.
"I guess that's it," she said. "Starting Monday you will be my special assistant."
"Can I go now?"
"Yes… of course. I guess you've got a lot to do now that classes are over for the week."
"Naw. I hate the weekends almost as much as I hate school days. There's nothing to do but study, or stand around watching the other kids."
"Don't you go to the dances?"
"Yeah. But I don't know how to dance. I just watch."
Laura felt sorry for the boy. His size and childlike manner probably made him the brunt of the other students' vicious jokes, she thought. She wanted to help him; she felt drawn to his plight because it was similar to her own, she realized. The student body was on one side and they were on the other, waging a losing battle as individuals.
"What you need is a hobby," she offered. "My hobby is photography. When I get bored, I just take out my cameras…" Laura's heart skipped a beat in mid-sentence. A new thought flashed through her mind and she was suddenly excited. "Would you like to pose for me sometime?" shr asked coyly.
"Yeah… I guess so."
"You'd make a wonderful model," she went on, her head spinning with thoughts of lust now. How many times had she been in his shoes? she asked herself, getting thrills from the prospects. "Yes… you have a fine physique…" She took a step closer and reached out her hand to turn him by the shoulder. The boy moved easily and willingly to her guiding touch.
"I take awful pictures," Ben said over his shoulder as she viewed his back.
"You won't be taking the pictures. I will," Laura offered, partly as a joke, while correcting his English.
The boy's total obedience and simple mind gave Laura a light-headed, intoxicating feeling. He remained motionless as she ran her small hand over his big shoulders and down his back.
"Hmmmm, fine back," she purred. Then her hands swept over the cheeks of his ass and she said, "Yes… you have fine, smooth, blemish-free bottom… excellent. Would you bend over please?"
She sounded more like a doctor than a woman to Ben, and he bent forward. Laura's hands trembled as she reached out and spread the tails of ass-meat apart. Now she understood the thrill she must have given many photographers, she thought as she stared at his blinking asshole. They would have poked their finger into hers, but she didn't poke hers into his little shitter.
"Fine," she said softly, releasing the mounds of flesh. Then she readied out a hand and gently guided him by the arm to face her again.
It gave her a wicked thrill, the way he simply did she said. He didn't question any of it. In her own case, she knew in advance that the photographer was simply testing her cooperativeness. If she wanted the job bad enough, he could put her through those paces and finally get around to fucking her.
That Moose's cock remained limp puzzled her. She wondered if the huge slab of meat was incapable of functioning normally. Her hand automatically reached for the cock and she lifted it in her palm, amazed at its weight. Then she bent slightly, reached out her other hand and weighed the big wrinkled sac that dangled from the base of his cock.
"You're hung just fine," Laura said, releasing his balls but still fining his cock as she straightened to look him in the face. "Would you like to pow for me?"
"Sure," he said, suddenly swallowing hard to fight off the havoc her small, dainty hand on his cock was creating.
Just as Laura was about to release his prick, she felt a rumble inside it and squeezed lighter. He gulped at that. The big tube began to throb and fill with the hot blood of an erection. Laura stroked it with her fist and the huge cock sprang up at her.
"Now don't be embarrassed," she said softly when he moaned with discomfort. "There's nothing wrong with what's happening inside you. And I'd like to see it swell up anyway. It's all part of being a photographer…"
But when she managed to take her eyes off the enormous prick to look in his face, his eyes were clamped tightly closed and he was gritting his teeth. Laura smiled at his childlike behavior and opened her fist, then slid her palm up and down the underside of the vein-popping cock. Her fingers flitted around the ballooning prick-head and down to the base, for a tantalizing trip around his balls.
"Unnnggghhh," he moaned at the teasing touch of her dancing fingers.
"Have you ever been with a girl?" Laura asked.
"Oh… no!" he gulped.
"Then what do you do when it gets hard like this?"
"Ahhh… errrr… sometimes… I… errrr…"
"Do it by hand?" she offered helpfully.
"Yeah…" he answered, blushing all over. He opened his eyes to see if she was shocked by his confession. But she smiled at him and his heart pounded faster.
Laura felt the crotch of her white body suit dampen with the warm juice escaping from her drooling cunt. She released his cock and slipped over to the door to lock it. Just a precaution, she told herself. She had no intention of letting him stretch her cunt out of shape with that enormous cock, she decided, but wanted the satisfaction of seeing it explode. And the boy was such a wonderful subject for her improvised games.
"All right, Ben. Let's see how you do it with your hand," she said, with a hint of command in her voice.
"Awww… I couldn't do that," he moaned with embarrassment.
"Of course you can. Go ahead. Just relax and pump your pecker for me."
Moose reached down reluctantly, fisted his cock and jerked it several times for her. Though his eyes were devouring Laura's voluptuous body, outlined so well in her body suit, he wasn't up to the task she wanted him to perform. It was too embarrassing for him to jack off with her watching, he told himself. And he felt his hard-on weaken.
"It's just no good," he moaned apologetically. "I just can't stand here and jack off with you watching me."
"Please?" Laura asked with a soft, flirtatious voice. "I'll even help you. How's that?"
"Well?"
"Here… let me stroke it and you just think about how nice it feels."
Laura stroked the underside of his thick cock with her open fingers. She felt the big vein there throb and watched his big prick stand higher, with a drop of cream oozing from the eye of the ballooning head. The feel and smell of his cock was beginning to build a fire between her legs, but she put all thoughts of taking on his over-sized cock out of her head. Instead she concentrated on lighting the fuse that would explode this giant stick of dynamite, and only wished she had her camera to record the event. But she would the next time, she told herself, excited at the thought of photographing Moose with his gigantic cock spraying huge wads of cum into the air.
After what seemed like a terribly long time, she began to wonder if she could bring the boy's balls to an eruption. She knew, from past experience, that her featherlike touches and deft toying with his cock and balls would bring a normal man to a climax in half the time, but from the tempo of his throbbing cock, she realized she was nowhere near getting it to fire the load in his balls.
"You work it, Ben," she whispered, seizing his hand and bringing it back to his dick. "You pump it for me and I'll try to give you some inspiration."
"I don't think it'll work," he groaned, losing interest now that her dainty hands were no longer toying with his prick.
"Do you like my tits?" Laura asked, ignoring his comment.
"Oh, yes!"
"Mmm… I'll bet you'd shoot your load if I let you have a peek."
Without waiting for an answer, she began a sensuous strip-tease before him, squirming and wiggling until she had the top of the body suit down to her waist, with only her thin white bra containing her nipple-quivering jugs. His eyes grew wider and his jaw dropped farther with every move she made. Then she released the firm, pear-shaped tits from the prison of her bra. She thought his knees were going to buckle when the pink-tipped knockers sprang into view.
Her cunt was creaming furiously at the sight of his longing eyes and mouth. She stepped up to him and pressed her rock-hard nipples against his arm, tantalizing him even more. Pangs of guilt suddenly ran through her head as she tried to understand her motives for this wanton tease she was putting on for him. She couldn't understand why she was putting him through such an ordeal. But even as she sought an answer, she continued her tantalizing game, lifting a throbbing, aching tit with her hand and offering it to his drooling mouth.
The boy lowered his head to capture the treat. And when his hot, moist lips sipped on the quivering nipple, Laura gently hand-fed the smooth, white tit-flesh into his salivating mouth.
"Keep pumping it," she whispered in his ear.
As his mouth sucked an imaginary nourishment from her aching breast, Laura began to get an insight into why she was so intrigued with teasing and tantalizing him. She was driven on by his inexperience and innocent reactions, she realized. It was her first encounter with a virgin male and she was burning with a lust to see him squirm in agony as she taught him his first lessons.
But just as she thought the reason for her actions was her hunger to see the boy's reaction to his first encounter with her body, she realized the juice oozing from her cunt into the crotch of her tights was the result of a more basic lust. She was excited, too. She wanted a release just as much as he did, she realized now.
"Mmmmm… you're such a sweet boy," she purred as he sucked her tit. "And since you do everything I say, I'm going to take off the rest of my clothes for you. Would you like that?"
"Ohhh… yeahhhh," Moose sighed, suddenly jerking his cock at a faster tempo.
"But you have to do exactly what I tell you to do. All right?"
"Anything!"
"You can stop pumping your meat then. We'll take care of that later."
Stepping back, Laura wiggled and pushed her body suit, along with her white pantyhose, down to the point just above her beaver. Then she turned her back to him and, watching his expression over her shoulder, slid the garments over her ivory smooth, white globes of her ass. His cock throbbed and jerked on its own now as she quickly dropped the garments to her ankles and stepped out of them.
"Have you ever seen a girl's pussy?" she asked over her shoulder.
"Only in magazines," he gulped.
Laura turned her head so he wouldn't see her giggle at the pale, faint expression on his face. Then she slowly turned to exhibit her cunt to his gawking eyes.
"There!" she said excitedly. "Now you've had your first look at a real girl… all naked. And as time goes on, you'll learn all there is to know about girls… so you won't be shy and timid around girls your own age. But I think you've had enough for one day now. However, there's one thing you can do… if you want to, of course… and that's just to give me a little kiss… right between the legs. Would you like to do that?"
"Nnnnngggghhh!" he groaned, fisting his cock and jerking it back and forth fiercely, his eyes never leaving the soft, brown patch of her pussy-hair. "Nnnnggg…"
Laura's eyes grew wider now as the huge cock whipped back and forth in the boy's hand. The mushroom-shaped knob puffed bigger and bigger, with a thick, creamy sap oozing from the eye of it. Her mind screamed at her to grab his big cock, stuff it in her aching cunt, and let him fuck the hell out of her. But she was mesmerized by his performance and remained motionless. Then the first shot of thick jizz shot from his cock-head and smacked against the front of the desk just missing her. She watched in awe as the giant prick spit again and again, filling the room with the thick, breath-taking aroma of hot cum.
When the boy had pumped out the last drop of cum from his stiff fuck-stick, Laura felt weak all ever and had to sit on the edge of the desk to keep from falling. She realized now that she had made a mistake in not getting Moose to fuck her. It would surely be the biggest earthquake her body had ever known, she told herself.
Her mind was still swimming with thoughts of his giant cock erupting, when he stepped up to her and got don on his hands and knees. Her mind was so muddled, she stared at him as though she didn't know what he was going to do. Then she felt his warm mouth press tight against her bloated gash, and she snapped back to the present.
"Mmmmm… Ben… you're such a nice boy," she purred, spreading her lop wider so he could really get at her cunt. She saw his eyes examine the pink, moist, puckered cunt-lips with a slight look of apprehension. "Kiss it, Ben. Quickly. Don't stare at it. Kiss it. OH! That's good."
His moist lips pressed against her burning gash and Laura was driven wild with lust. She felt his nose miffing at her gushing cunt juice and hoped it wouldn't offend him. As a precaution, she wrapped her hands around his head and pulled him tighter into her cunt. But her fears were unnecessary, because she felt his mouth open over the mouth of her cunt and a suctioning sensation filled her scrambled mind. It was more than she had hoped for! she realized, panting faster now and knowing her climax was at hand.
The touch of the tip of his wet tongue on those soft, sensitive, aching, burning labes sent electrifying shocks through her body. The surprise also held her teetering on the brink of releasing her orgasm until she knew what else his lustful mouth had in store for her.
"Unnn…" she gasped, feeling the tip slither up and down her juicy slit. "Aaaggghhh!" when he found her clit and toyed with it. "Oh, Ben, you're wonderful! Your kisses are divine… but… stick your tongue in, Ben… stick it in my pussy, Ben… please?"
The boy's mouth sucked and his tongue danced over, around and between the pouting lips of her cunt, but he continued to avoid sticking his tongue in her sucking cunt-tunnel. It was driving her wild with anticipation. Her orgasm was getting impossible to hold back any longer, she realized with alarm. But she didn't want it to explode before she had the thrill of feeling his tongue plunge into her burning cunt-hole.
"PLEASE!" she pleaded. "Tongue it just a little!"
The slippery serpent slowly, cautiously slipped between the inflamed lips, as though testing the steaming heat of the velvety soft tunnel. His tongue sampled the dew from the walls of her burning cunt, driving her frantic for a decision as to whether he liked it or not. She hung, suspended in nothingness, as he tasted and swallowed her cunt-cream. Her legs managed to get up and over his shoulders during the interlude and she squeezed his head tight against the steaming mouth of her cunt.
"Stick your tongue in, Ben," she coaxed in a soft whisper. "It feels so good inside rue. Don't you want to make me feel good? Just a little bit, Ben… and just for a second…"
Then she felt his tongue part the ultra sensitive labes again. It inched slowly into her drooling fuck-hole, a little deeper, and totally unconcerned for her urgent need to possess it. Deeper. It was certainly a fat tongue, she told herself as she waited breathlessly.
"Just… a… little… more," she gasped, poised now for the flush of her juices and an end to the agony.
Suddenly his tongue lunged forward, snaking up her cunt-hole until she thought it was touching the back of her brain.
"Oh! Ahhhh! Nnnnnggghhh! Harder, harder! More! Harder! More! I got it! I got it! Ohhhh, I'm coming! Coommmiinnggg! Aaaiieeeu!"
His tongue lashed around her hole, sweeping the flushing juices from the walls of her cunt as fast as they formed. And Laura felt the waves of her orgasm sweeping over his tongue, one after another, losing count as she rode the breath-taking roller coaster of lust.
"Mmmmm…" she breathed after squeezing his tongue for the last drop of enjoyment and then letting her body go limp with exhaustion. "You're a good boy, Benny."
"When will you teach me more?" he asked, licking his lips.
"We'll see," she gasped, noting the raw, red area around his mouth where her stiff cunt-hairs had rubbed so hard. "But I think we'd better get out of the school before the cleaning people come in. I'll see you on Monday."
"Yeah," he sighed, getting to his feet and eyeing her body with one last hungry look.
"And don't tell anyone about this," Laura added as he backed towards the door. "If I find out you've told anyone, I won't give you any more lessons."
"Don't worry. I won't tell anybody. They'd only laugh at me anyway. They don't believe nuthin' I tell them."
"You're a good boy," she called to Moose as he rushed out the door. Then Laura struggled to get into her clothes again. She was anxious now to get back to her apartment, to eat, shower and sink her tired body into the soft luxury of her bed.
She couldn't help thinking how brilliant her new system was going to be. The following week she would only have to select a boy and girl from each of her gym classes, she told herself, and the discipline matter would solve itself in no time.
But when she got to the apartment, it seemed terribly quiet and void of life. And she was beginning to dread the evening, meals; cooking and eating all by herself only made the apartment lonelier. Even the television didn't add anything to take her mind off the fact that when she left the school each afternoon, she stepped into a void. It gave her a good idea of what Ben was going through, and she wished she had had the foresight to invite him to her place for dinner.
Since she hadn't thought past her immediate desires when she was with the boy, she forced herself to think about the week ahead, to plan for her photo sessions with Ben and the fun she could have while doing it. She made a mental note to invite him to dinner and decided she should begin carrying her camera to school, too. It would open a vast new form of entertainment, she thought with new enthusiasm. And she knew Art would be particularly interested in the shots she could take in the girl's locker room.



CHAPTER FOUR


It was the loneliest Friday night Laura had known for a long time. She was obsessed with the thought of Ben's huge cock and how much she wanted it now. When she finally did get to sleep; she dreamt about it burning up her insides and tearing her cunt apart, frustrating her even in her dreams.
Several times during the night she awoke from the fright of the nightmares she was having. She could tell herself the whole idea was ridiculous; that his cock wouldn't stretch her cunt out of shape; that it would only satisfy her like she'd never been satisfied before. But every time she dozed off again, she'd have another nightmare about him. She finally told herself that she would soon put an end to her fear of his cock by seducing it.
She awoke earlier than usual for a Saturday and lounged around the apartment in her robe. The lint thing she did after breakfast was get out her photography equipment and check to see that she had everything she needed for her first sitting. There was a full roll of 36 exposures in her 35-mm camera, she noted, setting the camera on the tripod in the middle of the living-worn floor. Then she plugged in her electronic flash unit, to charge the batteries. The school had a small, but fully equipped darkroom, she recalled, with pangs of excitement churning inside her, making her wish she could get started at once. Her mind was spinning with the thoughts of all the possibilities her hobby offered, in and around the school.
In the middle of making a list of the supplies she would need, the doorbell rang, startling her with its unexpected intrusion. Since it was the first time the chime had been rung, she froze momentarily as though in danger. When she realized what it was, she jumped up to answer the door, but her heart was still pounding with alarm. But she was even more thrilled at the thought of having a guest, hoping on the way that it would be Ben or even Wayne Bryant.
"Edward!" she said with surprise when she saw the boy that had aggravated her since the first day she arrived.
"Can I talk to you, Miss Roberts?" Edward Klinger asked in a soft, nervous voice. It was an unusual, humble approach for the boy Laura considered the most arrogant in the school. "I… I wanted to… errrr… apologize… for what happened," he stammered.
"That's very nice of you, Edward," Laura said, clutching her terrycloth robe at the neck to keep from revealing too much of her naked tits. "I accept your apology. And I apologize for losing my temper, too. I shouldn't have stormed into the locker room the way I did."
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about," he mumbled, shifting nervously from one foot to the other as he stood outside the door.
"Oh. In that case come in," Laura said, opening the door wide and motioning with a sweep of her arm for him to enter the living room.
Laura guessed his age to be about seventeen. He was a lean boy, she noted, about an inch taller than herself and didn't pose much of a threat. Had he been built like Ben, she wouldn't have invited him in, she told herself. If a boy his size lost his temper, she'd be defenseless against his power and strength.
Laura motioned for him to have a seat in the living room, but he remained standing, with his head bowed as he summoned up the courage to tell her why he had come to talk to her. She sat on the couch, waiting patiently for him to say something, wondering what could be so important that he made this special trip and was so timid.
"I couldn't sleep last night," he said nervously. "There's no need to get upset about what happened at the pool," Laura offered. "It's all over now anyway…"
"That's not the reason I came!" he blurted out. "It's what you said… in the locker room."
"I… don't understand," she said, trying to recall what she had said in her fit of rage, but unable to remember now.
"Well… you said I had a… little… co… pri… you know… little penis!"
"I was very angry," Laura replied. "To tell the truth, I didn't remember what I said until you just mentioned it."
"That's easy for you… you're a girl! But I couldn't sleep last night worrying about it. I've never… you know, done it to a girl. Now I'm afraid when I get the chance… well… suppose she laughs?"
Laura wanted to laugh, but controlled the urge, since she realized the boy was very serious. Once again she had a tingling sensation at the thought of being face-to-face with a virgin male. Aren't girls suppose to prefer experienced men? she asked herself. I do! But for some strange reason these virgins turn me on, too!
"To be perfectly honest," she finally said, "I don't think I even saw your… private parts."
"You don't think?" he shot back. "You're the only girl that's ever seen me naked, and you don't know if you saw it?"
"Calm down, Edward," Laura said softly as the boy paced the floor, working himself into a tantrum.
"Sure… sure… but I came here to find out if there was anything wrong with me. And you can't even remember if you saw it!"
"All right!" Laura snapped back at him. "We'll settle the problem once and for all."
"How?" he asked with a dumbstruck look at. Laura got up from the couch and approached him.
"We'll check it out right here and now!"
"Huh? But…"
"Let me have your jacket," she ordered, helping him slip it off. "Come now, stop being so childish. Get out of your clothes."
"OH! Hey! I don't know…"
"Just do as I say. We'll solve this whole thing in a matter of minutes. Besides, I saw you naked anyway, remember?"
It sounded reasonable to the boy as he pulled off his sweater and undershirt with one motion. But even though she had already seen him naked, he hesitated to drop his pants.
"Let's get this over with," Laura ordered, pretending it meant nothing to her, while fighting with her pounding heart and trembling hands to gain control of the building excitement inside her. "I'll be right back," she said, leaving him standing there as she walked towards the kitchen. "Get out of those pants," she shot back over her shoulder.
It was a move to give him confidence in her motives, and at the same time it gave her time to pull herself together. Once in the kitchen, she made noises with the utensils, to show him she was really too busy for his nonsense. When she returned, he was standing in the center of the room, totally naked, but with his hands modestly covering his groin. Her heart skipped a beat when she caught sight of her camera, sitting on the tripod and aimed, as though planned, at the naked boy. Her head began to swim with all the thoughts rushing through it, all demanding instant attention and causing confusion.
She stepped before him and reached out her hands to take him by the wrists, while looking him straight in the eye. Without looking down, she separated his hands and said, "You'll have to trust me, Edward. It's difficult to correct something that was said in a fit of anger. If I examine you and tell you you're normal, you probably won't believe tell you you're not, you won't want to believe me. So I'm going to relieve your problem in such a way that it'll leave you with no lingering doubts."
"All right," he gulped.
Laura lowered her eyes quickly then and stared at his shriveled cock. "Now that didn't hurt, did it?" she asked, to break the tension.
"No," he said in a low whisper, keeping his eyes straight ahead, not daring to look down.
"Put your hands on your hips," she said, releasing his wrists. "And just trust me."
Then she stepped away quickly, looked him over and went to the camera. Before he realized what she was doing, the electronic flash flickered its light around the room.
"What the…? Hey!" he gasped.
"Turn sideways," she shot back. "Do as I say. Just trust me. It'll only take a second."
The boy turned, and the flash popped.
"There," she said, walking back to him with a smile on her face. "When you see pictures of yourself, along with pictures of other boys your age, you'll believe."
"Well, what do you think in the meantime?" he asked in a slightly more relaxed voice.
"I'll tell you in a moment. But first we'll have to see it when it's hard," she answered, reaching down and lifting his cock in the palm of her hand. "It's obvious you're very nervous, and we won't have a true picture until it's at its biggest."
The boy's limp cock rested motionless in her palm. She smiled at him coyly and bent forward, giving him a more revealing glimpse down her pink robe. His eyes widened and she knew he could see all but the very tips of her full tits now. This game she had just discovered with inexperienced boys gave her a delicious thrill. They were like slaves to her wanton impulses; afraid to move without permission; driven to insanity with desire; and not knowing what it was going to be like, when and if they got the reward they hungered for.
"I wish you'd relax," she purred softly. "It won't get hard if you're so nervous."
"I can't help it," he whimpered.
"Maybe you'd feel better if I slipped out of my robe," she sighed, as though being very patient and tolerant with him, without letting him know of her burning lust.
His limp cock slipped from her palm and slapped against his leg as she stepped away from him. She turned to slip out of the robe and tossed it on the couch, remembering the delight her ass gave Ben, when he saw the silky-smooth flesh for the first time. Then she turned and saw the boy's eyes flash wide and his cock spring upright as he feasted all at once on her naked flesh. His eyes seemed to be in a panic as they darted from her uplifted tits to her cunt-hair and back to her tits again. The feast was obviously more than his hungry eyes could consume at one sitting, she thought with growing excitement.
"Face the camera," she said, stepping behind it for another shot. "That's good. Now turn sideways… fine… very good."
"I… never… saw… anyone as beautiful as you, Miss Roberts," he said with sincerity in his voice. "Doesn't it bother you to be naked… I mean, with someone looking?"
"Not at all," she said, returning to where Edward was standing. "I guess it doesn't bother you after you've modeled for a while. Just look at you. Now that you've had your picture taken, you're not nervous any more."
"You're right!" he said with astonishment. "And I forgot all about whether it was too small, too."
Laura stepped up to him then, brushing the head of his throbbing cock with her soft pussy-hair, causing havoc in the boy's body and giving him goose-flesh from head to toe.
She smiled at him and said, "You've got nothing to be ashamed of, Edward. So just stop thinking about it."
"I wouldn't have believed anyone else, Miss Roberts. But you have a way of making a guy feel… great!"
Laura's cunt screamed to possess the throbbing meat, whose purplish knob was throbbing in her nest of pussy-hair. It would be so easy, she told herself, squirming at the touch of his cock-head just a short distance above the entrance to her cunt.
"Mmmmm… you say such nice things," she cooed, touching the tip of her rock-hard nipples against his chest. It was just enough of a touch to add more torment to his already steaming-hot lust for her. "Things could have been so much nicer, if I wasn't constantly being hassled by the boys in the class."
"No more, Miss Roberts," he said, breathing heavy now. "I promise. And I'll do my best to keep the other guys from making any trouble, too."
"I'd really appreciate that, Ed," she breathed softly. "Would you like something to drink? I have a whole pot of coffee on the stove…"
"No thank you," he gulped, not wanting to lose the thrill touching the tip of his cock.
Laura knew the lust in her body would best be served if she prolonged the waiting period. He was hers, she knew. To be taken anytime she wanted. But why rush into a fast fuck? she asked herself. The morning was still young and there were so many hours ahead before the boring weekend was over, she told herself.
"Do you like my tits!" she asked coyly, taking a step backwards and hearing him swallow a groan of agony at the lost delight of her touch.
"Yes!" he answered quickly. "They're beautiful."
"Then why don't you kiss them?" she asked with an inviting smile.
"I will!"
His eager hands sprang to the task of caressing her tits first; then he lowered his head and sipped at each quivering nipple. She watched with fascination and growing excitement as he licked her jugs, painting saliva over every smooth, tingling inch before he sucked one into his mouth. His inexperience made him handle her boobs tenderly, lovingly, not wanting to do anything wrong on his first mouth-watering taste of tit-flesh. Laura found his enormous hunger exciting and reached a hand behind his head, pulling him tight against her to stuff her aching tit into his eager mouth.
When he had finished servicing both tits with his sucking and licking, he looked up into her eyes with despair. In a hoarse whisper he announced, "I'm gonna come. I can't hold it back…"
"Close your eyes and turn around," she said in a commanding tone. He obeyed instantly and Laura added, "There's no fun in just coming. Control yourself."
"I can't," he whined.
Laura suddenly realized she was faced with a problem that was just the opposite of what she had experienced with Ben. The one boy couldn't contain his ejaculation, the other seemed to last forever. But she found Edward's dilemma amusing and a challenge to her imagination.
"Count to ten," she offered, watching him clench his fists and squeeze his eyes tightly closed as he fought to contain the overexcited thumping sensation in his cock. Every muscle in his body I seemed to contract in an effort to stop the explosion. It was exciting just watching him squirm in despair, she thought. For a girl that had been man-handled throughout her modeling career, this new role with young boys was a totally new sensation.
"Nnnngggghh!" he gasped between clenched teeth.
"Bend over," she said, going back to the camera, "and spread your legs… that's good… Now reach back and spread your ass… more… I want a picture of your asshole…"
Before he had time to move, she took the picture. But he stood up quickly and turned to face her with a surprised, puzzled look on his face.
"Why'd you do that?" he asked.
"To take your mind off your cock. And it worked!"
"Yet! It did."
"Now lie down on the floor, Edward. I'll show you how to enjoy that stick of dynamite better than you imagined."
The boy dropped quickly to the carpeted floor and waited breathlessly for his teacher.
Laura knelt on the floor beside him and said, "Before a man can enjoy fucking a girl, he has to be able to control his cock. You can't expect to enjoy it if you're going to come just kissing a girl's tits. And the girl certainly isn't going to enjoy it if you come while you're sticking it in. She wants to feel it inside her cunt, to have time to build to a climax, and then to come when his cock comes. Now the best way to take your mind off your cock, is to concentrate on other parts of your body and to do certain things to mine."
Then she slipped her hand between his legs and brought her finger up to the crack of his ass. He squirmed uncomfortably at the touch of her probing finger, then lifted his ass high off the floor when she tickled the sensitive skin around his shitter. He cringed when the tip of her finger forced its way into his asshole, and he tried to clamp the entrance closed to stop her invading finger. But she twisted it harder and screwed it in deeper. She laughed at his struggle to stop her probing finger, giving him a weak-all-over feeling at the sight of her pretty face laughing and his inability to do anything but submit quietly to her wishes.
"See? Now your mind is more concerned with my finger wiggling up your asshole, then the throbbing sensation in your cock."
"Yeah. It feels kinda strange," he groaned.
Laura popped her finger out quickly, startling him with her suddenness. She knew the surprise move would bring his urge to shoot his cum under control. Now his mind would be more alert to her and what she might do next, she decided. And to emphasize her point, she cupped his tight balls in her hand and squeezed hard, until he grunted with the pain of it.
"There. Now you can relax and not worry about shooting your sperm in the air. And you're ready for more fun. So now I'm going to let you kiss my ass. Would you like that?"
"Oh, yes!" he cried. "Anything you say."
"But I want you to tell me the minute you get that feeling that you're going to come again."
Laura lifted her leg over his head and straddled his face, with her ass facing him, while she stand at the standing cock jutting out from between his legs. Gently she lowered the satin smooth globes of white ass-meat onto his eager lips, savoring the delicious feeling his warm, moist lips created on her cool ass. Then she wiggled her ass, catching his nose in the crack and lowered herself more to bury his nose in it. She felt his teeth sink into the tender skin around her shitter, with growing pangs of delight sweeping through her body as he blindly kissed the spot, followed by a sensuous licking with the flat tongue over her puckered asshole. It lifted her to the peak of an orgasm and she flushed the joy-juices from her cunt onto his chin.
Again without warning him in advance, she swooped down on his unsuspecting cook and sucked it into her mouth. He screamed into her asshole at the shock of suddenly having his prick sucked into its moist heat, then moaned softly as the sensation her milking tongue created finally reached his brain. While she sucked the pulsing meat deep into her throat, her fingers danced over and around his balls, skipping quickly over his asshole. She had him going delirious with intrigue and suspense. He couldn't concentrate on the simple delight of fucking her mouth, which would easily bring him to a climax, because her tongue distracted him as it snaked all over his prick, while her fingers threatened his balls and asshole. He was in ecstasy and pain at the same time. And she was scrubbing his chin, mouth and nose with a strange-smelling detergent that she applied with a sopping-wet hair-ball. Nothing made sense in his muddled mind.
Laura felt his mouth open on her cunt when he tried to warn her that he was coming. She felt him gag and sputter as she filled his mouth with cunt-hair. Then his cock gushed into her mouth, shooting its hot load deep in her throat, and she swallowed frantically, milking the sticky sperm from his prick, while buttering his face with the nectar of her second orgasm.
She milked and sucked the thick meat until it was completely drained. Then she licked and polished it until it glistened, not stopping until his cock gradually softened and went limp.
Finally, when at last satisfied, she lifted her body from his and eased herself onto the carpet beside him. She felt a warm glow come over her body as she stretched out on the floor to relax. She wasn't the lent bit tired, she realized with surprise. All she needed was a few moments to catch her breath and give him time to refill his balls, she told herself happily. So far, it had only been child's play, she decided; her real desire was to fill her aching cunt with cock and satisfy that empty feeling she had experienced for the past few weeks. Playing was one thing. She'd done that with Ben, and now with Edward. It was time to satisfy her own lust and stop letting them use her body to discover the thrills of their dreams weren't as great as the thrills her body offered.
Edward Klinger wiled over on his side, facing her and smiled at her with a silly grin. His face reminded her of the cat that swallowed the canary.
"How do you feel?" she asked, just to make conversation.
"Shit! I never felt better in my life. That was really something. Fantastic!"
"What you just experienced is getting rid of your anxiety load. The second time around you won't, have to worry about coming too soon and missing all the fun."
The boy listened intently, eyeing her naked form with almost as much lust as when he first saw her. Again she found herself comparing her sexual experiences with the boys with those she had known with men. The most significant difference, she decided, was her ability to do anything and everything her way. She was able to satisfy any fantasy she might have, simply by telling them what she wanted them to do. And they obeyed. The thought gave her chills of excitement, while her mind considered the next step taking his cock in her cunt, with her on top this time. She had never experienced that position before and would satisfy her curiosity once and for all.
She watched then as he timidly reached out a hand to caress her firm tits. His first move without being told, she noted, but in his eyes she could clearly see that it was to please her as much as himself. The boy's hand fondled each of her tits with gentle, loving tenderness. She closed her eyes as he lowered his handsome face to hers and covered her lips with his open mouth. He sucked her tongue out of its resting place, to dart around the moist walls of his mouth and, play tag with his teasing tongue, while his hand squeezed and massaged at her aching jugs. Then his tongue darted into her mouth chasing hers and whipping around the inside walls of her cheeks until she felt pangs of delight rushing through her body again.
"Mmmmm," she breathed into his mouth wishing she could tell him how talented his hand was on her tits, and that his kiss was as exciting as the best she had ever known.
Still locked in their tongue-searching kiss, she felt his hand slide down over her flat stomach and his fingers comb through the nest of her damp cunt-hair. The air gushed out of her lungs as his finger slithered through her slit, searching, examining, and exploring with the gentlest touch, pausing when it discovered her clitoris and lingering there to toy with the organ.
"… mmmm," she whispered when his mouth slipped from hers, with his talented tongue slithered down her neck to trace a path between, around and over her tits. "Mmm… you're a wonderful lover. Edward. Are you sure you've never done this before, my pet?"
"No!" he breathed on a tight nipple. "But I can't help myself. Your body reminds me of everything tat's good to eat… and I have to taste you…"
"Don't apologize!" she giggled, squirming her hips lewdly under the tantalizing touches of his finger on her clit. "Eat to your heart's content, lover. Enjoy. Have seconds, too. Mmm… if you only knew how wonderful you make me feel with your tender kisses and touches…"
"I… love you, Miss Roberts… I love you! And I will till my dying day!" Then he gobbled her tit into his sucking mouth.
Love? To his dying day? The words rang in her head, over and over. I never realized… Of course! A boy's first fuck! He'll take the memory to the grave with him!
Every nerve ending in Laura's body tingled with luxurious bliss. It was a total, mind-shattering, wicked thrill to think that she was about to permanently carve her name in the boy's mind. She had to admit that most of the men she had been with didn't even remember her name now, or wouldn't recognize her age… nor did she remember them.
Laura reached out her hand and found his cock stiff and ready. She stroked it gently, smiling into his face as his finger delicately toured the puffy lips of her cunt. Without even realizing it, she was guiding the boy between her legs with subconscious movements of her hand on his cock.
Edward Klinger was filled with a total awareness that something monumental was about to happen to him; something that his body and mind screamed for, but had never known before; and he proceeded very cautiously.
"Are you scared, pet?" Laura asked in a soft, velvety voice, smiling coyly at him.
"A… little," he admitted breathlessly.
"No one has ever died from it," she whispered.
"Yet!" he laughed nervously.
Laws smiled at him, releasing her grip on his throbbing cock and sliding both her hands up the sides of his trembling legs, feeling his goose-flesh under her gently touching fingers.
"Want to change your mind?" she teased.
"Oh, no," he moaned. "I'm not really scared, just a little nervous… I guess…"
"Perhaps we really shouldn't…" Laura said softly, as though having second thoughts. "I… wouldn't want you to toil the others about this. Sometimes boys like to brag… and it could ruin a girl's reputation."
"Please, Miss Roberts," he whimpered. "I'd never tell anyone. Honest. I promise I wouldn't tell anyone anyway. I… I… love you too much!"
"In that case… maybe it would be all right if you just put it in a little."
Laura couldn't tell who she was teeing more by her act. The pathetic look on face tormented her as much as the knowledge that she would soon gobble precious cock in her longing cunt, and knowing exactly how it would feel.
"Reach your hand down and guide, it to the spot, Edward," she breathed. "Remember… just a little. Just touch the head of it at the entrance." He lifted himself to a kneeling position, so he could see everything clearly. At this point he didn't want to make any mistakes, he told himself. He brought the tip of his cock to the nest of hair between her legs and touched her beaver. His aim was a bit too high, but the sensation took his breath away just the same.
It was the most delightful experience Laura could remember, as she watched his serious endeavor to master this simple act. His clumsy, awkward movements were compensated for by the sight of the frightened look on his face and his uncontrollable lust to make it work.
The rubbery knob at the end of his cock bounced about at the junction of her legs, tantalizing her as her longing slit impatiently waited for the taste of his rod. Though his eyes were wide and staring, she realized he could see nothing through the glazed-over windows to his brain. She lifted her hand towards his cock then, to satisfy her own craving as much as feeling sorry for his torment. But before she reached it, the blunt head found her cunt-mouth. He froze stiff when his sensitive cock-head sank into the moist heat of her puffy cunt-lips. Instinctively, he knew he had arrived at the right place. His brain told him that nothing in the world could match the sensation this steaming-hot, velvet-soft spot offered. And his eyes focused on the soft pink lips that sipped invitingly on the tip of his cock.
"Mmmmm…" Laura sighed, spreading her legs wider and bending her knees to yield more to his throbbing cock. "Don't stop there," she breathed. "Stick it in a little. Come on, push it in."
The boy found the head of his prick almost totally submerged in the well of boiling fluid. But it wasn't until the whole knob entered her cunt-hole that he realized he no longer had a will of his own. The minute he saw those soft, puckered, pink lips close around the knob of his cock, he found his mind was suddenly operated by an outside force.
Laura's hips moved in circles under him, but she fought back the impulse to lift her ass off the floor and swallow the whole length of his cock. Finally his eyes darted from her cunt to her face, did a double-take, and then he looked into her eyes, returning her smile with an impish grin.
"Feel good?" she whispered, squeezing his cock gently with the muscles of her cunt.
"Mmmmmm…"
"Come kiss me," she cooed, lifting her anus to enfold him as he lowered his chest to her aching tits.
It amazed her that he didn't move his cock deeper than he thought she would allow. But when their open mouths met, Laura felt her ass convulse, bumping slowly at first, then arching higher, trying to suck the length of his shaft into her horny cunt. Finally her legs swept up over his thighs and she drove his cock all the way into her yielding cunt with her heels pressing down on his ass.
"Ahhhh!" he cried, lifting his head and shoulders from her to better pound his pelvis against hers. "Unnnggghh! Ohhhh! MMMMmmmm!"
"Harder…" Laura coaxed. "Fuck me, Edward. Harder, pet. Fuck me hard! Fast faster! Harder! NNNggghhh! More, more, more! Oh! It feels so good!"
"Unnnggghhh!" he responded. "Ahhhh! Soooo goooddd! Mmmmrnm!"
Laura hadn't realized until now how much she missed the feel of a cock in her cunt. Now that it was burning up the walls of her cunt, stretching her twat snugly around it, and fucked deep in her belly, she knew her body had been deprived too long. She reached a climax almost the minute his cock was balls deep in her snatch, reminding her of her first experiences with Art, when she was so anxious to get fucked she would come while he was stripping her clothes off, or as soon as his cock touched her drooling cunt-lips. It was only after weeks of living with Art, and a steady diet of cock, that she was able to time her climax with his for the breath-taking explosion together.
Rut Edward Klinger was too delirious with the sensations sweeping around his ultra sensitive cock to know that she had flushed her orgasm over and around his throbbing meat. His balls were already in a frenzy, working overtime to mix up a new batch of whipped cock-cream to give her.
"Unngghhh!" she cried, bumping and grinding in wild gyrations she squeezed out the last drop of enjoyment. "AHhhhhh…! Mmmm."
Klinger swallowed hard, choking back animal lust sounds that were building in his throat. He only hoped the hot lava burning in his balls would erupt at the right time and that she wouldn't get mad at the way he was pistoning his cock in and out of her mushy cunt. There wasn't much he could do about it, he told himself, since his brain wouldn't listen to anything he said anyway. And every time his balls slapped against her ass on the powerful down-stroke, he thought it would trigger the building explosion.
"Give it to me!" Laura cried, trying to bring him to a climax to end the havoc he was now causing in her cunt. "Come on, lover, shoot it in me! Don't hold it back! I need it, pet I want it. Come… come, COME!"
"Aaaggghhh!" he answered her plea, pistoning his cock in and out of her aunt harder and faster.
"Aaaggghhhh! Nnnngghhh!"
"That's it! That's it!" Laura cried breathlessly. "Give it to me!"
"Ahhhh!" he moaned and shot his first load of cum into her cunt.
"Oooowwww," Laura cooed with delight as she felt him get his rocks off. "Ooooowww…"
She had no idea his jerking, spitting, ballooning cock was going to give her mother orgasm, and she went wild with convulsive motion, almost scaring him with her sudden fit of lust.
The boy remained poised over her until his hard-on went limp and slipped from her sopping wet cunt. Then he lifted his weight from her limp body and sagged to the floor beside her. He stared at her motionless, sleeping form and finally whispered, "Are you all right?"
She opened her eyes and smiled at him. "Mmmm… yes. I'm fine. How about you?"
"Man, I feel great!"
She was amazed that he had so much energy left and found herself offering to make him lunch, thankful that he didn't accept. As she watched him dress, her mind returned to taking pictures again. She noted that from her angle on the floor there were some interesting shots she could get, especially when he bent with his back to her, and his balls and cock dangled between his legs. But she didn't have the will power to get up to take it now. However, she made a mental note to capture that pose on film.



CHAPTER FIVE


At first, the fact that the other teachers ignored her gave Laura an even heavier burden to carry, along with the problems the students gave her, and her loneliness. Now, however, she found their snobbish attitudes too petty to be concerned with. She held her head a little higher, too, pleased that she had met the biggest challenges discipline and loneliness with conquering success.
She met Wayne Bryant at the shopping center as she was returning to her car with her photo supplies. He was quite nervous, she noted, when she stopped to chat with him for a moment. But when he quickly blurted out that he was waiting for his wife, Laura was more understanding.
"I wanted to call you," Bryant said in a hoarse whisper, standing beside his car and embarrassed that he couldn't bring himself to help Laura with her packages. "But it's so risky in a small town like this. But I haven't been able to think of anything but you since that afternoon…"
"I understand," Laura responded sincerely.
"Is everything all right at the school?" he asked, hoping she wouldn't make it a long answer and would leave before his wife arrived.
"Just fine," Laura answered, sensing his inner thoughts and willing to let it go at that.
"Stick with it," he added. "Don't let the others discourage you. You're doing a fine job, but the other women are jealous of you, and the men are afraid to stick out their necks to make friends with you. But you stick with it…"
Laura just smiled pleasantly and nodded agreement as she continued walking to her car. His brief comments explained the actions of the other teachers a little differently than she had thought, she decided as she drove back to the campus. She had expected some jealousy from the women teachers. But not from the men! That had been the most frustrating part of all. With the men treating her like she had the plague, she was beginning to think she had had breath and body odor, too.
A new sense of wicked enjoyment seeped into Laura's mind as she unpacked the supplies. They had almost driven her out of the job, she thought. And she didn't even know why they were doing it! But even in her ignorance, she had outsmarted them. She had a good plan to solve the discipline problem; an exciting hobby that would take up a good deal of her spare time now; and, most important of all, boys to satisfy her wanton desires, as well as any other chores she decided to give them.
Now with her sexual needs satisfied and her mind occupied with the thoughts of the pictures she would take, Laura found she didn't mind spending Saturday night alone. The only thing she missed was not having a darkroom right then, because she wanted desperately to develop the pictures she had taken of Klinger and get started on her album. It gave her a wicked satisfaction to think she had photographs to review at a future date that would help her relive the experiences of the day.
Then she remembered a series of photos that, Art had shown her. They had been taken by a friend of his at college, who had tricked him into visiting a girl's apartment so he could photograph Art in the act of fucking the girl. They were the only pictures, other than his own, that Art cherished. And when he looked at those photos, he relived the experience as though it were happening all over. She recalled how Art's cock sprang to life as soon as he started going through those shots. If he didn't have her with him, to satisfy his lust, he could have reached a climax alone, with his thoughts and his hand. It had made such an impression on her that she decided to take up photography as a hobby.
Sunday proved to be such a boring day that Laura literally rushed to school early on Monday morning. With her 35-mm camera hanging from a strap around her neck, she went to the principal to make the necessary arrangements for using the school darkroom. At first he greeted the idea with cold indifference, which she got around when she offered to hold photography classes after school. It was evident that he was agreeable to anything that would occupy some of the free time of his students and keep them out of mischief.
In the days that followed, Laura was busy selecting students to keep her classes in line, taking pictures in the gym, developing and printing the pictures she took, and setting up the new photography class, it was all so exciting that she wasn't as exhausted at night as she had been before. And she spent her evenings working on photo albums or planning for the shots she wanted to get the next day. She was so busy, she almost forgot she had invited Ben over on Saturday afternoon.
When she returned from shopping, the boy was pacing nervously in front of her door, not sure what he should do when she failed to answer the bell. His face lit up when he saw her get out of the car, and he wished to help her with the packages.
"Oh, you poor thing," she cooed, filling his arms with the results of her shopping spree. But he didn't seem to mind at all now, she noted, and was only too anxious to please her. "I guess I got carried away. But I thought you might not mind hanging my new drapes while I start dinner."
"Sure," he answered eagerly.
The solid beige drapes were the finishing touch she needed for her living-room studio. They would be the backdrop for her photo sessions. And as soon as their dinner was in the oven, Laura went into the living room to supervise and fuss over the way they hung.
"There! That's just right," she purred. "Now how would you like to be my first model?"
"Okay," he answered with equal enthusiasm.
"Then get undressed while I set up the lights," she purred.
The boy stripped off his clothes without a word and watched as Laura set up her camera and arranged the electronic flash units. He was fascinated when he found the two units flashed by themselves when the light as the camera flashed. She went into the details of how the lights worked as she began the series of photos of him in the nude. She made a point of roaming her hands all over his body as she positioned him for each pose, just the way the photographers handled her. And she found the touch of his yielding flesh exciting. He grunted in surprise when her finger popped into his tight stole without warning. But he didn't complain when she savagely screwed it all the way in and wiggled it in his dry shifter. However, she saw his huge cock harden and begin to lift from the invasion of her finger and she watched in awe.
"Oh, Ben," she sighed, reaching her free hand around his hip to stroke his thick meat. "You've got such a beautiful hunk of cock there. Mmmm… I just wish it wasn't so thick, I'd… love… to…"
Laura found herself slipping to a kneeling position on the floor before him as she pulled her finger from his squeezing asshole. Suddenly she forgot about taking pictures and let her eyes record the close-up image of his cock, with its puffed-up head releasing a droplet of cream from the eye there. She wasn't thinking any longer, just reacting entirely on instinct.
He was hairy and the touch of his flesh felt strangely appealing to her lips and tongue. His flesh had a taste of manliness to it. She gripped his fully erect prick with one hand and lowered her lips to its swollen, lust-engorged head. Her tongue flicked out, the tip coming into warm wet contact with the head of his cock. She swept the drop of salty nectar from the eye with her tongue. She circled her tongue around the smooth rubbery knob as he groaned and twisted from the delicious punishment she was meting out to him. Her hands cupped his soft balls and lifted them; her lips parted and ovaled… and his cock was in her mouth.
He could stand the teasing no longer. He gripped her hair with his hands and thrust hard, ramming his cock back against the rear of her throat. She could feel the shaft along the full length of her tongue as the long lust-hardened rod imbedded itself in her throat. She fought back the involuntary urge to choke; saliva filled her mouth and moistened the thickness of his meat as it nestled between her tightly pursed lips, stretching them as they accommodated his huge shaft. She sucked and licked his prick until she could stand no more of the burning itch that was churning in her cunt.
"Come with me!" she blurted out, grabbing him by the hand and pulling him towards the bedroom.
She directed Ben towards the bed, while she hastily skinned off her clothes, tossing them in a heap on the floor and slowing down only as she approached the bed. The sight of his giant cock still made her feel queasy inside, but as she climbed slowly onto the bed, she never took her eyes from the throbbing cock.
"Do you know what I'm about to do?" she asked, smiling down at him.
"Fuck me?" he asked hopefully.
"Yes. And since this will be your first, you will always remember how wonderful it was, and you'll always remember who gave it to you… won't you?"
"Oh, yes. How could I forget you? I'll always remember everything about you, Miss Roberts. You've already made me the happiest guy at school."
Laura smiled affectionately at him and straddled his legs. She dipped her head to quickly paint the swollen knob of his cock with saliva. Just a little lubrication, she told herself, but lingering there to savor the salty taste of his thick meat.
Taking a deep breath, she positioned herself over the ballooning head of his dick and fisted the shaft, bringing her steaming-hot cunt in contact with the blunt knob and almost having an orgasm when her hot moist cunt-lips sipped at it.
Ben remained motionless. He stared with saucer-eyes at Laura, watching the pretty girl sit on the tip of his stiff cock, noticing the intense way she concentrated on the task. But the pained expression gradually appearing on her face gave him the idea his cock must be hurting her and he wanted to tell her not, to go any further just to please him. As a matter of fact, he would have preferred it if she would just go back to sucking his dick. The thrill of her warm, moist mouth was the most exciting experience his cock had ever known. But for Laura, the pained expression only reflected her determination and lust to fuck his giant prick. When the puffy lips of her pussy stretched around the big knob, she got a gagging feeling in her throat and a frantic, dizzy, blissful feeling in her head. Then her only concern was whether she had made a wise decision choosing this position. She wasn't sure she was brave enough to impale herself on his giant prick.
Slowly, the blunt, puffing, swollen cock-head parted her cunt-lips and moved into her fuck-hole. The boy choked back a cry of ecstasy as the labes closed like a rubber band behind the knob of his cock and he felt the steaming heat and satiny softness swirl around the sunken head.
With the feeling that her pussy had just swallowed a basketball, Laura gritted her teeth, clamped her eyes tightly closed and released the flooding juices of an orgasm. She remained poised in that position until the shock waves subsided, squeezing every drop of enjoyment out of the sensation, and waited until her breathing caught up with the needs of her burning lungs. Then she opened her eyes, squirmed her ass in circles and impaled her cunt completely in one fast move.
"AAAgggghhh!" she cried as her cunt came down on the giant cock, sending it so deep inside her it seemed to fill her total being.
For one brief moment, Ben was going to save her from her attempted suicide. But when the delayed reports from his cock reached his brain, his body jolted from the shock of the sensation he now felt. Suddenly he thought his prick had been swallowed by a man-eating cream puff, and it was delicious. So delicious, he could only whimper in delight.
Laura flushed a series of orgasms onto the throbbing prick. It was the most mind-consuming, cunt-filling cock she ever imagined possible. She felt faint and weak all over as the pulsing thick meat continued to draw wave alter wave of girl-flux from her cunt. Then the first spray of his cum splashed into her snatch, washing away the anxieties and torments. She lowered herself onto his chest then, too weak to move. And she remained motionless until his cock weakened and went limp inside her cunt. But even limp, his prick was a filling, delicious sensation.
"Boy! That was good," Ben announced when his limp cock finally slipped out of her hole and slapped against his leg.
"Mmmm." Laura managed and slid off him onto the bed.
She dozed off then, filled with contentment, only to find her mind flashing nightmarish dreams into her head. When she awoke, Ben was licking his big flat tongue over her tit. She smiled at his eagerness to please her, and the boy licked harder and faster.
"We should be getting up," she sighed. "The roast in the oven will be done soon."
"I'm hungry," he gulped between licks across her tits.
Laura remained motionless, waiting for the strength and will power to return to her tired limbs as Ben massaged her tits with his muscular, wet tongue. Her mind wasn't paying much attention to him and wandered aimlessly over the past. She wondered what Art was doing and when she would see him again. It surprised her that she missed, him more now than during her moments of depression and loneliness.
Then she felt the boy lifting her legs up off the bed and she shot him a glance. He was down between her uplifted legs and lowering his head to lick her cunt.
"No more, Ben," she sighed.
But his large tongue licked a path down the crack of her ass and swept between her legs, right over her juice-filled cunt. The massaging felt good, but the way he held her reminded her of a baby having its diaper changed. Her legs were high, with her ass off the bed, while he applied baby oil with his tongue. The fat tongue licked over the balls of her ass, up between her legs and over her pussy again. And again. She realized he was determined to do a good job and was going about it with meticulous attention to her two holes.
She felt the slippery tongue curl into a point and dart up her asshole, sweeping the dry, hot walls of that tight tunnel with its moist, saliva-painting lashes.
"No more, Ben! No more!" she cried as it snaked and wiggled in her shitter. Only her head and shoulders were on the bed now, while he lifted the rest of her high to penetrate deeper into her bung.
With the help of her squeezing ass muscles, his tongue finally slithered out of her butt. But he licked at the blinking asshole with the flat of his tongue and it was driving Laura wild. She sighed with relief when he finally stopped to catch his breath. But even then she was tormented by the hot air from his nostrils sweeping over the junction of her legs, down the crack of her ass in the back and through the tingling pussy-hairs in front.
"No! Ben, no!" she screamed when his hot mouth dropped to her juicy cunt. But he paid no attention to her. There was nothing she could do but surrender to his diving tongue now. It felt too good to fight off, she told herself as he cleaned the combination of their sex-juices from her cunt. The licking, slurping, eating sounds drove her to another exciting orgasm.
"Good?" he finally asked, grinning at her from between her spread-eagled legs.
"Wonderful…" she sighed, returning his grin. "But I hope you haven't mined your appetite."
"Not me," he shot back. "I'm always hungry."
"Then put me down so I can fix our dinner."
"Did I lick you good?" he asked as he lowered her to the bed.
"You were terrific," she purred.
"I wanted to lick you good so you know how much I liked the way you fucked me. I couldn't think of any other way to show you how good you are."
"Ben, you picked the best way possible to show me!"
Between Ben and Edward, Laura didn't have to worry about not getting enough fucking and sucking in the weeks that followed. The two boys were at her beck and call, day or night. And although she had come upon these two boys by accident or fate she couldn't have picked two better subjects for her selfish, lustful motives.
Because no one in the school ever suspected anything was going on between her and the half-witted Ben, or the arrogant Klinger. The other teachers assumed she had zeroed in on these two boys just to keep them in line.
Meanwhile, the two boys became her best public relations spokesmen and Laura found they had built an image tot her that couldn't have been executed better by the best of Madison Avenue. And she soon found herself the most popular teacher in the school with the boys… and even with a few of the girls.
At first Laura suspected her popularity was the result of one of them Klinger most likely bragging about their little extracurricular-activities. But as time passed, she realized this wasn't the case at all. The two boys didn't tell anyone, and weren't even sure of each other, though they had met several times at her apartment.
While most of the guys openly flirted with her now, which she considered normal and healthy, none of them made lewd passes. Laura considered this to be additional proof that her two favorites hadn't told any tales. And the men teachers continued to give her plenty of room, fearing someone would start a scandalous rumor if they didn't. The only man on the campus that broke this rule was the ground keeper's assistant. He was a few yew younger than Laura, about twenty she guessed. A handsome Italian boy, but openly lewd.
"Wanna teach me some exercises, teach?" he'd call to her as she walked from the school building to her apartment.
But Laura simply smiled and went her way. Or if he was close enough to hear a whisper, she'd torment him with, "Eat your heart out!"
No sense playing with fire, she told herself the first time she was tempted to encourage him. Besides, who needs him?



CHAPTER SIX


The Easter vacation caught Laura by complete surprise. Without warning, she found herself totally abandoned by the students and most of the teachers. For days she walked around the apartment at a loss for something to occupy her time.
Then as she was returning from a trip to town, she saw the assistant ground-keeper trying to hitchhike back to the campus. She had been in good spirits that day, knowing the campus would be coming back to life in another forty-eight hours, and seeing the young man hitchhiking put her in a silly mood. She opened the window on the passenger side before she got to where he was standing and then slowing the car to a stop along side him.
"Which way are you going?" she called to him, pretending not to recognize the young, self proclaimed lover.
"Hey, teach. It's me!" he said with a big grin.
"Oh! Sorry," she retorted, letting out the clutch at the right moment and burning rubber as the car leaped forward. She watched his dumbstruck expression in the rear-view mirror and laughed as she brought the car to a stop again.
"That wasn't nice, teach," he said, breathing heavily from the short run she made him take unnecessarily.
"That's what you get for being a wise guy all the time," she said as he got in beside her.
"Hey. I don't mean anything by those things I say," he said in a mock sulking voice.
"Well it isn't a nice example to set for the students," she replied.
For the balance of the trip he told her juicy gossip about faculty members and certain female students. True or false, it was the only, small talk Laura had heard about anyone since she got there and she found it refreshing.
"You needn't spend the night outside, Tony," she smiled when they got to the door of her apartment. "Come on in."
He blushed noticeably, and immediately hated himself for his immaturity. With her he wanted to be a man of the world, a ladies man, but somehow he felt more like an adolescent on his first hot date.
"Would you like a drink, Tony? Something for courage, maybe?" She smiled as she said it, but Tony could feel the sharpened blade twist with the words.
He bolstered his courage and managed a husky reply, "No, no thank you. I don't think I'll be needing one. But you're welcome to one if you like," he said cockily. From her instant grin, he knew he'd made the right approach she seemed to give her approval. But the hard part was yet to come.
"Come here and sit beside me. Tell me about yourself." His confidence still intact, he seated himself at her side, started to speak, but was silenced with one waggle of her index finger as she leaped up to turn on the stereo set. She settled back beside him, noticeably closer this time.
"There's not much to tell, I am. You know who lam and what I do. And…"
He stopped abruptly as her hand touched his thigh, just an inch below the already-swelling bulge that followed the curve of his thigh. A lump thickened in his throat, and he wondered if the words would come when he tried to speak.
"Uh… I think I'll have that drink after all. Could I fix you one, too?" He jumped up, then realized he hadn't the slightest idea where any of the liquor was kept.
"It's in that cabinet there." She pointed to a bookcase with hinged doors on the top half. "And there's ice in that wooden bucket by the sink in the kitchen. Through that door to your left. I'll have a Scotch, very little ice, no water. And by the way, you can call me Laura."
Tony turned to return with the drinks and was numbed in his tracks. Laura was standing, her slacks in a heap next to her feet, her bulky-bit sweater unbuttoned in an ever-widening vee to the naval. With a big come-and-get-me smile, she pulled the sweater from her shoulders and down her arms, one at a time. She let the sweater fall, then, with a mock shyness, turned away from him and bent over to pick it up.
Tony became embarrassingly aware of a growing bulge in his pants as the full moon-shaped curves of her ass were revealed to him. He had a full unimpeded view of the tiny concealing strip of white nylon panties creased tightly in the narrow crack of her ass from her doubled-over position, and he noticed the flimsy fabric remained tucked there when she stood up again and neatly hung her clothes over a chair back. His eyes locked on that delicious jiggling ass of hers as she walked away from him momentarily; it was perfectly formed, like something from a sculpture.
There was more here than most men dreamed of, and she was going to be his! Hell, just the thought was enough to give Tony such a hard-on that he doubted he could keep it in his pants; he was sure Laura noticed, for when she returned from putting her clothes away, she gave him an unabashed once-over that seemed to linger interminably around the throbbing mound hidden under the denim of his blue jeans. One thing was certain he couldn't, wouldn't, back out of this now. If this gorgeous woman was half the woman he thought she was, nothing in the world could drag him away from here. That ass! He had to have it, had to sink his prick between those hot rounded cheeks!
Laura continued her almost offhanded strip, just as unashamed as though it were a daily occurrence. When he glanced down, he realized he'd already consumed his first drink and was still holding hers in his other hand. He placed the glass on an end table and poured himself another healthy slug of whisky, diluted with a mound of crushed ice. He pushed his hard-on down with his hand when Laura glanced away, eased the thickening hot shaft through the leg opening in his shorts and let it slide down his thigh. At least it offered a moment's relief.
"You're not disappointed, are you?" she asked shyly, slightly spreading her thighs as she spoke, offering him a better glimpse of the thin, smooth-fleshed slit only barely hidden by her panties. "You don't look like you are." She deliberately lowered her eyes to the bulge in his crotch and he could feel himself flush with embarrassment, try though he might to hide his humiliation as she toyed with him like a cat with a bird.
Laura looked him straight in the face, smiling all the while, and lifted the soft bulging mounds of her ass from the sofa and gripping the fabric with her fingers, slowly and with a provocative grin on her face, peeled her panties down over her soft luxuriant thighs. She raised herself higher to clear the rounded swell of her tantalizingly beautiful ass, then trailed the flimsy garment along the smoothness of her thighs, lifting her feet from the floor, then dropped the tiny garment to her ankles.
Laura couldn't explain the wicked enjoyment she got playing these games with the boy. Yes, boy, she decided. Just a boy with a little more experience than Ben and Edward. He thought he was a great lover, making lewd remarks and propositions when they were outside; but now faced with the real thing, he was suddenly unsure of himself. And that's where she got her enjoyment, she realized.
Her knees demurely together like a shy virgin alone with a man for the first time, Laura reached in back and unhooked the elastic strap of her bra. With both hands cupping the huge, fullness of her mature tits, she pulled the restraining cups away, letting the conical-shaped globes sag just a little as they left to support of the thin bra.
Tony's eyes locked on the twin dark circles of her nipples, the crinkly-roughness around the two thick, jutting peaks that stood out proudly now, unrestrained and beckoning. Ho watched her lick the tip of her finger, then lovingly moisten the ruby pinnacles of her large full tits; he thought he could detect, a shiver as she recoiled slightly from her own delicate touch. Her nipples grew harder and pulsed at the sensation.
Tony glanced down between her thighs, now slightly parted; he felt as though he should be embarrassed, that he should feel ashamed to be gazing so openly at this woman's cunt. But there was only the feeling of incredible warmth and desire that burned painfully now in his cock, a gnawing need to fuck this magnificent woman, a hunger like he'd never felt for any woman.
Laura sensed that he liked what he saw, and she responded almost immediately with a wider spreading of her milky-smooth thighs and an unobstructed view of her warm, juicy pussy-lips, now totally open to his eager stare. There was a thin line of tell-tale moisture along the rim of her slightly parted pussy-flaps, a narrow trail of warm moistness along the furrow of her cunt as she exposed hermit unashamed, to him.
"Wow, you're incredible! You're so beautiful!" The words just seemed to come, and immediately Tony regretted having spoken them. Once again, he felt like an inexperienced adolescent.
Laura grinned up at him coyly, measuring his response as she moistened her pink lips with the wet tip of her tongue, rolling it slowly, tantalizingly from side to side.
"I'll bet that's a real piece of meat you've got there," she said, nodding towards the obvious cock-swell along Tony's thigh. "You want to let me have a little peek, Tony?"
He didn't answer, momentarily confused. But before he could react, the voluptuous naked girl curled both her bare arms around his back and pulled him down onto her, falling back onto the sofa as he sprawled against her excited, quivering nakedness. She opened her smooth thighs as they fused together, then clamped them tightly around one of his legs.
Tony gasped at the feel of her incredible body, the warm suppleness of her flesh, the eager firmness of her thighs that squeezed him like a barely ripened teenager; but she was possessed of an unmistakable expertise.
As their lips smashed hotly together, their tongues alternately pushing and pulling, she ground her bare crotch hard against his still-clothed loins. Tony could feel her shiver from head to toe as her nakedness rubbed maddeningly against the throbbing ridge of his cock, aching now to be freed from his jeans. He wanted to fuck her… wanted to fuck her more than anything now. But what excited him the most was her own passion, her own unconcealed, unashamed lust for his young body, for the satisfying thrust of his eager young prick into the warm, milky sheath of her wanton pussy.
With the smoothness of her naked thigh and the firm, gentle mound of her cunt, Laura ground against him rhythmically, teasingly, stirring an incredible agony of lustful passion in his loins, filling his swollen balls with boiling cum. He was sure that any second now he would bunt apart from the terrible pressure.
For a moment's pause, Tony pulled his tongue from the sucking oval of her lips and snuggled his face alongside hers, easing his hand down her side to fondle the ivory globe of her ass-cheek. He squeezed a thick handful of her warm naked ass between his fingers and she responded with a shiver that shook even his own body as he lay on top of her. He realized that she was quivering beneath him, her crotch pressed up against his, her thighs clamped together around his leg as she pushed the soft hungry lips of her cunt against the fabric of his jeans.
The roughness of his Levi's stroked deliciously over the pulsing, nerve-filled bud of Laura's clitoris, already erect and hardened with anticipation. She released her grip around him and slid a hand between them; he nearly recoiled with surprise as her fingers touched the rock-hard cock in his pants.
"You want to put it in me, don't you, Tony?" she smiled. "You'd like to shove that hard young cock of yours right up into my cunt, wouldn't you?"
"Oh, shit, yes, there's nothing I'd like better, Laura. Nothing in this world!"
She reached down the length of his young muscular back, ran her fingers over the hard swell of his muscular ass, and shoved her hands between his legs, squeezing firmly but tenderly at the aching balls beneath his fully erect cock. He moaned at the electric touch of her fingers.
"Oh, shit, yes, I want you. I want you so bad, Laura. I want some of that cunt, baby!"
Laura had him where she wanted him, and there wasn't any way out for him now; he was all hers, just as she'd planned it. "You gonna fuck me real good, Tony?" she taunted. "You going to make me like it, sweetie?"
"Damn it, I'll split your cunt in half! I'll fuck you like you've never been fucked before! You'll be begging me for more of my cock when I'm done with you!"
She pushed him away with a sly smile. "That's what I wanted to hear, Tony. Now get those clothes off and show me scene real meat!"
Tony nearly ripped his jeans yanking them from his icy, followed by his shirt and his undershorts. He sat down on the edge of the sofa beside her and pulled off his socks.
Laura eyed the fully erect cock that jutted out from a bushy clump of hair beneath his belly like a young sapling. A hungry rumbling rolled through her cunt as she watched the enormous fleshy prick excitedly; he was built just like she hoped he'd be, firm and hard, without a trace of excess fat, and his long thick cock was everything she'd wanted, firm and hard like the rest of him, and capped with an immense, lust-engorged knob that she could almost feel already parting the ravenously hungry lips of her cunt. She knew she'd die before he got that marvelous, youthfully virile prick up inside her cunt!
Pushing down his cock with his hand, Tony climbed onto the sofa beside the naked girl. Instantly, she rolled tight against him and his hand cupped the soft warmth of her ass, squeezing the tender cheeks together along the crack of her ass. He marveled at the fantastic beauty of her as, the symmetrical perfection of the twin white mounds. Her entire nude form was warm and yielding against his masculine firmness, her lips once more soft and moist as they crushed against his own.
Tony arched his back away from her as he felt her hand slip down between them, her fingers eagerly searching for his young hard cock. A cry of delicious joy escaped his throat as her cool fingers gripped tightly around his firm prick; he kissed her harder in reply, probing hungrily with his tongue between her teeth, grinding against her in a fury of lust. Her fingers deftly slipped from the pulsing trunk of his cock, eased tenderly through his crotch-hairs, and massaged lovingly at the hotly swollen spheres of his balls.
Tony was dying to fuck this beautiful woman; he was certain that, he couldn't wait another second. He parted her thighs with his own muscular leg, and Laura rolled onto her back, spreading her legs farther apart, eagerly opening her juicy cunt to her young lover.
Laura's searching hands were all over his young body; probing and exploring every inch of his firmness; nestling between his hard, hairy thighs; fingertips trailing over the ring of his asshole, then along the trim lines of his back and shoulders. His cock had settled between her firm thighs, squeezed between her legs as if she feared it might escape.
Laura pushed him up off her, and her hands went quickly down between them, brushed his firm cock, then down the warm curve of her own pelvis. With two fingers of each hand, she pulled apart the soft, hair-fringed lips of her cunt, opened the pink gash wider so that thp throbbing head of his prick could press against her open, juicy cunt. She wriggled forward and then reclosed her thighs, a soft moan on her lips as the full length of his cock nestled against her ravenous pussy.
Tony reached beneath her, cradled her voluptuous nakedness against him, savored the quivering of her delicious body trapped helplessly beneath him. He was astounded at Laura's hidden strength; her thighs squeezed him so tightly he couldn't have escaped if he'd wanted to. He tried to imagine how those powerful trim legs would soon feel wrapped around his waist as he rammed his cock right up into her hot cunt.
She nibbled her ear gently. "My, but you certainly feel nice like this. So strong and hard and…" As she ended the words, she pushed her crotch up against his, grinding the soft sparse triangle of her pussy-hair against his belly.
Tony's hands reached the soft globes of her ass and, grabbing one warm mound in each hand, he maneuvered her cunt up even tighter against him, dragging the lust-inflated head of his long cock back and forth through the moist pink furrow of the open labes, flicking the end of his prick along the taut silt as it grew wetter and warmer with every smooth caressing stroke.
Laura's whole pelvis began to rotate desperately, her cunt-lips nibbling eagerly at his thick hard cock. Suddenly, with an anguished cry of impatience, she snaked her legs up around him, locking them behind his thighs, pressuring him harder against her writhing nakedness.
"Tony, please, I've got to have your cock! I need your magnificent young cock in my cunt, lover… please! Please, now!"
Tony was as eager to feel those warm pussy-lips close around his cock as she was to have it inside her cunt, but she grabbed his aching prick and pressed it forward into the deep, fleshy-pink sheath of her pussy, guiding it into the open, quivering lips of her burning cunt.
Tony stopped there a second, watching her eyes close, her lips part in a moan of torment. He couldn't wait an instant longer. He snapped his hips towards her upraised crotch with all his strength; his cock rammed home with a vicious, driving thrust that sliced like a spear into the soft, yielding walls of her open cunt.
"Aaaaa," she moaned with soul-stirred relief as she felt her warm pussy-sheath slip like a tight, butter-filled glove over his cock, parting before it as the huge swollen cock-head squirmed between the pink, widely stretched labes.
A smile crossed Laura's face as she began her bag of tricks. She was no virgin, far from it, but with her well-practiced cunt-control she could offer a man a tight, cunt-sucking fuck that not one woman in a hundred could match. She knew he'd like it; they all did. And Laura knew she'd leave this strong young stud drained and exhausted, sapped of every drop of jizz.
Laura's eyes were still closed, and she gasped again as Tony's eager cock, long and bone-hard, pushed its way to the depths of her warm, juice-lined snatch. There was a momentary twinge of pain as his prick sank far up in her cunt, but it soon eased as the soft pink walls of her pussy moistened quickly with desire for his well-hung cock.
She'd underestimated the size of Tony's prick, for when he was finally balls-deep in her ravenously gripping fuck-tunnel, she cried out in sharp pain.
Tony grinned widely, delighted that he'd finally gotten the upper hand. He rammed his throbbing cock-head deep inside her hole, his balls slapping lewdly against the firm fleshy cheeks of her upturned as, and she squirmed to ease the sudden pain. It made him feel good to skewer her like this, to fill her so full of cock that she couldn't escape. Now the tables wire turned, and he had her just where he wanted her, helpless to return his pain, unable to strike back as he swivelled his hips and sadistically pound the end of his prick deeper and deeper into her hopelessly impaled cunt.
With inspired vitality now, Tony pound his muscle-hard pelvis into her wriggling soft flesh as she pushed back hard and fast against him, arching her crotch and lifting them both from the sofa cushions as a long, low moan issued continuously from her parted lips.
With rhythmic fluidity, Laura opened and tightened her thighs around him with every deep, punishing thrust of his prick into her now hungrily clasping cunt; her mouth opened and her head tossed from side to side at the end of the sofa, her hair trailing over the edge as she squirmed and writhed like a fish impaled on a spear. His long, hard fuck-strokes had found their mark, and a hoarse cry punctuated her incessant moans, as the blood-filled tip of his cock slammed against the end of her cunt on every deep, driving thrust.
"Tony, Tony, it's so good, so good! Listen, listen…"
She was trying to raise her voice, but every time she spoke, the young stud fucking her rammed his prick far up into her cunt.
"Listen, lover," she whispered, "put your finger up my asshole! Shove it all the way up me, Tony! Hurt me, hurt me bad! Make me scream, you marvelous hunk of man, you!"
This was something new for Tony, and he wasn't wasting any time. His hand reached under her and slid between the damp cheeks of her ass. His finger pulled apart the soft buns as he probed for her shitter. His fingertip suddenly found the tightly puckered little ring of her asshole, wet with the cunt-juice seeping down from the puffy slit above, where his thick, hard prick was sawing into her hole in long, deep thrusts.
Tony poked at her incredibly tight shitter, gently at first, then a little harder. He could feel it tighten and resist his entry. He pushed harder still, and this time her asshole parted. His finger slipped into her tight dark bung past the first knuckle as she shook violently beneath him from the sudden sharp agony.
"Yes, lover, that's it! Hurt me, baby, hurt me good!"
Another push and Tony's finger was sunk to the base inside her asshole. He wiggled it from side to side, watching her squirm helplessly from the delicious pain. He had to fight her to keep her powerful thighs and back from tossing him in the air; she thrust and ground against his cock and his finger like a wild savage.
Tony could hardly believe the fantastic sensation! He could feel his cock ramming into her cunt through the fleshy membrane that separated her two holes, shoving both his finger and his prick into her in slow, steady strokes that were driving her insane with unbearable desire. His cock felt as big as a fucking baseball bat, swollen beyond belief, yet the soft wet walls of pink cunt-flesh held it securely, the moist edges of her pussy-lips sucking his prick deeper and deeper. Every thrust slammed his balls against the widespread crack of her ass and the edge of his hand as he shoved still another finger into her tight asshole.
Laura screamed as the two stiffened fingers stretched her shitter unbearably wide; her nails bit into his back and left thin streaks of red across his shoulder blades as she writhed frantically against him, struggling to swallow this virile young stud whole, to suck his firm hard body into the hungry holes of her cunt and ass.
Tony doubted he could hold back the searing flood of thick hot cum that was aching to burst from his balk. He fucked into her faster now, every thrust taking his prick to the depths of her cunt, every deep lunge bringing another cry of anguished ecstasy to her parted lips. Her thighs gripped him with incredible strength; he knew she would reach her climax soon, there was only a little way left to go. She moaned from deep in her throat, and he responded with a savage, plundering assault on her pussy with his skewering cock, matched with a steady finger-fucking of her painfully stretched asshole.
Her knees were pressed tightly back, nearly doubling her naked body in half, her whole upturned crotch wet with the flowing juices of her eager cunt. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted with an inaudible cry. She choked the words finally from her throat.
"Oh, Tony, I'm coming! I'm coming! That's it, lover, that's wonderful! I'm coming! Thick me hard hard, HARDER! Tear my cunt open with your big cock!"
Her ankles were behind his shoulders as she ground her ass hungrily upward, lifting them both from the sofa, her whole body writhing with unbelievable strength. She dropped her mouth open, unable to breathe or speak as he brought her to the brink of her savage, all-consuming climax.
The room suddenly echoed with a shrill, piercing scream that was blasted from Laura's lips with all the fury of her pent-up passion. Her body tensed, arched high off the sofa so that only her shoulders and heels touched the cushions. She pound her upturned crotch into his fused them together in one lewd; writhing union; her hands locked on the firm muscular half-moons of his as, pulled his prick deeper into her convulsing cunt. "Aaaaaagggghhh…"
Her cry trailed off to a whimpering moan of anguished pleasure, end Tony shot the big load of hot cum that had been building in his swollen balls; he felt his burning jizz race along the shaft of his cock, pause for an instant, then spurt in an unending stream into Laura's madly squeezing cunt. He shuddered, then again, and his balls were empty; he felt her body's taut muscles loosen as she collapsed in his anus.
Tony fell forward onto her, so weakened that he could riot support himself a second longer. She still gripped his ass, held his softening prick inside her, cradled in the wet, cream-flooded pussy. She opened her mouth to speak, to say something, but the words wouldn't come. She held his naked body tight against hers and they lay very still for a long time.
Finally, when the dead weight of his limp body became unbearable, Laura squirmed and wiggled out from under him. She paused to grin at his exhausted form sprawled out face down on the sofa, pleased with herself now and confident she could handle him in the future. Her grin turned to a devilish smirk at the thought that she had it all recorded on film… or at least she hoped she did. It was the first opportunity she'd had to test the time-lapse mechanism she had been working on for the past few days, but felt sure she hadn't made any mistakes.
Over dinner, Laura discovered Tony wasn't as bad as the impression he had given her with his lewd passes and wisecracks. Or had he matured since he walked through her apartment door? The thought fascinated her. Perhaps she had found her true calling in life, she told herself; or at the very least, a more satisfying career than she had had as a model. And by adding Tony to her stable of studs, she wouldn't hate to worry anymore about being all alone during vacation periods, she decided. On the other hand, keeping him away from her door now might prove to be a more difficult task than before, but she decided not to worry about tat until tomorrow. At the moment she was caught up in the luxurious thought of having a man to sleep with tonight.
As Tony rambled on and on about himself, Laura drifted into the delicious daydreams of sleeping next te his naked muscular body; of devouring his big cock again before turning out the lights; of being awakened during the night to rind him routed and fucking her; and best of all, building up a tremendous appetite in the morning when she would have his big thick cock before breakfast.
"You can stay, can't you?" she blurted out, cutting him off in the middle of a sentence.
"Huh? Stay? Oh, sure, I can stay."
"Good. I'm sorry I interrupted. What were you saying?"
When his surprised look vanished and he picked up the one-sided conversation, Laura went back to her daydreams.
AI think for a breakfast appetizer, I'd like to sixty-nine it. Mmmm, on second thought, that might be too filling. Perhaps I'll get on top and do the fucking. Couldn't really tell if I liked it with Ben or not. I was too damn worried about the size of his cock. Mmmmm… decisions, decisions.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Following the week-long vacation, Laura found herself riding a new wave of popularity at the school. It began Sunday afternoon, as the parents were returning their kids to the campus and several of them made a point of stopping off to see the principal, to praise Miss Roberts for the amazing change they had noticed in their sons. Not only had their son's marks improved, but for the first time the boys were actually anxious to get back to school. When the word got around the campus, many of the teachers began to treat Laura with some respect and even a touch of friendliness. She found the resulting ego-trip to be one of the greatest experiences she had ever known, since it was the first time she had been praised for her work and not her looks.
While the names of the students whose parents complimented her weren't revealed by the principal, Laura knew it had to be Ben and Edward. Her first impulse was to recruit more of students, but she quickly realized that every time she added a boy to the membership she ran the risk of being discovered. So she put that idea out of her head, for the time, and concentrated on living up to her new reputation as an outstanding teacher.
Laura realized her greatest weakness was getting through to the girls in her classes, since she didn't hold a magic spell over all of them the way she did with the boys. The biggest problem she faced was breaking up the hold a few girls had over the rest. These four or five girls seemed to dictate the behavior for all the others, and Laura couldn't find the key to their influence. But before she had a chance to seek an answer to the puzzle, the facts found her.
"Miss Roberts!" a breathless, excited young girl whispered hoarsely as Laura was walking across the gym floor towards her office at the end of a class. She turned to look at the frightened student. "I think you should see what's happening down in the locker room, Miss Roberts!" the girl said, almost in tears.
"What is it?" Laura asked with concern, but moving in the direction of the stairs without waiting for an explanation.
"They've got that new… Debbie… and well you'd better see for yourself?" The girl was in tern now.
Laura broke into a run, with the girt following. As she raced down the stairs, two at a time, her 35-mm camera bounced wildly from the strap around her neck and hurt as it slammed into her sides. She was tempted to stop as she passed her small office downstairs to drop it off, but didn't wait to lose the time.
When they got to the locker room, the girl signaled that Laura should be quiet. They walked swiftly but noiselessly past the lockers until they came to the end of the tow and could see in to the shower room. The first thing that caught Laura's eyes was the shy, girlishly plump new girl stretched out naked at the opening to one of the shower stalls. Her wrists and ankles were tied with towels and she was stretched spread-eagle across the entrance to the stall, with a sock jammed in her mouth as a gag.
The pretty blonde girl standing before Debbie was the self-proclaimed leader of the group of rebel girls. It was more a reflex than an intentional action that made Laura take a picture of the scene. There were two other girls with the blonde, but they were out of the camera's view. From the angle Laura was shooting behind the lockers.
Laura's first instinct was to rush in and put an end to the torture scene. But she hesitated, knowing that they would try to explain it away as a joke, just an innocent prank they were playing to scare the girl a little. So she waited in silence to see just what the three girls had in mind.
As Sally, the leader, stepped back from her prisoner, Laura saw that she was holding a brush in her hand, with the wooden handle already tucked into the squirming girl's cunt. Again the camera's viewfinder was at her eye, and Laura recorded the scene.
"Just what's going on here!" Laura shouted then, stepping out from behind the lockers. The blonde girl froze, while her accomplices managed to slip away before Laura could see who they were.
"This little cunt had it coming," Sally declared boldly, releasing her grip on the brush, leaving the handle lodged in the girl's pussy. "And if you try to make a big deal about this, we'll get you, too!" Then she stormed off to her locker, passing Laura, who could only stare in disbelief, speechless and shocked.
Obviously the girl wasn't afraid to confront the school officials, Laura realized. Then she turned to help the young girl. Before saying, or doing anything else, she eased the blood-stained brush handle from the girl's tender cunt, getting queasy at the sight of it. Then bending to put the "evidence" on the floor, she quickly untied Debbie's ankles first, then her wrists. The girl pulled the sock out of her own mouth and flung herself in a sobbing, trembling mass against Laura.
"Poor kid," Laura whispered, hugging her tight. "Let me go call the doctor."
"No!" Debbie cried. "Don't call anyone!"
"But we must," Laura said softly, trying to calm the girl. "We have to report… and she'll be expelled."
"No! Oh, please don't tell anyone," the girl said between sobs.
"Why did they do this?" Laura asked in a whisper.
"I… I told my parents I didn't want to come back to this place… and when I told them about… Sally and her friends… and how they push all the girls around… my parents told the principal! I told them not to! I told them they'd get even!"
"There, there. It's all over now. Let's get you cleaned up and out of this place."
Laura soaked a towel in warm water and gently dabbed away the blood from the girl's legs. When she pressed the warm dampness against the girl's aching cunt, Debbie moaned, a moan that sounded strangely familiar, like her own moans of sensuous delight when she pressed her own cock-filled cunt against a man's groin. She rinsed out the towel and brought it back to the girl's pussy, sopping wet this time, and pressed it against her cunt.
Laura held the towel pressed firmly in place between the girl's legs as Debbie squirmed her throbbing pussy into the wetness, confused and embarrassed by the sudden conflict stirring inside her now. The pain had given way to a new warm agony and she squeezed her thighs together, locking the wet towel and Laura's hand there for more of the steaming-hot, satisfying sensation that was generating within the walls of her recently raped pussy. It was a self-healing agony, the girl realized as Laura coaxed her along with understanding tenderness and compassion.
"Don't fight it," Laura whispered, stepping closer and pressing harder with the towel, sending warm streams of water cascading down the insides of Debbie's thighs. Then using her body as a shield from the eyes of anyone that might be watching, Laura brought her free hand up to the girl's tits and gently massaged the soft mounds until Debbie's nipples fizzed-out straight and her moans became groans of animal-lust.
"That's it," Laura breathed in her ear, "Let yourself go. Flush it all out… You'll feel better afterwards."
"Nnnnggghhhh," Debbie whimpered.
"Come on… a little more. Grind your pussy into the towel. Mmmm… feel my hand on your tit. Let yourself go…"
"Oh…! Aaaggghhhh! Ooo-WWW! AHHH!"
"Now doesn't that feel better?" Laura sighed, rubbing the towel in small gentle circles over the flushing cunt.
"Mmmmmm… yes… mmmm… much better…"
A quick glance over her shoulder and Laura realized the girl that had called her in the first place was nowhere in sight, and she knew the girl, too, must be in a panic now for getting involved. It was obvious to Laura that Sally knew the girls wouldn't come forward and tell what had happened. Even if she decided to report it herself, Debbie probably would deny it all anyway.
Then after helping the girl get dressed, Laura walked her to the girls' dormitory and went on to her own apartment, alone and tormented with the weight of it all on her shoulders now. The kids knew exactly what they had to do nothing but Laura felt it was her own duty to do something about it. Even the pictures she had taken were useless, she told herself, unless the girls were willing to back her up.
Over a hefty Scotch-on-the-rocks, she tried to put it all out of her mind, and found herself thinking about the roll of film she had developed during the day, with thirty-six views of Tony's muscular, naked body… as well as a few of her own. She drained the Scotch from the glass, picked up her camera without thinking and rushed out of the apartment to return to the school's darkroom. There was still time, before the school was locked for the night, to make prints of those negatives, she told herself. She couldn't wait any longer to see how they had turned out.
Once she was in the darkroom, a feeling of warmth and security came over her. As she put the camera on the counter, she thought of the last two pictures she had taken. Her hand reached out automatically for the developing tank and the light switch. As she worked, on the more interesting job of printing the negatives of Tony, the film was developing in the tank alongside her. By the time she finished developing the last print, a new thought developed in Laura's head along with the picture.
"You wanted to see me?" Sally said in a brazen tone as she stood at the door to Laura's apartment.
"Yes. Please come in," Laura said in a sweet voice.
"Look, it's Friday afternoon and I've had it with school," the girl retorted. "I've got more important things to do."
"Of course you do," Laura smiled, pouring on the sweet act. "But this will only take a minute. I want to show you something and I can't do it out here."
Once they were in the living room, Laura handed the girl an envelope with the two enlargements and just waited for her reaction. The attractive blonde opened the envelope, took out the pictures and looked at them without a change of expression.
"So? Someone already told me you took pictures. You should have warned me so I could have put on some make-up and fixed my hair."
"Are you a lesbian, Sally?" Laura asked in the same soft, sweet voice.
"Are you crazy! Of course not!" the girl snapped back.
"Take another look at the pictures. Someone who doesn't know all the facts would assume you were making love to Debbie. See? Take a closer look at the one where you're right up close…"
"It's a lie!" the girl said in a trembling voice. "And I've got boy friends who'll testify to that!"
"Hmmm… I'm glad to hear that. But you know how it is when a person has their doubts. You know… maybe she swings both ways! And of course a girl's parents could get upset with a rumor like that…"
"This is blackmail!" Sally blurted out.
"That's funny. I hadn't thought of it that way. It's a point. But I'd prefer to think of it as fighting fire with fire."
"What is it you want?"
"Well, to begin with, I've been looking for a model to do some figure studies with, and since you are pretty, I thought you might like to pose for me."
"You mean naked?"
"Yes, of course. You have a beautiful shape to go with that pretty face, so you'll be ideal."
"I couldn't pose naked!"
"That's what I said the first time. But actually, it's a great experience. Unless of course you'd rather take your chances with those picture being circulated around…"
"All right! I'll do it!"
"Should we get started right now, or are you too busy?"
"Anything you say, Miss Roberts."
"Good. Take off your clothes, dear."
Laura remained standing in the center of the room, watching with a fixed stare as the girl began to disrobe. She knew, how embarrassing and humiliating it was to be watched like this and wanted to make the girl suffer as much as possible for what she had done to Debbie. When Sally was down to just her bra and panties, she gave Laura a helpless, pleading look and got a stem, unsympathetic stare in return.
"Look at those lovely tits," sgd Laura when Sally timidly slipped off her bra. And when the girl reluctantly lowered her panties, Laura went to where she was standing and ran the palms of her hands over the satiny smooth globes of her ass. Then she fingered her cunt. It was all to humiliate the girl, and it worked.
Finally, when Sally was totally naked, Laura began a series of classic poses front, back and side views, standing, then sitting. To add to the girl's discomfort, she made a point of posing her with generous use of her hands on the girl's cunt and ass, enjoying the agony on Sally's face.
"You're doing just fine, dear. Now I want you to turn your back to the camera and bend over… more… that's good. Spread your ass. I want a shot of that cute little asshole. Wait, I'll show you."
Stepping up behind Sally, she positioned the girl's hands on the smooth white globes of ass-flesh and showed her how to pull the cheeks apart to reveal her skitter. Muffled sounds of despair escaped from Sally's throat at the thought of being humiliated this way. Being photographed in the nude was difficult enough for her to bear, but the disgrace and shame of getting her asshole photographed was mortifying. Then, just as the male photographers had always done to her, Laura cork-screwed her finger up the girl's asshole, pleased with the muffled screech Sally tried to stifle. After twisting and wiggling her finger in that tight tunnel, Laura yanked it out suddenly, causing another screech from the girl, and then went back to take the picture.
"Good. Now sit on the edge of that bench and spread your legs," Laura said.
"Please, Miss Roberts," Sally pleaded as she took her place on the bench. "Haven't you taken enough pictures?"
"Almost. Now open your legs… more… more… got it. Okay, I want you to reach down with both hands and spread your cunt open. Come on let's get this over with. Spread your cunt, a little more… good. Now smile. That's it…"
When Laura was satisfied that she had completely recorded the girl's naked body, as well as her humiliated, anguished facial expressions, she said, "Let's take a break now. How about a nice stiff drink?"
"I could use it!" said Sally as she quickly followed Laura to the kitchen.
Laura poured straight Scotch into two large, ice-filled glasses and motioned the still-naked girl to take a stool alongside the snack counter. Sally eagerly sipped the throat-burning liquid, feeling it go all the way down to her stomach and thankful for the warm glow it gave her insides. As she got accustomed to the taste of the strong drink, she took large sips, anxious to get it through her system and into her head. Only then would she be able to accept the ordeal she had just been through, she told herself, as Laura remained standing across the counter watching her with grim satisfaction. But Sally was no longer self-conscious about her nakedness.
"Did you know that kid Debbie was a virgin?" Laura asked as she poured Sally another drink.
"I guess so," Sally sighed, feeling the effects of the first drink now and getting over the nervousness of the ordeal. "And she's still a virgin. Giving your cherry to a brush handle doesn't count. But we didn't know for sure…?"
"How would you like to be raped by a girl, first of all, and with a wooden brush handle?"
"She had it coming," Sally defended herself in a trembling voice. "She squealed on us to the principal… and… and… they kill stool pigeons, you know!"
"There's no need to get so upset," Laura said when she saw team welling up in the girl's eyes. It occurred to her that the girl thought she was going to be raped with a wooden handle. "I don't get my jollies from girls. Especially at the end of a wooden handle. So relax."
"What about inside?" Sally shot back, fighting off the team. "Why'd you do all those things to me? A normal girl doesn't feel up another girl and finger her cunt and all!"
"Yes, I know. But I wanted you to experience some of the humiliation you made Debbie go through. It didn't give me any enjoyment, but it was something you had coming!"
"Well, I guess it's not so bad then, now that it's over and I know you're not queer."
"Good. Because there's still a few more pictures I want to take before we call it an even exchange for what you did."
"What kind of pictures? You've already photographed me inside and out!"
"Just a few of you fucking. That's all!"
"Huh?" Sally gasped, but suddenly realized it was too late to do anything about it.
While they had been in the kitchen, Tony and Ben had slipped into the apartment, as Laura had meticulously planned, and Tony was now standing in the kitchen doorway, totally naked. Ben, meanwhile, was hiding in the bedroom, waiting for his signal from Laura to enter.
"Not bad," Tony grinned, devouring Sally's body with his eyes.
"Mmmm… you're not so bad yourself," from Sally, eyeing his stiff cock as it swayed gently from side to side.
Laura laughed and said, "Now see how thoughtful I… getting you a nice young stud, instead of a wooden handle?"
"When do we start fuck… I mean posing?" Sally purred, just a little tipsy from the drinks.
"The sooner the better," Laura laughed, leading them back into the living room. "You kneel here, Sally. That's it. And Tony, you stand right in front of her like that. Good…"
"Hey!" Sally blurted out when the eye of his cock stared into her face and she realized what they were doing. "You said we were going to fuck, not suck. I don't go for this."
"Just relax, dear. Take Tony's cock in your left hand. Come on… get a good grip on it. Mmmm… isn't it nice and hard? Stare at it as though you want it, like it dying to eat it… good, good. Now let's get a shot of you licking your lips. That's it. You're doing fine."
Between the Scotch muddling her brain and the smell of the cock in front of her face, Sally moved as she was told.
"Now lick your tongue across the head of it…"
"I… can't," Sally moaned, staring at the purplish knob with longing, but unable to follow the last order.
"Of course you can," Laura coned. "Just look at that big, glistening cock. Mmmm… I can almost taste it myself. And I'm going to, as soon as we finish taking these pictures. So you better do it while you've got the chance."
Reluctantly, Sally placed her tongue on the side of the puffing, ballooning knob. The cock, or her tongue slipped just a little, she wasn't sure which, but the tear-drop of cum that was oozing from the piss-slit was on her tongue now. The salty taste made her twice as dizzy as the Scotch, and she found herself licking the cock-head harder and faster.
"Easy," Laura said, capturing everything on film. "I want you to slide your tongue down it now. All the way down. Lift his cock high. Come on. Now lick Tony's balls. Fine…"
Sally was obeying more willingly now. Her tongue licked with increasing enthusiasm, while Tony remained silent, just standing before her with his hands on his hips and grinning at her. She discovered she liked the taste of his big thick meat, and the feel of it throbbing on her tongue stirred the juices in her pussy. Until now, everything had been a degrading act she was forced to perform. But the smell, taste and feel of Tony's big cock put her in a different frame of mind. She licked the vein-popping shaft from his balls to the tip and back again, measuring it with her tongue for the tight fitting she wanted in her cunt.
"I never saw a cock as beautiful as this," she whispered softly between licks.
Tony brought his hands to the sides of her face and guided her licking tongue over his steaming-hot cock. He was breathing heavier, too, forgetting Laura and her picture-taking as he concentrated on the soft pillows of pink flesh that were Sally's lips.
When she closed her eyes, Tony quickly opened the lids again with his thumbs, aroused even more by the way she looked up at him with such a helpless expression. He knew by the look in those dreamy blue eyes that she wanted his cock in her mouth. She couldn't bring herself to do it, he knew, but wanted desperately for him to do it to her. He pressed his thumbs into her cheeks, forcing her jaws to part and eased the blood-gorged head of his cock between the oval opening of her full, sensuous, pouting lips.
Tony's knees almost buckled when the sensitive head of his cock felt the wane moistness of her mouth and the examination her tongue was already giving the invading knob. Her hot breath, forced from her flared nostrils, swept over the still-to-be swallowed length of his trembling, anxious prick.
Sally whimpered and mooned as his hard prick inched deliciously along her flattened tongue, moving deeper and deeper into her throat. Saliva seeped from, the comes of her mouth, trickled down to her chin and dripped onto her tight-nippled tits. She gurgled lust sounds deep in her throat and simply relaxed all her muscles in a yielding surrender to his cock.
Meanwhile, Laura watched patiently from behind the camera. Taking any more pictures at this point would show little change in the ones she already had of his cock in the girl's mouth, she decided, and just watched. The scene had already made the juices start oozing from her own cunt. The sight of Tony's big cock lodged in Sally's mouth, along with the girl's animal-lust sounds, were driving her to distraction.
Laura decided to shed the slacks altogether. She felt better once they were off and only her nylon panties dampened from the oozing girl-flux from her weeping pussy. The cool air that swept over her legs brought her attention to the fact that she was sweaty all over, and she pulled off her sweater next and finally her bra. It was, like a refreshing shower when her bare skin felt the cool room air sweep over her now. She slipped a hand inside her panties to move the clinging material away from her crotch, and let her hand linger there without thinking. Then she watched the couple comfortably, with her middle tinter toying casually with her clit. And she probably would have worked herself to an orgasm if Ben hadn't slipped up behind her and tapped her on the shoulder. It startled and scared her, until she realized who it was. She had forgotten all about him hiding in the bedroom waiting to be called into the act. But he appeared at just the right moment, she decided, and signaled the boy to take his place on stage.
Sally was totally unaware of Ben's presence behind her until he lifted her by the hips, while Tony held her head firmly locked against his groin. She still didn't know who it was, and if she had, would have been horrified at the boy they called "Moose" on campus. But she panicked anyway at the idea that there were now two men at her body and she was helpless to do anything to stop them.
Laura began taking pictures again, but her thoughts were on Ben's huge cock, as she watched him bring the fully erect prick closer to the unguarded slit of the bent-over girl. Laura knew every inch of that huge meat and wished now that he was behind her instead of Sally. Her own cunt was panting furiously for that gorgeous prick, but she forced herself to stick to her original plan. She knew the girl would go out of her mind when he began stretching her cunt to the limits with his giant rod. And with Tony's big cock in her mouth, the girl would feel like a pig on a barbeque spit, she told herself. A fitting reward for what they had done to Debbie.
Ben took the cheeks of Sally's ass in his big hands and pulled them in opposite directions, exposing her little blinking asshole completely. He bent down then and licked his cow like tongue over her shitter and Sally screeched with delight, allowing Tony's cock to slip deeper down her already choking throat.
"AAAgggghhh!" Sally cried at the wet licking sensation on her asshole. "Aaaaggghhh! Unnnggghhh! Ooooowww!"
"Stop… wasting… time!" Tony growled through clenched teeth. "I… can't… hold this back forever!"
Immediately Ben snapped up from his ass-licking chore. He fisted his cock and guided the enormous knob to her pink cunt-lips. Then he vigorously mashed the knob in circles over and around Sally's drooling cunt, lubricating the blunt head for his plunge into her tight, velvet-soft, steaming fuck-hole.
Sally wasn't sure what was happening behind her, but she didn't think it was his cock. It seemed too big for that. But when it started to part the tender lips of her cunt, and continued to stretch and stretch, she began to panic. Her mind told her that Laura was going to get even by having a baseball bat shoved up her cunt.
"Ohhh! Shit! You bastard, hurry!" Tony hissed. Sally felt her young slit stretch around the head of Ben's prick and realized it was filling her to capacity. Up and up it inched, until she thought she would faint from the size of the cock, and still it inched up farther. She couldn't scream or fight back, and found herself rising on tip-toe. Two big hands suddenly clamped tight on her tits and she had an instant orgasm.
"Nnnnggghhh!" Tony cried, knowing he was about to explode his cum in her throat. The gurgling sounds from her orgasm was sending bubbling saliva over and around his cock and he fought desperately to hold back his cum.
"Oh, shit… Nnnnggghhh! Suck it, baby! I'mmmm cominggggg! Suck my cock good! Aaaaaggggghhh! Coming! Aaahhhhh! Mmmmmmm…"
Sally choked, gagged, swallowed and thought she was drowning in the flood of thick cock-sap splashing down her throat. All she could do was grab his hairy leg and dig her nails into the flesh, hoping to save herself from mounting the peak of another orgasm. The thick fuck-cream spilled out of her mouth, ran down her chin, down his cock and over his balls, ruling her nostrils with a mind-consuming stench of manliness.
But as much at she loved it, Sally's mind wouldn't let her forget the big hands on her tits, which were pulling her back onto a long, thick cock, convincing her now that it was bigger than even a baseball bat. Each throb of Ben's thick meat thundered through her cunt and pounded in her head, taking away from the thrill and excitement of the shooting cock in her throat.
"Aaaaggghh!" she cried, when Tony finally pulled his thick prick from her mouth. She opened her eyes to see what they had taken from her, not even sure what it was, her mind was so confused. She knew she wanted it back, however. It took her mind off the piercing cock splitting her cunt in two.
"You suck cock pretty good for a beginner," Tony said, smiling down at her.
"Mmmm… please," she whimpered, "don't leave me."
"My friend back there will make you forget all about it."
"Noooo… please. Mmmmm… it's so big…"
"Ahhhh," said Ben as his balls slapped against the cheeks of her ass. "It's all in. Mmmm, you're tight… good."
"Is that you, Benjamin Brock?" Sally gulped.
"Yeah… I hope you're not mad."
"Ohhh… noooo…" she purred, feeling the walls of her twat stretch easily around his thick meat now, aided by the flood of her girl-flux. "You're so big, Ben. Mmmm… your hands are so big and strong, too. Keep rubbing my tits, Ben. You're driving me out of my mind!"
Tony sauntered back to Laura, wearing a big grin and a limp cock. She smiled weakly at him from behind the camera. Other than taking pictures, there wasn't any fun in this for her, she realized. And now the tormentor was perhaps more tormented than the victim, she thought as she eyed Tony's dangling, soft meat with despair.
"Diddle me, Tony," Laura whispered, still bending over the camera. "I'm so hot I can't stand it any more."
"I'll get a hard-on again," he answered. "Can't you wait?"
"No! Damn it!" she hissed. "Diddle me!"
He reached his hand inside the flimsy panties, sliding his fingers tantalizingly over the cheeks of her ass, until they reached the sopping-wet crotch and he realized she was telling the truth about being too hot to wait. Then he yanked the thin material down over the full, perfectly matched globes of white ass-meat, marveled at the sight momentarily and slithered his hand between her legs.
Laura sighed at the first touch of his finger on the panting lips of her pussy. She reached down and quickly stripped the panties down her legs, kicked them off and opened her legs wide to savor the delicious taste of his fat finger slithering between the puckered lips of her slit. Just the feel of his hard, thick finger sliding up and down the crease of her twat was a relief.
"Mmmm," she breathed softly as his other hand swept gently over the curves of her ass, giving her chills of excitement.
While one finger deftly teased at the entrance to her cunt, his other hand swept up over her back, around to her tits and fondled then gently with a soft, squeezing, milking action. But before bringing total satisfaction to her jugs, his hand swept down her stomach, over her hip and back to her ass, where he started the same tantalizing trip all over again. It was delicious, Laura told herself. He had a definite knack for building every inch of a girl's body to the peak of excitement and anticipation… Then his fingertip located her clit and he toyed with that, while his other hand lingered on her tits. She could feel herself reaching the peak of an orgasm from the way he was handling her body so expertly.
But he didn't just want her to have a quick release, Laura realized. He wanted to lift her to the summit and keep her there. The minute she found herself going for the climax, his hands moved from what they were doing and started on another spot. Like now, her tits were quivering with delight and his hand suddenly left them to massage her ass.
Laura concentrated on the finger at her clit and it slipped back to toy with her asshole. Then his hand was back at her tits and his finger invading her shitter. She groaned at the thick digit squirming into her hot, dry bung, but when it was all the way in, she wiggled her ass on it. She loved it now. And his hand was a delight on her rock-hard nipples and tender cunt-meat. Again he squeezed a farewell to her tits and brought his hand down her stomach, combed his fingers through her pussy-hair and deftly sank the middle finger in her mushy cunt. With a finger up her asshole and another in her cunt, she was dancing on her toes to the tune of an orgasm. She was breathing hard and fast now.
As she wiggled, and squirmed, Tony brought his open mouth to it tingling skin of her ass and sucked on the jiggling white balls of flesh. It was all she needed for a push over the top of her peak. She grabbed the hand it her cunt, locked it there for safekeeping and yet the sex-juices flush out of her delirious, convulsing pussy.
Laura had barely squeezed out the last drop of cunt-cream when Ben howled with delight and Sally screeched. The forgotten couple were obviously reaching their own climax, Laura realized, opening her eyes.
"Oh!" Sally screamed. "Oh, Ben! Fuck me hard! I'm coming! Commmiing Nnngggh!"
The boy locked her tight against his groin, her ass jammed into his belly and his cock going into a frenzy in the steaming-hot sleeve of her gripping, squeezing, sucking cunt. And the last thing Sally remembered was the jerking meat inside her and the sudden splash of cum deep in her cunt.
Laura put the finishing touches on her picture taking with a shot of Ben slipping his juice-soaked cock from Sally's cream-filled cunt; one of them smiling gratefully at each other; and finally one of Sally's wide-eyed expression as she stared at the huge size of Ben's cock, not believing even now that she had had it all inside her cunt.
"Is everyone happy?" Laura sighed.
They grinned and nodded back at her, though Sally walked with a bit of difficulty now. She ached all over and was still a little dizzy from the Scotch. As a joke, she walked bow-legged across the room to where Laura was standing with Tony.
"I don't think my legs will ever come together again," Sally said with a big grin.
"Forget that! You can always wear a long skirt," Laura laughed. "But what are you going to do about your new baritone voice, honey?"
They all laughed at that and Sally said, "Skit, I need a drink. Do you mind, Miss Roberts? Maybe it'll clear my throat!"
"Let's have a gang-bath," Sally said excitedly.
"A what?" Tony asked.
"You know… the four of us get into the tub together!"
"Are you crazy?" Laura laughed. "My tub isn't big enough to hold Ben all by himself. As a matter of fact Ben takes a bath once a week in the pool, during class!"
As they sat around the snack counter, still naked, trading jokes and eating the sandwiches, the phone rang. Laura eased herself from the cushioned stool, motioned with a finger to her lips for the others to be quiet, and ran into the living room to answer the phone.
"Hello," she said softly, hoping now that no one had heard the noise in her apartment and complained.
"Hello yourself," Art's voice rang in her head.
"Art! Is that really you? I don't believe my ears. Where are you?"
"Hey, take it easy. I'm in the city."
"When did you get back, lover?"
"I just got in. And this town is dead without you here. How fast can you get that gorgeous ass of yours down here?"
"I… don't know," Laura said more slowly. "How long will you be in town, Art?"
"Just till tomorrow night. Then I have to fly to Washington for a few weeks and then I'll be back for good."
"That sounds great. But to tell you the truth, I'm too damn exhausted to make that trip tonight, and even if I drove down in the morning, we'd only have a few hours."
"Yeah… Ain't it a bitch? You're right. It's too long a trip. But, listen, I'll be back in two weeks, and I'll be setting up my own studio again, just like old times. I want you to pack it in up there and come back to the Big Apple… All right?"
"Call me when you get back and we'll talk about it."
"Hey, baby. What's to talk about?"
"Well, I just can't walk off the job with two months to go in the semester… I'm the only gym teacher they have. It just wouldn't be right."
"All right. I hadn't thought of that. How's it going up there? I'll bet that fuck town is driving you fruitcake."
"I've really been so busy I didn't notice."
"Listen, honey, you warm up my meal for me… you know what I mean… and be ready to serve it hot on a silver platter in two weeks. All right?"
"Yes. Of course. I'll see you then…" When she put the phone back in the cradle, Laura felt torn with indecision. Determined, however, not to let this problem spoil the fun of the moment, she returned to the kitchen.
As she walked inside, she said that only Tony was there.
"Sally and Ben are taking a bath," Tony said with a grin.
"They'll never make it," she laughed.
"Let's go watch," he said with a grin.
"Go ahead. I'd rater have another drink."
Tony grinned and took off for the bathroom.
When the burning sensation of the straight Scotch slithered down her throat and reached her stomach, Laura found herself still thinking about Art and the decision facing her. What was she going to tell Art? Her life would be much less complicated and threatened if she returned to live with him. But on the other, she couldn't be sure how long the security of it would last before she found herself out looking for another job, with Art off on another spree of assignments. She poured another drink and wished Art hadn't called just when everything was going so well.
"Well, they got in the tub," Tony said as he entered the kitchen. "There isn't much room for water, but they're in it getting wet and all soaped up… and Sally is washing his face with her pussy."
"Would you like a drink?" Laura offered.
"To tell the truth, I'd rather get back to the living room…" he said, a little embarrassed by his youthful eagerness.
"Yes, I know. Come on. We'll build a giant fire in your balls and end your horniness."
Laura followed him into the living room, grinning at the boy's uncontrollable eagerness. She knelt on the floor before him then and smiled up into his wide-eyed face, then leaned forward and pressed her puckered lips to the tip of his lifting shaft. His cock sprang to life with new vigor. She was flattered that he could get another hard-on so fast just looking at her face, and she licked the ballooning knob of it sensuously.
"Oooowww," he moaned at the sight of her tongue on his cock. "You're wonderful, Miss Roberts."
"I think you'd better lie down, Tony, just in case your legs go out at the last minute…"
When the boy was stretched out on the floor, Laura crawled between his legs and lowered her pouty red lips to his swollen, lust-engorged cock. A flick of her tongue and the drop of oozing cum was gone from the eye of it. Her hands reached down and cupped his soft balls and lifted them as her lips parted and sucked his cock into her warm, moist mouth. She fed the pulsing meat along the full length of her tongue until the long shaft embedded itself in her throat. His mewling cries of pleasure encouraged her to suck harder and bring him the thrill of her talents. She slipped a hand under him and her fingers tapped sensuously at his asshole, while her tongue circled and twisted serpent-like around his mouth-filling cock.
Suddenly Tony pushed Laura's mouth off his cock and, looking her in the eye, asked, "Miss. Roberts, could… would you let me… would it be okay if I screwed you in the ass?"
Laura looked at the boy in shock for a moment feeling her asshole contract in fear. Then, as she thought about it, the very perversity of the idea began to turn her on.
"Yes!" she hissed at him. "Go ahead and fuck my ass, Tony. Take my cherry and make me love it!"
Tony gasped eagerly and get behind Laura, who crunched forward and presented him with her.
His fingers explored, then found what he was seeking… His middle finger sank to the second knuckle in the tight forbidden orifice of her ass.
Laura gasped and jerked reflexively forward, but Tony had her lightly pinned in position and he brought his cock up into line with her tautly puckered little shifter. Guiding it with one hand, Tony eased his cock-head up to her tight, muscular asshole. And then, with a flick of his hips he pushed forward, pressuring his knob against her bung until the tight, elastic like little mouth finally yielded. First an inch, no more… just enough to give her a taste of what was to come.
Laura groaned with pain as she tried to adjust to the invasion of Tony's cock up her butt. She began to have second thoughts, but then noticed that the pain seemed to be easing, replaced by a tingling sensation.
Tony eased another inch of cock into her asshole, while Laura panted and whined beneath him as he skewered her asshole on his prick. At last, Tony gave a sharp, nearly inaudible cry and rammed his cock home. It sank like a heated knife into soft melted butter, right up to its hairy base in the incredibly tight tunnel of her ass. He'd never felt anything like it! No virgin cunt could possibly be like this! It was as if a warm gloved hand had suddenly gripped his prick and was pulling and pumping him like crazy!
Tony could see the spectacle that the two of them were creating reflected in the mirror that hung on one wall. The sight was like something from a fantastic fantasy… Laura, naked and helpless, pinned beneath him, her face contorted with a combination of lust and agony, her mouth half-open in a silent moan, her long hair tossing from side to side, her firm, tempting young tits dancing and swaying deliciously beneath her as she squirmed lewdly about.
Tony was held to his lewd tableau like a magnet. His prick ached inside her tightly constricting asshole, and suddenly he could wait no longer. He had to fuck it, had to ram his aching cock in and out of her clutching asshole until it exploded. She was a helpless heap of quivering female flesh, unable to move a muscle, just crouch there beneath him as he relentlessly fucked his thick fleshy cock into her quivering shitter.
Tony felt a gush of warm juice ooze down Laura's thighs and onto his own and he knew that she had reached the end. He felt her asshole contract involuntarily, tightening even more the viselike grip her tightly locked shitter had on this throbbing prick. He'd held it as long as he could. There was no point in waiting any longer. Wit a frenzied burst of energy, he rammed deep up her ass-tunnel again and again, sodomizing her viciously with every deep, tearing thrust. Like a madman, he slimmed his prick into her clinging butt.
"Oooohhhh! Yes, Tony, hurt me, hurt me! AAAggghhh! I love it!"
Tony gripped her hips with both hands, his own eyes closed as if he used every ounce of his energy driving his thick cock deep into her guts again and again, harder and deeper with every punishing jab.
"A… Hump back!" he cried out loudly, with no shame or embarrassment, as his cock for the first time exploded like a hand grenade deep up inside her hotly clasping shifter. His balls slapped wetly between Laura's thighs drenched with the sticky film of her own wildly erupting juices that seeped out and trickled down the soft smooth insides of her openly straining legs. His own white-hot jizz squirted in a thick torrent deep up into her bowels.
Tony moaned as his balls emptied inside her, then he dropped to the carpeted floor beside her as his cock grew limp and rubbery and slipped from her still tightly sucking asshole with a loud, wet plopping noise that seemed the fitting end to the afternoon.
"Mmmm…" Laura sighed, when she was finally able to breathe normally again. She opened her eyes to see Tony stretched out on the floor with his limp cock hanging exhausted between his legs.
What am I going to tell Art? she asked herself again. How can I possibly leave my boys? How can I leave this crazy, wonderful school? They need me!
"Miss Roberts!" Sally's excited voice rang out from the bathroom. "Ben's stuck in the tub!"
"I'm coming," Laura called back, slowly lifting herself from the floor.
That big crazy ape needs me most of all! I guess I'll just have to tell Art I discovered my career as a teacher is more important than his… his… his what? His cock I guess! And I still have a series of asses to photograph. Can't leave until I've finished that task.
"Ben wants to know if you're angry, Miss Roberts," Sally called to her.
"Sure… tell him I'm looking for my ruler!" she answered with a laugh.
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