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CHAPTER ONE


It wasn't until the pilot came on the intercom and informed us that in thirty minutes we would be landing at Kennedy International Airport, that I really faced the fact I was on my way home. After the first couple of years in South America, I was ready to believe I would never go back. But never is a helluva long time, and even though everything was still as good as ever, the job still paying, the chicks still on tap, and the living still easy, I started to get restless. Don't ask me what was wrong. Maybe I just got homesick, needed to be back among my own countrymen-and countrywomen. A vacation wouldn't do it, I decided. If I was going to go back then I would go back, and settle in, the way I had settled in in Colombia. Maybe I'd fit in. I knew a lot of things had changed, and maybe that was why I wanted to return. Money was a problem. The job teaching English in Medellin hardly paid enough for me to save any of it. I had to have a job waiting for me. I started sending out application letters, hoping there would be something open for me next year. To my dismay, nobody seemed interested in hiring me. Then carne the response from Mountainview Girls School. They had an opening for an English instructor, but there was a catch: I would have to begin immediately and teach the final two months before the summer vacation. I got nervous, thinking there might not be another offer, and decided to accept. I conned my way out of my Colombian contract and prepared to leave. Of course, as usual in these situations, there were loose ends that needed tying. Raquel, for instance. She had been my on and off mistress for the past year. For the past six months it was mostly on, and, I modestly admit, she had fallen for me pretty hard. I didn't want to hurt her, but I couldn't take her with me, certainly. I was breaking all ties with the past and starting fresh in my homeland. Old mistresses often begin to resemble albatrosses in those situations. So I had to break the bad news to her. I could imagine the bad vibes that would go down when I blithely informed her I was going off to teach a school full of squealing young American girls. She would take it personally. But she should have known by then that I had nothing in the world against voluptuous, raven-haired, brown-eyed Latin ladies-if anything, I had shown my affections for the type a bit too promiscuously for most of the community's liking. I've always claimed I have a hormonal problem, an uncontrollable need for sexual satisfaction, but I don't think that tempers anyone's possible ire. On the afternoon of the day before I was to fly back to the states, I waited for her to return to the apartment. She came in, looking typically gorgeous and erotic in a loose cotton dress, unbuttoned halfway down the front, exhibiting a good portion of her delectable breasts.
"Hello, bebe," she said, smiling sensuously.
"Hi, Raquel. Where you been?"
"Just visiting my friend. You look so serious. What is wrong? Is there something you wish to tell me?" 
She could read me like a book. I could see it really was time to move on. The next step otherwise would be marriage. She sat down beside me on the sofa. She put an arm around my neck, but I didn't give her any encouragement in that department. No reason to lead her on and then just knock her on her ass. I wasn't that insensitive. "Yeah, there's something I have to tell you, baby. I don't know if you'll like it." "What, then? Do not keep with a mystery. Do not keep it from me. But I think I already know." "You do?" "You are leaving?" she asked. I chuckled. "Don't tell me-woman's intuition, right? I guess I did mention it a couple of times recently. But the word's come through. I've got a job back there. A man's got to go home some time, baby." "Yes. I thought you like it here." "I love it. But the time has come. You can understand that, Raquel, can't you?" She nodded her head sullenly and stared down at the floor. She was so beautiful with her full, round figure, the large, ripe tits overflowing the open front of her dress, and her long black hair, that skin the color of cocoa, those dark, deep brown eyes, staring at me widely, sadly now, nodding her head once more and sighing deeply. She stretched across me then and took my hand. "But when do you go home, bebe?" "Uh…tomorrow." "Manana? Oh no, so soon…We not have many times more to make love then, eh?" "Oh…we've got till tomorrow." I leaned over and kissed her hard on the lips. She responded hotly, her tongue moving against mine. I slipped a hand into her open dress and took a handful of soft breast. The nipple was already sprouting out tautly. "Come on, let's go into the bedroom," I said softly into her ear, kissing it lightly. "Yes…yes." We went in there, arm in arm, and flopped down onto the big, soft bed. She undressed me, deftly pulling my shoes and socks off, and dragging my trousers and underpants down. I got my shirt off without any help, and then I lay there stretched out naked beside her. With a quick tug she pulled off her dress, unleashing all of her flowing curves. It was a voluptuous body, one I would sorely miss-for a while, anyway. She dropped down beside me and took my already stiffening cock in her hand. The knowledge that this would be one of my last times with her increased my ardor, and the mere sight of her was enough to get me hard. And then, with her first caressing touch, I went absolutely rigid. Jerking me slowly up and down, she sighed, "Oh, I shall miss your beautiful cock most of all, I think. Where shall I find one so big and so strong?" "Beats me," I laughed. "Why don't you suck it? I think we can get it even bigger…Go on, baby, put it in your beautiful mouth…all of it now." Her brown eyes squinted and the lush lips pouted, but she nodded her head in agreement. The lips parted and a dark pink tongue came out and wetted them. She set to work, the fingers of both hands slipping all around my thick, hairy base, squeezing in on my tumescent prick, her mouth slowly coming down till the lips touched against the thick, swollen head of the prick. Her wet tongue slipped around and around it, making long, wet jabs, letting the head become covered with her saliva. When she thought it was good and ready, she sucked it into her mouth, inch by inch, her hands feeding it upwards into the hole, stuffing herself with it like it was some delicious sweet. Stretching a finger or two down, she also caressed my balls, inflaming them still further, making them burn brightly and tingle. When she swallowed all of the cock she used her fingers more deliberately on my testicles, squeezing and prying them apart, pushing them up into their sac, pulling down on them, in sum, doing everything she had learned to do to make me go nuts with passion. "Yes, baby," I whispered at her between gasps. "That's good, that's beautiful…suck it!" She started to pump up and down now, first slow then fast then slow again. It took plenty of control, I can tell you, just to keep from shooting right off. But I don't think she would have enjoyed that. This being one of our last encounters, I would have to make it one to remember, and that did not include any premature ejaculations. Her fingers trailed down again and squeezed my balls from below, running one of her nails along the scrotal line to my asshole, making me shudder ecstatically. She had learned all of my needs and delights in the year we had been sleeping together, and now it was as if we had a kind of extrasensory perception between us, which enabled her to give me just what I wanted when I wanted it, with few directions or urgings ever necessary. Believe me, it was one helluva sacrifice to leave that lovely lady. Then she lifted her mouth off of my stiff pole, letting it slip free and throb up in the air like a crazed serpent. She slid her face along my heated groin, till her teeth were clawing at the tangled fibers and then her tongue was lapping hungrily against the heavy sac. "Yeah, that's nice, Raquel, lick those balls…put them in your mouth and suck hard! Ohhh!" I reached down and stuck my hand into her outstretched ass. I stretched my fingers along the deep valley of her lovely ass cheeks, those two plump pillows, scrumptiously cinnamon-colored. I picked and poked at her tight anus. She rose up from my balls and started to recover my prick, but paused long enough to encourage my anal exploration. She shoved her cute brown rear closer to my face, and I readily obliged her by spreading the twin cheeks, exposing the tiny pink hole to full light, and then slowly inserting my index finger. The puckered opening flexed frantically, finally relaxed, and allowed me to push in as far as the knuckle. It felt warm and tight in there. "Yes, yes," she breathed, wagging her tongue over the head of my thick prick. "Oh, I love it so much!" "I know you do, baby, I know…" She squirmed all around, really enjoying herself. I was glad to see it, glad to see that she wasn't too overcome by my bad news. Of course, my vanity wanted to see her slightly broken up but not enough to cause a scene. I wanted to leave my adopted-and now abandoned-country with a good taste in my mouth. Speaking of which, that open, heaving pussy of hers looked mighty tempting, wagging around near my face. I pressed my index finger into her ass a little further and added my middle digit to the tight fit. She squirmed and groaned. Heaving a deep sigh of pleasure, she ground her ass against my wrist, and she continued her voracious sucking, to my delight and I dismay, for I knew that, pleasurable as it certainly was, there was no way I was going to get away unscathed, without coming down her sweet Colombian mouth. She became so excited by my tickling her that she passed her nearest leg across my face. She shimmied up to where her smooth, fragrant, jet-black muff pressed against my chin, and the salmon-colored gash of her deep, wet womanhood covered my open mouth. My tongue lapped at it gladly, long hard swipes across the length of it, slapping hard and steady, making her groin convulse above me. "Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmm!" she mumbled, her ecstatic groans shaking and twisting like crazy. I licked and licked, moving my tongue in and out of her, up and down the wet pussy, finally, quickly actually, making her come, making her body blush and shake, making her cunt close tight, trying to capture my tongue. "Oh! Oh!" I exclaimed, unable to contain my exuberant laughter. "That's the way, baby, that's the way…oh, shit, I am I certainly going to miss that beautiful twat of yours!" Her legs trembled intensely, and the dark curls at the side of her cunt twisted around my nostrils ticklishly, nearly driving me crazy as she seemed to be. I inhaled deeply and blew into her heaving honeypot. This seemed to make her come even harder, and she squeezed her soft, plump thighs tighter around my face. I dug both hands into the deep valley and spread the twin buttocks. Then I raised my nose up from the smothering heat of hair and cunt and snorted in as much air as I could get. The aroma of her aroused crotch was all around me now. The sweet smell, the taste! They were things I would not soon forget, no matter how much distance in miles I put between myself and their owner. For a moment I wished I could take her with me. But it wouldn't work out. She was the past I was leaving. She lifted her mouth off my cock for another deep breath. She gave me a loving smile, then swallowed the cock up again, her head moving up and down, and her lips twisting and turning from side to side as my shaft ran in and out of her mouth, back and forth through the lush lips. I rapidly rose to a peak. I closed my eyes and licked more slowly at her delicious pit, dreamily remembering all the times we had done this in the past year. I licked and licked, and her sticky, sweet drool ran down over my chin. She moved faster and faster, her head flying back and forth, making me shudder with pleasure, sheer, unadulterated ecstasy, more and more, till I knew it was too much to stop and I knew that I could not keep from coming right down her sucking, slurping, beautiful throat. My prick contracted, the big breath before the explosion, and then she squeezed her lips around it, down practically at the base. Her hands quickly moved to my balls and squeezed them tightly. It sent a bolt of electricity up from my groin, burning my insides, making me gasp. "Yes, yes, suck it! I'm gonna come now!" I screamed at her, and it was the truth. My steaming come poured out, out, down her throat, and she willingly gobbled it down, like a rich delicacy, and kept on gobbling as the ejaculating prick trembled and quivered and shot its full, thick load. "Drink it! Swallow it, baby! Ohhhh!" I dug my nails into the plump flesh of her ass, and I lay my face flat against her juicy, open honeypot. My eyes closed tightly and I felt like I was sailing through space, through an endless atmosphere of ecstasy. She sucked, chewed, inhaled it all down her throat. I could imagine how it was clogging her throat, cutting off her air supply, but not stopping her, no-she continued at top speed, sucking every last drop out of my exploding prick. There was so damned much of it! But she didn't complain, didn't do anything but suck away and sigh with satisfaction, and I had no doubts that she was enjoying it. The way her cunt blushed and spasmed you could see too that she was having her own climactic reaction to my climax. When I had my second wind and could breathe again, I pushed my tongue back inside her sweet cunt and licked up the drool, of which there was plenty. And when I began sucking her again, she became even more excited and ran her face up and down on my pole with more violent strokes, back and forth, pounding away. At long last, I had given her all I had, and she began to settle down. My prick dwindled down to normal size, and she let it slide out of her mouth. She nibbled at it tenderly, pressing her lips against the head in a loving kiss, licking off the remaining strands of sticky sperm. "Oh, is so nice," she whimpered. "You give me so much to drink all the time…but it is never enough. I could drink it for ever and ever…" With another sigh she arched her groin, raising her ass up some inches above me and then dropping it down on my face. I rubbed my nose against the fragrant pubic hair and kissed her cunt. I opened my mouth and slid my tongue up into the hole, twirling it around lightly. I took a deep breath, then exhaled hard against the fluttering labia. "Ohhhh," she groaned. "Yes, that feels wonderful, darling. I like so much…" I fitted some fingers along the sides of her cunt, and fiddled with the black, silky hairs. She shook her ass about and looked down at me, smiling. "You like my pussy, still?" she said in a sultry whisper. "You no forget it when you go." "I shall remember it the rest of my life," I laughed, and kissed her there. I caught one of the tingling labes and bit down on it, till I felt her squirm. She caressed my thighs, and the feeling was electric. The whole lower half of my body still tingled greatly from the terrific blowjob she had just given me. I realized my chances were not good if I hoped to find another cunt as sexy as this one. She was a gem. She kissed my balls now and patted them. Then she swung around, telling me she wanted to be held in my arms, to press her naked chest against mine. I embraced her. Her red-brown nipples stood out hard and erect at the tips of her wide, round breasts, and they burned as they pressed against the hair on my chest. I let out a sigh and pulled her tighter, kissed her on the ear, then on the lips. We lay there quietly for a couple of minutes. It was a sensual scene, and I would have liked it to go on forever, but that just wasn't possible. She must have sensed I was thinking about the future. She asked me why I had to leave so soon, couldn't I wait till the summer as I previously planned. "Can't baby," I told her. "I have a job waiting for me, and if I don't take that I won't have any money coming in. The U.S. is an expensive country, you know." "Yes, yes, I know," she said wistfully. "But what do I do for fun when you are gone? "You'll manage, I'm sure." "No, I do not find a cock like yours so easy, I am afraid," she sighed. "It will take much looking. I shall have to do much-what is the word-experimenting." "Oh, you will, will you?" She nodded sullenly. "Yes, I will have to fuck with many men to see which one will take care of me next. It may not be so bad, I think. Perhaps I will enjoy it." She looked at me out of the comer of her eye and I knew she was trying to make me jealous. I just snickered and kissed her on the brow. "You want to fuck me now, bebe?" she said. "You don't give a man much time to recover, do you? It's a good thing I'm leaving. I'd be in the grave before my time, otherwise, you vixen." She ran her hand down to my prick and massaged it with knowing strokes. It started to twitch and grow, putty in her hands. I wasn't exactly up to it, physically, though her moans and squirming presence certainly aroused my thoughts. I would just have to extend myself. This wasn't the time to disappoint the dear girl, so soon before dumping her. I bought some time by playing with her lovely titties, distracting her for a couple of minutes. I cupped the wide globules from underneath and lifted them up against my face. They were heavy and plump yet quite firm. I squeezed my nose and mouth along the erect nipples and let my tongue roll out and caress them arousingly. "Ohhh…oh yes," she moaned. My tongue began to drool with saliva. It dripped off and coated her plump boobs. The spit glistened on her ripe red nipples, and they seemed to grow longer still, till they were extended a good two Inches, I continued my licking, faster and harder, finally closing my teeth on one of the lengthy buds and squeezing tightly, feeling it shrink slightly in reaction but then grow even firmer against my attack. I bit down for one more moment and then let go and massaged the pinched nipple tenderly. I moved to the other tingling bud and bit it, too. Raquel moaned as my tongue continued to massage the nipple, around and around, softly, wetly caressing, pushing, lifting the heavy, heaving mammary. I moved a hand down to her cunt and the fluffy curls she grew down there. Her smooth flesh trembled before my caressing fingers, burned with erotic heat. She opened her legs wide and moved my hand around inside that warm hole. Her hands encircled my now-tumescent pole and led it up against her burning, drooling loins. She was wet and ready for me, for my cock to get inside there and deliver the goods. "Yes, yes, put it in," she said, shaking her groin urgently. "Put it in deep, honey…" My cock pushed in towards her quivering cunt lips, ready to explore and impale that luscious target. It touched the outer lips, rubbed around and then slid in further towards the heated depths of her. I pushed, hard as I could, but only a few inches, making her quake and beg for it. "Yes, yes, give it to me! Every inch!" She moaned convulsively and her cunt opened wider, wider for a long moment, the cue for me to slide in the rest of the way, inch after inch, deeper, deeper, to her murky depths, pushing my cock through till the base slammed against the taut outer lips and the nest of pussy hair. "Ohhhhh!" She cried out wildly. "Yes, yes!" I lunged up inside of her, burying my long, throbbing rod against her depths, that deep cavern filling with her own secreting honey, lubricating the passage, making my entrance all the easier. The meat was hot, broiling, and the labes clasped stickily as I plowed back and forth. I ventured in again and again, up to the hilt, and then back, slowly, inch by inch once more, out, till I was only still within her by an inch of my bloated, throbbing head. Back all the way in, then, ramming down solidly, to the hilt once again, making her gasp loudly, with breathless surprise, as I landed hard and heavy at the back of that beautiful, writhing Latin American cunt. "You like that, baby?" I grunted at her gleefully. "You will miss it, won't you?" "Yes, yes…fuck me!" She flexed the strong muscles of her cunt around my deeply plummeting cock, holding, releasing, rhythmically allowing me to move in and out of her, in and out of that gorgeous, hairy, meaty pit of passion. She grunted, baring her teeth. Her fingers tore into the nape of my neck, going for blood it seemed. "You want it bad, don't you, baby?" "Yes, yes, yes!" she shrieked. I stabbed her hard, harder, in and out, plunging, lunging, ramming, slamming in and out of her stormy center, fucking, screwing, moving my cock through her hot cunt at high speed, making the room shake. I dug my hands under her ass, squeezing the fleshy cheeks between them, spreading her ass wide, letting her anus pop out frantically, fluttering beneath my fingers. "Yes, yes, touch me there!" the girl cried manically. "Oh, touch me, it feels so good!" I paused for a few breaths, slowing my pumping, letting my cock throb around half inserted in her pulsating pussy, letting her writhe and moan to the thrill of it, the ticklish thrill of having half my throbbing length inside her cunt, holding, pulsing, exciting her to no end. I stiffly withdrew another inch or two from her cunt, making her scream at me. She begged me to leave it inside, wanted it, deeper, much deeper. I laughed and sucked in a deep breath. I slammed into her, every inch of my pulsing, throbbing manhood, into her pretty pink depths, in all the way, burying my lance in that cavernous cunt. She was a horny bitch. When I plunged back inside, her whole body seemed to turn scarlet, and her head shook about wildly from side to side. I could hardly keep control, and it was a joke to say I dominated the encounter, much as I seemed to be in the superior position. But I gave it my all. I fucked hard, slamming my stock in and out of her tight, lovely pussy, back and forth, endlessly, at top speed, not slowing for an instant, but ramming in and out; stabbing, not giving her time to breathe. She gasped for air, but I fell on top of her, smothered the breath out of her. I lunged my cock through her entrails, uprooting that burning pussy, savaging it, twisting, turning, screwing in tight, manic circles within her warm, wet pouch. I made her claw at me, scream at me as I drove, faster and faster, back and forth, ripping through the portals of her soft, trembling pussy lips. The labes clasped hungrily to the driving prick as it rammed back and forth, through the gates, flinging them aside, sticky secretion flowing everywhere. My cock was quite lubricated now, enough to give me the utmost in carnal flexibility, so I could slide back and forth through her slippery cunt, plunging into it, swimming out of it, back and forth, fucking her to an absolute frazzle. I roared and ravaged her insides, her fantastic pussy that I had come to know and love over that past year. I pushed my hands down under her ass and clutched madly at the puckered pink orifice down there, that tiny, pouting anal opening. I pushed in, scratched inward, pushing through the resistance of the sphincter. In, I pushed, past the barrier, prying, forcing way inside, to the softness and tightness of Raquel's squirming rectum. "Oh, God!" she screamed. "Oh, that feels so good, bebe! Yes, yes, is so good! Push it in, your finger, fuck me with your finger in my ass! Ahhh!" I did just what she asked, continuing to pump my prick back and forth in her pussy, but now also pumping the finger I had plugged up her ass. I pushed it in and out, fingering the hot, dry anal canal. I squeezed intensely till the sphincter opened wide and I slid past the knuckle, all the way into her asshole and with room to spare, enough for me to stick a second finger inside there. She reacted hotly to this last intrusion, scratching my neck more violently, shaking me from side to side above her, nearly pulling me over. But she didn't have me yet. I burrowed I my cock deep inside her, and at the very same time jabbed at the tinier nether opening. I twisted and turned my finger, feeling my way around in that strange passage. And I fucked, back and forth, stabbing my spear into her, all the way through that silky, steamy genital hole, feeling the quivering, pulsing, shivering vibrations that erupted in those heated recesses. I was pretty well exhausted by this time, my breath coming hard and the muscles in my arms starting to give in. But I didn't give up, didn't slow or stop. I wasn't about to give up till we both reached the top of the mountain and were skating at the crest of a mutual orgasm. Raquel was also feeling the strain. She shouted at me, "Oh, honey, it is too much! I'm coming! Oh, I'm coming so strong, do you hear me? Do you?" "I hear you, baby," I grunted back at her, between thrusts. "You just keep on coming, baby, I'm almost with you… just a little…more!" I bucked and banged, my prick sinking in and out of her melting, exploding lambpit, in all the way to the base, to my thick root, and then back out again, to the head, knobbed and swelling, twisting around at the tip of her slit. I was driving her insane with lust, but almost satisfying her lusty cravings with the downward plunge that soon followed, hard and heated, driving all the way inside her. She thrust her groin up at me hard, opening her cunt wide, like a hair-lined chasm, arching it for the next lunge of my cock. She wailed for me to come then and there, to let her feel the force of my semen, to spray the fire in her loins with that viscous fluid. She didn't have more than a few more seconds to wait for that, and I told her so as coherently as I could considering the strain on my lungs. I increased the speed of my plunging, pumping, stabbing strokes, in and out of her orgasmic, furry opening. Her cunt was like a fiery furnace, and its heat scalded my cock. But I gritted my teeth and prepared for release, sweet, devastating ejaculation. It came closer and closer to fruition. I could feel it swelling up within me. The sensation was glorious, totally exhilarating. My body filled with passion, from toe to skull, inclusive. It rocked me till I was nearly senseless, hardly knowing who I was, or who I was so gloriously fucking for one fantastic, ecstatic moment. I pumped in and out a few final times, priming for the big ending, the flood to dampen her burning insides and wash them clean of desire, for a little while, anyway-I couldn't expect more, knowing what a horny bitch she was. She scratched and shook and screamed. "Now, now, please, I can't hold on any longer! Gaaaa!" "Yes, yes," I groaned back. It's…on it's way now, baby, yes' yes it is!" And it was, rolling up through me, the sperm blasting up from my balls, shooting along the shaft and out, out! Into her waiting twat. It was hot, wet, creamy, rising through her lovely system, making her scream for a savior, making her shake and cry and moan incomprehensibly, wonderfully, begging for more, hoping it would never stop. I pumped and pumped, pushing out every last particle of my precious seed, all up into her heaving cave, making her quake and shake with excitement. "Ohhhh!" I screamed. "Take it, baby, take it all… God, it's fantastic, you're fantastic!" The last drop shot out of me, and not a moment too soon. I collapsed, my arms giving way. We rolled over sideways on the bed, both of us panting for air. I slid my hands lightly up and down on her naked form, feeling the big breasts, tweaking the nipples, squeezing the ass cheeks, touching her, exploring her wide wonderful body. It would be one of the last times I could touch her like that, naked, our bodies alive with the simmering sensations of orgasm. She panted against my ear, and her lips pecked at me, tongue flicking out against my cheek. "You see," she said, when she had regained her breath somewhat, "you see how well we go together, bebe… we fuck like one person, so perfectly, so beautifully…" "Yeah, I can't argue with you there," I muttered back, closing my eyes and sighing, ignoring the implications, and hoping she would do the same. She didn't ignore them. "It is a shame," she said, "that you must destroy such a relationship." "Yeah I know but-" "Why don't you take me with you, huh? I could go with you to United States. We could live together like here. You no have to marry me; it will be okay." "No, no, it just wouldn't work out," I explained. "I couldn't afford you. It's very expensive back in the states, baby, and I wouldn't be making enough to support two people." "I get a job," she said, caressing my chest, kissing me softly on the ear and the neck.

****

She was almost enough woman to change my mind. But in the end I got away, leaving her behind. I was going to make my fortune back in the homeland and couldn't be saddled with any excess baggage. Besides, I never had any trouble finding new girlfriends. The stewardesses on the plane to New York, tall, blonde, round-hipped, big-titted beauties with southern and Midwestern accents, with names like Cathy and Mary Jo, reminded that the U.S. was not lacking in feminine attractions. I didn't think I would have any trouble reactivating my love life, not even at a private school out in the wilds of New Jersey. And brother, did that prove to be an understatement.



Chapter Two


When I got into New York City the first thing I did was blow three hundred dollars of my savings on a used car. It was an old heap, but it ran and would serve to get me to the Mountainview School in northern New Jersey. When the headmaster at Mountainview confirmed my appointment, he enclosed instructions telling me what to do when I arrived. The first thing was to get in touch with a Mrs. Black, a real estate agent in the town of Elmwood, the closest town to the school. The school had already rented a cottage for me, and Mrs. Black would show me where it and the school were located. So I took off for the wilds of New Jersey. For my first hour in the garden state there was nothing to the left or right of me but a nightmarish industrial wasteland, and I had to roll up the car windows to keep out the smell. Then gradually the landscape softened out, the highway narrowed to two lanes across, and the air, as I moved up into the mountains, became crisp and fairly breathable. Tall green forest was all around when I turned off the highway and onto a rural road that led to the town. It was nothing but a single street of small shops, a supermarket, and a gas station. A cop directed me to the real estate office. There were pictures of chalet-type houses in the window. Inside, there was one woman, sitting behind a typewriter. "Yes," she said, "can I help you?" "I'm looking for Mrs. Black." "Yes, that's me." She took her eyeglasses off and smiled at me. She was an attractive brunette, late thirties, I would say. She leaned back in her chair to study me, stretching her already quite tight pullover, giving evidence as she did of an unusually large pair of tits. She must have sensed I was staring at her chest, for she glanced down at herself and smiled slyly. "I'm Mrs. Black," she reiterated. "What can I do for you, Mr.-" "Eastman. Les Eastman." "You're looking to buy a house, are you?" "I'm the new teacher at Mountainview School. The headmaster there, Mr. Hoag, said they had rented a cottage for me and to contact you about it." "Oh, yes, yes. It's up there on the way to the school. About a twenty minute drive, I would say. Do you know your way around here yet?" "No, I've only just arrived. I haven't even been to the school yet, as a matter of fact." She reflected on this. I got the feeling, as she stole a couple of glances at me, that she was considering me for something. But I didn't know what. She stood up. The tits were indeed quite large, but I saw now that she was healthy all over, with a ripe round ass, too, and long, stockinged legs extending below a temptingly short skirt. She walked over to me and offered her hand. I shook it slowly, one might almost say sensually. The woman was giving off curiously sexual vibrations. What did this mean? Perhaps it was only typically American ingenuousness. I had been away so long I was probably out of touch with the national character. But then again, perhaps the woman was genuinely heated up by my overwhelming natural charms. With her next statement, I knew I would have time to find out which it was: "I'll take you out there, Mr. Eastman, and show you the house. We wouldn't want you getting lost up there. The woods are pretty thick in these parts." "Fine…that's fine, Mrs. Black." "Call me June, please." "I certainly will. And my name's Les." I followed her car up a steep, partially unpaved road. The houses were few and far between and were an odd mix of genuine mansions and veritable shacks. We didn't pass any other cars all the way up. She finally put on her turn signal, and turned left up a narrower, completely unpaved road. There was a sign for the school at the turn. It read: Mountainview Girls School, One Mile Ahead. We passed several identical cottages of red brick, and Mrs. Black pulled into the driveway of the fourth one. I pulled up beside her and got out of my car. She reached the front door and turned, smiling at me provocatively and swinging the keys in her hand. "You're the first of your kind, far as I know," she said, chuckling, pursing her lips. "What does that mean?" I came up beside her. "I mean, a handsome young man and all. That school you're going to work for generally only hires ladies or else senile or faggot men. 1 can imagine why." "Why? " "Oh, all those tempting young things wiggling around. That sort of situation can be dangerous when you put a virile man in there. It s like putting a…cock…in the henhouse, if you see what I mean." Her very deliberate pronunciation of the word "cock" left no doubt in my mind that she was putting herself up for grabs. So I stepped closer and grabbed her. "Don't worry," I said, putting a hand around her waist and slipping it down to the wide curve of her ass. 1 squeezed the plump, soft flesh and heard her inhale sharply. "Don't worry, Mrs. Black, I prefer my women to be post-pubescent, if you see what I mean." "I think I do, Les. Let's go inside and discuss it." And I followed her inside, thinking: here was America, robust, lusty, and straightforward! It was a compact little house. June showed me the living room, then the dining room, the kitchen, and then bedroom and bath. She dropped down on the bed to show me how very soft and comfortable it was. "Yes," I said, "it looks like I could jump into that bed right now and enjoy myself thoroughly." "I assure you, you could." "Not that it makes any difference to me, June, but where does Mr. Black hang out at this time of day?" "I haven't the foggiest, Les, dear; we've been divorced for almost a year now." She lay back on the bed and spread her legs, wide enough to let me see the plump crotch band of her pink panties. No, I didn't need more encouragement than that. I stepped up to the bed and she reached out for me, quickly unzipping my pants, dragging them down and then the underpants, letting my cock bob up into view. She sighed loudly. Her fingers curled through my pubic hair, and my cock jumped up at her, growing several inches. The thick head reached up and touched the palm of her caressing hand. "Such a nice, nice prick," the woman breathed, letting her hand slide down over my pubic hair till the palm touched the base of the prick, pushing the pole downward below her till the palm was sliding along the length of my shaft. Her hand reached the end of my cock, the palm pressing right against my swelling knob, and then she twisted her hand around to the underside and her fingers closed tight there just below the head. It felt so damned good it took my breath away. I glanced down at my cock and saw a bead of shiny liquid just rising out from the glans. Very erotic. Mrs. Black squeezed tighter and more of the sexy fluid ebbed out. "Go, baby, that's beautiful…" She nodded in agreement and slowly. pulled forward. She pulled till the crinkled foreskin was moving up around the head. Then she let it spring back, and the cock grew even longer and tauter in her dainty feminine hand. She jerked me several times more, slowly, moving the skin up, up, then letting it slide back, squeezing her fingers close against the tense muscle, making it throb passionately, making more of that sticky white juice flow out from the head. Mr. Black didn't know what he was missing. I growled huskily at her, encouragingly, muttering what a good job she was doing and all of that. I extended my pelvis out further in response to the continuing caresses. But she was already ready for bigger and better things, I guess. She rearranged her grip on my dick and with her free hand pulled up her skirt and dragged down her panties, all in one movement. What dexterity! Her pussy itself was gorgeous, with thick brown curls and a delectably plump mound. I didn't have a chance to feel it, though, before she moved up against me, just to the side, pressing the naked loins and their electrifying brown hairs against my thigh. She began a slow grind, mopping the bush around my thigh and the edge of my ass. My cock quivered and jumped up hotter and heavier than ever. "Oh shit, baby, that's nice!" She laughed. Her hand grabbed hold of my cock and tugged it back and forth quickly. She pressed her body tightly to mine. With her free hand, she rubbed my ass, sticking her fingers in between my clenching cheeks, into the tight valley there, rubbing up and down, moving toward my tight asshole. She laughed again as I moaned, and ground her pussy into me with more wanton abandon, spreading her legs to let me feel the soft meat of the pink cunt itself. In a twitching frenzy I swung a hand around her and encircled the woman's plump fanny even as she was caressing mine. It was, truth to tell, a beautiful ass, wide and plump, but not sagging-pert and round as two huge casabas. I scratched in and down between the round buttocks and found the little cleft of her anus. It wasn't so little, actually, but puckered widely, just waiting to be fucked. I poked inward at it, sticking my nail under the pouty rim and pushing in slowly, feeling her squirm around in reaction. "You like that, Mrs. Black?" I asked, between the sobs of my own excitement. "Yes, yes… oh, lovely!" she whispered back. "Oh, I like that, Les… push it in further!" Yes, they all liked that. She reached down and held my probing hand. She revolved it around in faster circles, and ground her ass at the same time, as if tickling herself with my finger. Her sphincter yawned wider and sucked in on the lone digit. She leaned over as far as she could stretch and let me jab away at her open anus, while she jerked on my cock, keeping my erection firm and fiery. I was really incensed now, and ready for anything, my mind flitting from one filthy image to another. At last I pushed her down to her knees and had her stick that wide, gorgeous rear in to the air. I got down behind her, plucking my finger out of her ass and pressing my face in there instead. The smell from her crotch was exhilarating, a hot erotic musk that you could almost taste. A whitish foam clung to the sides of her cunt, clear sign that she was really getting off even on these preliminaries. "How'd you like me to stick my tongue in around that territory there, baby?" I asked her, snickering lustfully. "Yes, yes, anything!" she groaned back. "Do what you want, do anything you want, I don't care! I'm wild, honey, as wild as you can ever be and then some!" So I moved my face in closer and hung my tongue out. I dabbed it around on that burning pink nether area. I swabbed my tongue across her anus, around and around on the taut pucker, and then down to the edge of her beautiful, mysterious dark opening beneath. She squirmed and shock her ass at me. I dug my nails into the plump cheeks, holding them close against me, so she couldn't get away-not that she wanted to. I dabbed the rubbery dagger in and out and around, buck up to the anus, inside it, pushing my tongue in a good inch or two, plucking it out, swiping down again to the hairy, hairy cunt, pushing into that pulsating orifice. She shook, she squirmed, she moaned passionately. And all the while my cock throbbed quite ecstatically, my steady erection not lessening a single inch, it was so excited by my oral mischief. "Yes, yes, that feels so good!" she exclaimed. "Yes, yes, lick my cunt… my hot, wet cunt!" She was shaking and groaning enough to be climaxing, and I myself was having a helluva good time, too, with my wet oral exploration, moving into those dark channels, pink pussy and ass, gobbling away with my lips and tongue and nose, gobbling at the darkness and the wetness. I ran a hand in below my mouth, between her legs, touching her electric, alive cunt, scratching at the tightly curled brown hairs, and then in, into the sexy oven, the heated hole of this lovely real estate agent. And now my face was planted firmly against the tiny squirming cavity of her asshole. I forced two fingers between her quivering labes, and pushed them deeply inside her cunt. She opened up completely then, and I slid in two more fingers and part of my thumb. She made me feel tough and hard, and I moved my hand around harshly, stretching the walls of her sweet pussy, making her groan with a tinge of pain on top of all that pleasure. "Feel it, baby!" I growled at her. "Feel my hand inside your fat cunt! Yeah, that feels good, doesn't it? But you want more, huh? You want everything!" "Ahhhh! Yes, yes, more…" I kissed her. I kissed her hole and the outlying hairs, and the shaking globules of her ass. I kissed and caressed her, stuck fingers back into her anus, and pumped them back and forth wildly. She quaked all over. Keeping one hand firmly inside her asshole I stuck the other one inside her fat, damp pussy. Pretty soon I was almost fist-fucking her, with four fingers deep inside that open twat, shaking and stabbing back and forth. The cunt was awash with her own spewing fluids, soaking my hand, lubricating it for even deeper thrusts. She screamed and screamed, and her screams became hysterical laughs and then screams again. She shook, spasmed, bucked and banged against me and my violent fingers, fucking and plucking at her sensitive erogenous zones. My fingers dipped and dabbed at the openings. I devoured her, every inch that was brazenly presented to my ravenous mouth, tongue, teeth, lips and fingers. I licked until my tongue collapsed from the exertion. At last, while she was still coming intensely, I dragged my hands out of her cunt and ass and pushed her over onto her side. She shivered and squirmed, licking her lips like some kind of wild animal craving nourishment. She begged me in every way she could think of to fuck her, to stick my prick into her and make the coming continue. "Yeah, baby, we'll fuck…I'll put it to you good, my horny divorcee. I can see you need it bad." "I do…I do. You don't know what it's like yet, living in this godforsaken part of the woods. It's murder. I need new blood. You, I need you…" I laughed excitedly. Then I lunged at her, dropping on top of the woman and tearing her clothes off. Of course, I didn't actually tear anything. That would have been awkward. But I pulled her sweater off and dragged down her skirt with enough feigned violence to thrill us both. Then she stretched out below me, shaking what she had. And what she had was plenty: two incredibly large tits with wide, wide bright pink roseates and long scarlet nipples sprouting out from their baselike stovepipe hats; the pink pussy gleamed and quivered and opened wide for my inspection. "Come on, come on!" she wailed at me, shaking the huge tits and stroking her pussy, flaunting it, daring me to stick my cock into it. I held my prick at the base and shook it from side to side. Then I moved it down to abrade the springy, curly brown hairs that covered her cunt. Even the pubic hair was damp with her creamy sexual secretion. "I'm coming inside, baby, get ready for it!" I cried out, squirming up closer. "Yes, yes, yes!" We were both screaming at the top of our lungs, and if we hadn't been out in the middle of nowhere the cops would probably be breaking the door in. I got on top of her, prying my thumbs into the soft flesh of her inner thighs. She reached hungrily for my cock and she bent it down to the waiting labes, rubbing it around and around, circling the lusting outer lips, teasing the inner, fiery mouth of their beautiful hole. She screamed deliriously now, screamed for me to stick my fat prick all the way in and never take it out. And I complied with the anxious request. Her fingers guided my swollen prick-head inside, up the carnal path through her growth of brown hair. I felt the heat of her meat enclosing my prick and I frantically sought more, much more of that tight, hot paradise. I lunged in, slamming six inches at least through her portals, up into that bubbling canal. Her cunt closed tighter and tighter on me for every inch I invaded. Her loins practically climbed up around me like clinging vines. And I stabbed into her, the full weight and length of my manhood. "Ahhhhhh!" she bellowed, a weird smile on her face as she felt the infinite pleasure of my thick, throbbing yard, my ten-plus inches crashing through her. Into those hot, unexplored depths I moved, into the mysterious recesses of her undulating, climaxing womanhood. "Take it, baby, take that prick! All of it! Yaaaa!" Her hands reached out for me, scratched up and down my back, dug her nails into the soft flesh of my ass. I was truly afraid this one would tear my ass open, her attack was so fucking strenuous. But before that could happen she moved up to my arms, gripping me at the elbows, turning them, twisting up and down and around like she was guiding two ski poles. "Yes, yes, yes, fuck it into me, you beautiful bastard! Give me every inch of it, and give it to me hard!" I dragged my prick back out, inch by inch, slowly, sensually, making my partner quiver from head to toe with the power and passion of the slow withdrawal. Against the fearsome clasp of her cunt jaws I drew back, out till only my knobbed head was still implanted in that fantastic pussy. She must have thought, in her addled state of mind, that I was leaving for good; they all do when they're in that stage of sexual excitation. Her expression became one of panic and she shook her head from side to side, speechless against my possible departure. So I reassured her that there was no chance of that. I circled my cock around at the edge of her cunt lips, making her jump and spasm at me and stare at me as if I were her impending executioner instead of the man making her go berserk with passion. "Here we go now, baby, stop your worrying…" I took a long breath and then slammed back inside that fat, delicious cunt. All the way this time, smacking my groin right up against hers. We both swooned from the impact. Mrs. Black clawed at me again. I licked my lips, licked up the spittle that was hanging from them. We were like mad dogs in our lust, and if any official observer happened to see us they would probably recommend we be put in cages or put to sleep, which ever would be the more beneficial to society at large. So I fucked, faster and faster, and her powerful cunt dragged at my throbbing prick, coveting, craving more, another inch, as if my near-dozen wasn't enough. But I pounded harder, harder, trying to satisfy her and not knock myself out in the process. In and out, back and forth, harder and harder! "Ohhh! Oh, yes, that's good!" she cried. "Fuck me, fuck me, you bastard! Oh God, that's good! That's wonderful!" My fingers crept under the ripe cheeks of her rump, and I held them apart as I started to plunge back and forth at a new pace, still faster than before, screwing in and out of her darling honeypot. Her cunt hairs began to stick to the increasing moistness of my shaft and created a kind of French tickler effect, wrapping around my dick as I banged in and out of the wet orifice. Again and again, raising my ass up, dropping it down, my ten inches of cock stabbing through her, making her moan and groan and shake. I increased the speed of my plunges, if you can believe such a thing, faster and faster, in and out. She lifted up at me, and I hit her with terrific force, our groins smashing together like colliding trains. The liquid sound of fucking filled the room, echoing in our ears as we hunched together, humping madly, our bodies clawing and crying, her cunt hugging my cock like a lifeline. "Oh! Ohhhhh! God!" she cried, almost incomprehensibly, like a victim of some deadly fever. "Too much cock for you, baby, huh? Is that your problem!" I laughed breathlessly. "Hey, I'm not overdoing it am I, doll? 1'ell me if I am!" "No, no! Fuck me! More and more!" She raved on like a maniac, and I kept on plunging, ramming my organ in and out of her tight depths. That hole of hers kept getting wetter and wetter. My drooling sperm added to the already thick flow of her spew, that milky come that drooled out from the depths of her pit, greasing my pole as I plowed in and out of her, again and again. I felt myself rising to an unavoidable climax, but I was having such a fucking good time fucking this stranger that I wanted to put it off as long as I could. But that would be extremely difficult if I kept on the way I was going. In that direction lay only one thing-ejaculation. So it was time for a change of pace. "No, no, what are you doing, Les? Don't take it out…you mustn't…please don't!" "It's all right, baby, I'm just prolonging the end. You don't mind that, do you?" "No…ohhh! But hurry! I'm coming! Don't keep that cock away from me for long, please!" I slipped the cock out of her pussy and rubbed it all over her thick bush. It was covered in viscous spew, hers and mine, dripping from the head and sliding all over her crotch. I didn't know exactly what I was doing. I felt myself grinning crazily. I climbed up on her body, sliding my naked l groin over her stomach, higher, my balls trailing over her large titties with their long, erect red nipples sticking up. I reached down and lifted one of the titties up and slapped it across my swollen cockhead. My cock squirmed and her nipple stiffened. Mrs. Black groaned convulsively. Then I moved up higher, straddling her neck, my balls draping over her chin. Her tongue stretched out and licked at my dangling testicles, twining it through the hairs, around the soft skin. I gripped my cock and bent it down towards her mouth. Her eyes widened and she stared at me with a combination of fear and absolute adoration. "Suck it, baby!" I growled. "I want you to taste it… I want it in the back of your mouth…Go on and taste it, taste the sweet scum of your pussy dripping off of it…And if you suck it real nice I just might stick it back inside that gorgeous cunt of yours, how about that?" "Yes, yes, all right, honey, all right!" She ran her hands down to the wagging tool, captured it and fed it in between her lips. She sucked it in, her tongue licking off all that sauce from her cunt, dragging it down her throat with an erotic inhalation. I pushed in fast, practically making her gag on it. But this lady knew how to handle the situation. She was either quite experienced or divinely inspired. She gobbled up every inch of my massive manhood, closed her lips down tight on it and sucked away, sucked and sucked, moving her face around it, up and down, back and forth, letting me pull half of it out and then chewing her way back to the hilt. When I was sucked to the point of nearly coming again, I pulled out. She seemed now as reluctant to let it out of her mouth as she had been to let it out of her cunt. But I finally got free and scurried back down along her svelte torso. I kissed and nibbled on her tits as I passed them. She squirmed maniacally beneath me. Our groins touched again, and I held open her legs and pressed my cock between her nether lips. It slid right in, thanks to the lubrication of a veritable flood of love nectar flowing down there. I was in again, now for the last act of this production. "Fuck me, fuck me!" Mrs. Black squealed. "Come in my cunt, my beautiful cunt!" I laughed loudly and told her that was exactly what I intended to do to her beautiful cunt. Once more my hands swept under her buttocks and held the flesh tightly, spreading the plump cheeks wide apart, exposing her quivering anus once more, Her cunt was already widespread and waiting for my sexual stab, And I gave it to her, plunging through the tense opening, ramming into that frenzied pussy, Her cunt was alive, wild with the passions of the moment. The jaws sucked at me like a shark trying to swallow its prey whole. All of me, every fucking inch, jammed down that vaginal throat, in hard and tight, circling, around and around, then pulling out hard, out, then in again in one swift movement, taking my breath away with the exertion. "Ohhhhh! Ahhhh! Fantastic!" she cried, "Fuck me, fuck me with that huge prick Do it, do it!" I snorted and gasped and growled. I roared and pumped away at her, in and out, fucking the aging bitch I had only met about forty minutes earlier, She heaved and hollered each time I made a downward thrust. I fucked my cock back and forth, not slowing or stopping now till I was completely spent, I was fucking to the breaking point, hard and fast inside her. It went on, for another minute, and another. She licked at her lips, like a frothing beast, and begged me to come right then. Her eyes were closed tight and her head shook to and fro as though she were in the grip of an epileptic fit. Then she screamed: "Now, now, now! I'm coming, I'm really coming, honey, please…now!" I shouted at her between clenched teeth, telling her I was quite on my way now, no turning back. A wave of high ecstasy swept over me and I knew the peak had been reached. I couldn't hold off any longer. I rushed towards this inevitability with all the strength I had left. Faster and faster I pumped, again and again, in and out of that tight, sopping pussy. And then it rolled up over me, washed all over me, a fantastic experience. The first long squirt exploded, smashing into the farthest reaches of the woman's heaving pussy. Her twat opened up under me and I filled it with blasting seed, pouring it in till it spilled out and splashed over her thighs. Two more hard blasts shot from my prick, and I really thought I was going to go out of my skull with pleasure. The look on Mrs. Black's face told me she was experiencing similar sensations just then. We stayed carnally connected for several minutes more, while we tried to catch our breath. I didn't even have enough strength just then to roll off of her. "Well," I finally said, "I guess I better be getting over to the school before they think I'm not coming." She patted me on the chest. "Oh, honey, I can testify that nothing can keep you from coming." "Ha, ha, but just the same, I did say I would try and get there before school let out today. They probably want to show me around and all that." "Yes, yes, I'm sure you're going to be very busy. But I do hope you'll find time to come down and visit me in town. I'm free almost every night." I shrugged. "I'll keep in touch, don't you worry. But I may be pretty busy for the first few days here, so don't wait up for me, baby." "All right, all right. I can wait. I'm not that horny, no matter what first impression I've made on you. But I'm no fool, and I know a good thing when I see one, so I'll swallow my pride and ask you please come see me before too long." "Sure, that's a promise. Now why don't you get your clothes on and get out of here?" I waited till I saw her car drive off before I got myself dressed, looked over the cottage one more time and then went out to my own car. The school, she had told me, was another thousand yards down the road, on the right. I had no trouble finding it. The trouble I had came a little later on, when I started playing around with jailbait and a horny wife, not to mention practically every other female at that fucking school.



Chapter Three


Mountainview School was a bright white two-storey mansion in the manner of an antebellum southern plantation, with wide entrance, tall pillars. A long, semi-circular driveway led me to the front parking area. A black Lincoln Continental was the only other vehicle there, probably the headmaster's. I parked my heap next to it, checked myself out in the rear-view mirror, then went into the building. An old lady was tending the reception desk. She gave me a look of surprise when I told her who I was, then nervously told me to follow her. We went down to the end of the hall, to a huge oaken door. She knocked lightly on it, opened it slightly and peered inside. This was obviously the office of the big cheese, the owner of the Lincoln. "Mr. Hoag," the receptionist whispered inside, "the new teacher has just arrived." "Send her in," said a gruff voice beyond. "Yes, sir." She turned to me. "Mr. Hoag, the headmaster, will see you now. Please go in." The old-timer inside looked apoplectic when he saw me. "But, but, you mean to say you're Leslie Eastman?" "Yes, that's right," I said. "But you're supposed to be a woman!" He was about sixty-five, bald, and weirdly pink in his complexion. The pinkness ran right to the tips of his fingers. He squinted at me and shook his head. "Sorry," I said calmly, "but I've never been a woman in my life. Just wasn't one of my ambitions." "Not a woman? Wait a minute," he continued distractedly. "I…I understood that I had hired a woman. Miss Leslie Eastman. Are you sure you are she-I mean he?" "Quite sure. Have been since birth. My first name is admittedly androgynous, but my friends just call me Les." "My gosh…gosh, this is rather irregular. I mean, I was definitely expecting a female instructor." "Well Mr. Hoag, I was hired to teach English, and I don't see what part my sex has to do with that. It isn't my ability to teach that bothers you, is it?" "No, no…your record seems to be quite good. That's why we accepted you so quickly, my good man-but we thought you were, were a good woman!" "But where is the problem?" "Well," he sputtered. "This is a girls' school, as you must know…with young girls. Our faculty is generally exclusively female, Mr. Eastman..," He took off his glasses, started to wipe the lenses, and fell into a coughing fit. "I…I just don't know what to tell you, sir." "You can tell me when 1 start teaching, Mr. Hoag." "But, but…" "Are you implying that you question my character? My references are all in order, I think-" "No, I didn't mean-" "Do you have someone else for the job? I must remind you 1 do have a contract." "All right, don't get excited, Mr. Eastman. We don't have anyone else for the job right now, as a matter of fact. The previous English instructor left us unexpectedly." "I have come a great distance, Mr. Hoag. Will you please tell me what's going on?" He squirmed nervously, then heaved a sigh. "The contract is only till the end of this semester, correct?" "Yes, that's right," I said. "Well, that's only a couple of months. I don't suppose there can be any trouble in that short a time. Please, please sit down, Mr. Eastman. You've got a contract and it is my responsibility to honor it." "Thank you." I sat down. "Have you found your accommodations to your liking?" "Yes, the house is fine." "Good. I might as well let you get started right away. We can discuss any questions you may have at a later date. The students have been without regular instruction for several weeks now. The sooner you get started the better. My secretary will show you to your office, where you will find the books you will need, and your class schedule." He pressed a button on his intercom, and said, "come in here, Miss Rounbottom, please. Thank you." The door opened in a moment, and in walked a piece of ass of incredible voluptuousness. She was a secretary out of a burlesque skit: tall, close to six feet I would guess, with lustrous blonde hair, huge bulging tits, and a big round rear. She was wearing a tight blue miniskirt that revealed three-quarters of a very shapely pair of legs, nice plump, creamy thighs. She had a round, unintelligent face, but a wide, sexy, gash of a mouth that hinted at desire. "This is Mr. Eastman, Linda, our new English instructor," the headmaster said. "How do you do," she said, looking at me seriously, but then quickly winking at me. I cleared my throat. "How do you do," I said, and did not wink back at her. "Take Mr. Eastman to his office, please." "Yes, sir," she smiled politely. I shook hands with Mr. Hoag and then I followed his gorgeous secretary out of the office and down the corridor, keeping a few paces behind to watch her pretty, plump ass sway back and forth with every step. You can imagine what plans I was already hatching in my mind for this beauty. My office was at the end of a deserted corridor, near some stock rooms. There was not much to it, desk and chair, a bookcase, a closet, a sink, and a window. Linda, the secretary, stepped inside behind me and closed the door. I turned to face her. She was smiling and nodding her head, sizing me up. "So how'd you do it?" "Do what?" I asked. "How did you get him to hire you without you either being senile or having a cunt? Christ, I could have peed when I saw what the new teacher looked like." "Yeah, there seems to have been some sort of error," I said. I was simultaneously taken aback and encouraged by her rather frank language. "But not to worry, I think it's all been worked out now. At least till the end of this semester." "That's just swell. And do you know why?" "Why?" "Because, baby, we can use a stud like you around here. This place is just like a convent. No men around for miles. And those down in the closest town are mostly stiffs. Most of the time we women have to make do with our trusty vibrators. Am I shocking you, Mr. Eastman?" "Shocking me? No, delighting me." "Oh, what a shame. I thought maybe I could shock you. And then I would try to arouse you.” "Forget the shocks. Why don't we go right to the arousing part, Linda." "Whatever you say, Mr. Eastman. I'm a secretary here, and it's my job to serve. If you want me to type a letter, maybe, or take…dictation." She stepped back to the door and locked it with a quick flick of her wrist. She gave me another wink. The next moment she was standing just in front of me and moving a hand up between my legs. She squeezed her hand. against my crotch, and my cock immediately swelled up against the pressure. "Feels big," she said. "I bet we could have lots and lots of fun with that." I gave a sigh, and stood my ground, while she pried her long-nailed fingers into the growing bulge. She cupped it, and dug her nails against my trousers. The secretary started to pull back and forth, till the head of my cock pushed out far beneath my clothes. "Oh, you've got something in there… I think it wants to come out and see me, Mr. Eastman. Don't you think so?" "Yes, it's dying to meet you." With one efficient movement, she pulled down my zipper and stuck her hand inside. I took a deep breath, excitedly feeling the fingers crawling over my crotch. She got the fingers inside my underpants and made contact with my cock. She squeezed it, which made me gasp loudly. "Oh, it is big," she whispered giddily. The blonde pulled the prick all the way out and then held it tight at the hilt. She got down on her knees before me. Her tongue crept out and licked up and down at the growing shaft. Her lips drooled with saliva. She was hungry, no doubt about that. She licked and licked at me, till my cock started to shine brightly, gleaming with spit and dripping come. The girl opened her large, sensual mouth still wider and swallowed me up, every fucking inch, right down to the hilt. I groaned and shook my pelvis at her. Just the sight of this fabulous-looking female perched on her knees, with her mouth full of my cock, was enough to make me shoot off. Luckily, I had stronger willpower than that, and I had already gotten pretty well laid just a short time before so I wasn't as frisky as I might have been. Up and down she moved, slowly, twisting and squeezing on me, sucking in, drawing the semen out of my balls. I shivered as I felt the tip of my cock touch against her tonsils. More sperm dripped from the sides of her lips, and continued on in a tiny, sexy trickle over her chin. She let the cock slide out almost all the way, but she caught an oral grip on it at the last moment and rammed her face back to the base, quickly and tightly, till the head smacked the back of her throat once more. "Oh, that's good, baby, that's real nice," I groaned, shaking rhythmically, clenching my fists. She lifted off it and gasped for breath. She smiled at me crazily, her eyes twinkling like she was high. "Oh, you can't imagine how good that tastes," she sighed. "I haven't had a big cock like this in my mouth in, I don't know, weeks and weeks." "Well, baby, you haven't lost your touch, even if you are out of practice. Go on, do a little more." She nodded. Her fingers squeezed my pole at the base, and she slid her tongue down the length of it, then dragged it back up to the head. She paused at the delicate skin under the rim of the head, and licked it, which made me squirm wildly and groan like an animal. All I needed was for someone, like Mr. Hoag or that aged receptionist of his, to come down the corridor looking for me. It would not be a terrific testament to my sense of responsibility and seriousness to be caught getting a blowjob a few minutes after my arrival at the school. I bucked forward convulsively, and she swallowed me whole once more. I lunged my prick straight down her throat, and she watched it go past her lips with her eyes wide. She sucked, up and down, and I grunted and squirmed, and I passed my hands through her long blonde hair. She paused again, and squeezed in on the rim of the head. I shuddered, felt a rush of ecstasy and almost came-but didn't. She opened her mouth wide and slipped off of me. "Let's fuck, Les," she said simply. "Do you think it's safe?" "Who cares? I've got to get fucked, and this cock of yours is the one to do the trick." She quickly lifted her skirt up and tucked it into her belt. Then she took hold of her panties at the waistband and dragged them to her ankles. She stepped out of them, spread her legs, and brushed up the thick golden hairs growing on her crotch, laying her pink pussy bare. "Over here," she said. "I'll stretch out on the desk and you can stand and fuck me." "Your wish is my command," I laughed, following her to the desk and watching her perch her plump ass at the edge, leaning back on the blotter and the assorted papers there. She spread her moist cunt wide and held her hands out for me. Grabbing the taut pole, she led me up hard against her fiery loins. The secretary held her breath, and for a moment or two I teased her by rubbing the head of my cock up and down at the edge of her trembling twat. "Here I am, baby, I'm coming inside." And I began to push into the tender passage. She took a deep breath and held it for that dramatic moment. When I was halfway inside she exhaled deeply, her cunt opened up wide, and I shoved in to the hilt. "Unnnggggg!" Linda cried out. She grabbed me by the shoulders and nodded her head frantically. I picked up my pace, driving down into her, ramming every solid inch up that deep hole. All my muscles tensed as I shoved inside, deeper and deeper, to the hilt. Her cunt seemed to become deeper each time I thrust in against it, and it felt like I would be falling inside her before long. In and out, withdrawing almost completely then recapturing the hole, filling it completely and quickly, making her groin spasm and her body shake. I pushed against her harder and harder, so deeply and violently that I might have been tearing through vital organs. Each time I arched back, and slid the cock out, she shook, and her cunt lips squeezed tightly together, trying desperately to keep my big prick inside her. "Oh! Oh! Yes, yes, fuck me, oh fucking God, that's good! Yes, do it, do it to me, Les!" I pushed up closer, till my thighs were scraping against the edge of the desk. All I needed was one awkward thrust and I would be smashing my cock against solid wood. Splinters in my prick was one thing I could do without. Linda's clawing hands went everywhere. She would dig her nails into my ass for a while, then move up under my arms to hold me. And then her arms would flail out at the air and down at the desk, grabbing papers that came into her grip and crinkling them into little balls. I hunched up tight and squeezed her ass. The cheeks were smooth and soft, with plenty of rubbery flesh to dig my own nails into. "Oh, oh, yes! Yes, that's good! Your prick is so good, Les, it's so fucking hot and hard!" I squeezed her ass cheeks, prying them apart, making her cunt open up even more so I could lunge even more deeply inside that steaming, creaming love hole. I felt waves of pleasure sparking off from my prick each time I jammed up inside of her. They were like sexual fireworks, short crackling orgasms, one after the other, each igniting the next, each leading towards the big one that loomed ahead. I was primed for a big explosion now. Miss Linda didn't. deserve anything less, I felt. I lunged and lunged, back and forth, again and again till the itching, twitching, burning sensations rippled through my body, and I knew that the juices were on their way. I rammed into her, thrusting, driving into that quivering, clamping pink hole of hers. Linda was coming all the way now herself. Her body flashed a deep red color. That sensual mouth formed a wide O. Saliva slid from her lips. Her eyes popped so wide I thought they would fall out. And she shook like crazy, till the desk began to rattle and slide back. It was as if we were fucking in the middle of an earthquake. It became still more intense at the next thrust, when I buried my cock all the way inside, and the muscles of her cunt opened and then clamped tight to my prick. Juice spurted out of her and sprayed all around me. "Oh! Oh, God!" she screamed. "Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me! Oh Christ, I'm coming, Mr. Eastman! Ayyy!" I fought against her vaginal hold and finally broke through, so I could pump the necessary last strokes, in and out, back and forth, faster, faster. My cock started to tremble, to contract, and to expand with rising seed. I growled at her, "here it comes…" I drove in for the last time and blew my come into her. I squirted again and again, filling her quaking depths with my creamy hot seed. "Ohhhh!" she cried. "Yes, yes, come! Hot, hot come! It's good, Mr. Eastman, it feels so good!" The sperm filled her cunt and then poured out from the flared pussy lips. Come dripped onto the desk and the blotter- I wondered how I would explain those stains. I continued to plow into her for another minute. My legs began to cramp, though, and I figured, all things taken into consideration, it was time to zip up. But first I had to catch my breath. I slumped up against her wet crotch, getting come and pussy juice on the front of my pants, I might add. She slowly lowered her legs to the floor from where she had been dangling them in the air. She put a hand to her sizable chest, which was heaving wildly. "That…that was very nice," she panted. "Oh, Mr. Eastman, I am certainly going to enjoy having you here on the faculty. A healthy…red-blooded girl like me needs to be fucked on a regular basis, you know, or else…or else she starts to get stale and…dried up." "Baby," I said, patting her cunt, "I don't think you could dry that up with a sponge…” I turned around and sat down on the edge of the desk next to her. She reached back and got some tissues from a drawer in the desk, and proceeded to swab up the mess between her legs. She moaned slightly with each stroke of the tissue, and I was afraid she'd set herself off and we would begin the whole business allover again. I started to put my prick away, but she stopped me for a moment and caressed the shrunken organ. "I hope you won't be stingy with that lovely thing," she said, smiling contentedly. "No, no. But I'm afraid you may have to make reservations, if the rest of the faculty is as horny as you are." "They are, Mr. Eastman. We all are up here." "So I've begun to find out." "But don't spread yourself too thin. I want you good and ready when we get together." "What are the other women up here like? Old or young? Are they single?" "They're in their twenties and thirties, I guess," she shrugged, not very enthusiastic on the subject of her competition. "Yeah, they're all single, except for Mrs. Hudson, the art teacher, who is married, and so is Mrs. Priml, the librarian. But I think she's separated from her husband. I suppose in another week you'll know more about all of them than I do;" "What about Mrs. Hudson's husband? Does he live up here near the school or what?" "They live a distance from here. She only comes up three days a week. Anyway, she probably gets as little cock as the rest of us, if the rumors about her husband being a fag are the truth…heh heh, poor girl." She shimmied off the desk and scooped up her panties. I watched her step into them, slide them up over her wide hips till they had settled snugly against her cunt. She smoothed out her skirt and patted her hair into place. "I better be going now, before Mr. Hoag sends out a search party. He probably wants me to take a letter or something, some bullshit so he can sit behind his desk and stare at me and wonder what my pussy looks like." "But he never gets to see it?" I smiled. "No! That cranky bastard. He can look at his wife's pussy if he wants to look at one. Oh, that reminds me, he and his wife planned a dinner party for tonight, in honor of the new teacher, so you could meet the rest of the faculty and all. Be there around eight, okay? His is the big house at the end of this road out here, you can't miss it." "Okay. I'll try to make it." She kissed me goodbye, then slipped out of the room, wiggling down the corridor, back to work. I looked over my schedule and saw that I had a class which should have started about fifteen minutes before. I found the classroom and went inside. The room was silent when the students saw me. There were close to twenty chicks in there, all sixteen or seventeen, beautiful fresh young cunts in their tight school sweaters and miniskirts. I had to cover my mouth and take a sharp deep breath. I was in awe. The scene was quite overwhelming. There they were, plastered down four rows across the room, each one of them with big budding titties and fluffy pussy hair, no doubt, cunts that they probably fingered every night in their dormitory beds, for want of something better-something like what I carried around between my legs. I was staring. And they were all staring back. Perhaps they were wondering, in their dirty young minds, what my big cock was like, what it would be like to have it shoved up their tender, perfumed twats. I stood behind my desk and gripped the back of the chair for balance. I was nervous. Finally breaking the silence, I said, "How do you do. I am your new English teacher. My name is Mr. Eastman. I'm sorry I'm a little late for today's class, and I don't really know where you are in your studies…I hope by the time we meet again I will know what I'm doing. I'll have to learn all of your names, and that may take a while…" I shuffled through some notes that were left for me. They didn't make much sense at that moment. I looked up from the notes and saw that most of the girls were still staring at me, and pretty damn intently. Several of them wore expressions you could only describe as lascivious. Dirty. So maybe I wasn't just fantasizing: maybe they really were wondering what my prick would be like up inside their sweet, virginal honeypots. I cleared my throat nervously, snapping out of this train of thought. "I, uh, was given some notes here…it says that you had been told to read a novel of your choice. So, what I'll do is have you all write reports on the book you read. You can hand it in at the end of the class, or if you don't finish, you can do it for homework. Okay? So…get to work." The girls all exchanged glances, grimaced, and then got out their writing pads and pens. I sat back in my chair and pretended to study my notes. In fact, what I was doing was a bit less noble. I became preoccupied with the lower half of each student. The desks were built too high for most of them, leaving a clear view of their legs. You could tell from the seating habits they had developed that they weren't used to having a man in the room. I mean to say, several of them had their creamy, shapely legs strung around the bars between the legs of the desks, which left them quite provocatively spread-eagled. I licked my lips and peered out at them. Half a dozen of the lovely young things had their tight panties in full view. One dark-haired beauty wore the sheerest undergarment, which left the shadow of her black bush clearly discernible. Another one, an incredibly pretty redhead, wore only pantyhose underneath her skirt, and so I could examine in some detail the silkily sheathed curls of her scarlet pussy. I even thought I could make out the gleam of milky come stains between those gorgeous young thighs. I asked myself: How in God's name was I going to get through two months of this temptation every day, let alone another year, if Hoag decided to extend my contract? The final class ended at three o'clock, and the girls all rushed to try and finish their book reports. Each girl put her paper on my desk and said a mumbled goodbye as they went out the door. I piled the papers into my attache case and prepared to leave. Just for the fun of it, I idly looked through the drawers of the desk. Pushed to the back of the bottom one, what did I find but a small Swedish porno magazine filled with color photos of beautiful Swedes getting fucked every which way by huge red cocks. Whoever the woman was that I was replacing, she was apparently just as horny as the rest of the women at that sex-starved school. I went back to my office for a few minutes, then out to the parking lot. The building was nearly deserted already. The Lincoln was gone from the parking area, but another car was in its place. A woman was putting some objects into the back seat of it, and having some trouble with them. She was in her early thirties, tall and fleshy. Her hair was short and black, with bangs in the front. She was wearing a tight shift that showed off an excitingly plump ass. She smiled when she saw me and said hello. I went over in time to keep one of her packages from falling out of her hands. Together we slipped them into the back seat. "Thank you so much. I should have made two trips, I guess, but I wanted to get home." "Yeah. You ought to make it now." "Are you the new instructor?" she asked. "Yes, that's right. Are you a teacher here?" "The art teacher. I'm Mrs. Hudson, Mr. Eastman." "You know, my name, do you?" "Your arrival has been on the grapevine all day. It's so nice to have a man up here for a change. I wish we could talk, but I must' get home to my husband. You know how it is. But I shall see you again soon, no doubt." "Oh, I don't want to hold you up. Nice meeting you. Will you be coming to the party at Mr. Hoag's house tonight?" "No, I'm afraid not. Can't make it. But I will see you again soon, I'm sure, Mr. Eastman." "Call me Les." "Of course I will…" She suddenly stepped up closer to me and lowered her voice. "You know, Les, you've got yourself a terrific body." I laughed in surprise. "I'm speaking as an artist, of course," she snickered. "I mean, you would make a great model. Have you ever by any chance done any modeling?" "No, none that I can recall." "Oh, but you'd be a wonderful subject. How would you like to pose for me sometime?" "Pose for a painting? What kind of painting?". "I do a lot of nudes. When I can find the proper model, that is. But you would do fine." "Well, I'll think about it. Sounds like fun…Mrs. Hudson." And it did-like my kind of fun. "Where would we do it?" "Oh, I have a studio here at the school. We'll talk about it next time we meet. I have to get home now." She got into her car and started the engine. Just before she backed out, she whispered out the window at me, "Yes, terrific body."



Chapter Four


The headmaster's house was at the end of the road, at the foot of a steep hill. It was a large and impressive place, another ante- bellum mansion surrounded by tall trees. A doddering maid opened the door for me and Mr. Hoag met me in the hall. He led me into the living room, where everyone was already gathered for cocktails. There were five women in the room, seated on the various ornate and expensive chairs and couches.
One of the women, a shapely, sexy thing in her mid-thirties, quickly came up to me and held out her hand. I shook it and smiled back at her. She was quite attractive.
"Tills is my wife, Mr. Eastman," Hoag said.
"How do you do, Mrs. Hoag," I said.
"Call me Helen. Pleasure meeting you. Come on in, you're a little late. Let me introduce you to the rest of the girls here. Ladies, attention-"
There was no need for her to call them to attention: they were all staring at me, and with lust in their pretty eyes, if I was not mistaken.
"This is Mr. Eastman," Helen Hoag continued. She took me to the nearest pair, seated on a sofa, Miss Priml, the librarian, a plump woman with graying hair, smiled at me. Next to her was the science teacher, Miss Honeywell, an attractively robust and busty doll wearing an excitingly tight dress and thick black eyeglasses. She eyed me up and down through the latter as I extended my greetings.
"So nice to meet you, Mr. Eastman," she said. "I'm sure we are going to be good friends."
Next I was introduced to a stunning blonde with a throaty foreign accent. She was Miss Jobert, instructor in French. The plunging V of her neckline showed me about eight inches of creamy tit cleavage. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her saucy nipples were pushing out at the tips.
"How do you do, Miss Jobert."
"Allo m'sieur. I hope you will enjoy it here at Mountainview. It is not very often we have such a handsome man come and join our faculty."
“Thank you. Perhaps I'll be able to get you to help me with my French while I'm here."
"I'm at your service, m 'siew. For French lessons or… anything else you have in mind, eh?"
"How nice," I said, as Mrs. Hoag ushered me over towards the one remaining guest.
"This is Miss Jane Darwin. Jane, this is Mr. Eastman, the new English instructor."
Jane Darwin was very big and very black. She was the perfect Amazon, strong and beautiful. You could swear she must have lifted weights in her spare time. She was wearing a red jumpsuit, with skin-tight slacks that clearly outlined her sinewy thighs. She had large, wide breasts which I had an immediate desire to jump on and snuggle against. I wasn't surprised when I was told she was the gym teacher.
I looked down at myself and saw the bulge of a hard-on coming along. Jane Darwin smiled when she saw it. This woman turned me on something fierce. I thought to myself, what a fantastic experi- ence it would be to stick my cock between those tough thighs and up that black cunt.
Mr. Hoag pulled me out of my reverie with a drink. I thanked him, sipping at it and listening politely as he told me some trivial facts about the school, its history, how he got involved with it and so forth. He would occasionally bring one of the women into the conversation and they would nod and agree and laugh at all of his jokes.
Finally, it came time for dinner and we all repaired to the dining room, all of us with several drinks under our collective belts.
Hoag sat at the head of the table, and I sat on his right with the dark Miss Darwin beside me. We all exchanged some more small talk, everything pleasant and innocu- ous as the first few courses were served.
And then something strange happened, while we were waiting for dessert to be served. I felt a sudden pressure on my right leg. I pulled away in a reflex action. The pressure returned, though, and crept around my thigh to my crotch. It was the hand of Miss Darwin. I quickly shot a glance at her. She looked at me and smiled innocently. Her hand under the table squeezed me once more. She was ostensibly listening to Miss Priml, seated across from her, who was discussing the merits of a new shipment of books she just received. Jane Darwin listened and nodded with interest, all the while pushing and poking about with my zipper.
I tried to retain my cool. It wasn't easy. I was supposed to be listening to Mr. Hoag telling me what it was like up there in those mountains when winter came.
"Very interesting," I mumbled to him, as I felt the zipper go all the way down and Miss Darwin's black hand slip quietly into my open fly.
He continued, "yes, it was some win- ter…"
His words were becoming a blur to me. I put my fist under my chin and tried not to show any of the excitement I was feeling. The statuesque gym teacher had her large fingers inside the legband of my briefs and was caressing my stiffening cock with two fingers. It grew more every second, jumping and twitching in her muscular grip. She twisted it out of my pants and it shot upright, the head practically scraping the bottom of the fucking table. The last thing I wanted was that. I came close enough to splinters earlier in the day, with Linda and that desk.
She had a full grip on it now and began a Piston motion that was utterly delightful. But Christ, what an embarrassing place to start doing it-in front, or practically in front of the headmaster and faculty of my staff. Literally right under their long noses.
Up and down, up and down she jerked me, faster and faster. I caught several sharp breaths and hoped that Hoag would not think I was having a cardiac arrest or something. It would be very difficult to explain any strange behavior my masturbating friend might cause me.
Sperm started to spill out and drip languidly over the black lady's fist. She reclutched lower down, pressing her knuckles into my balls. She was really moving, but so guardedly that to look at the expression on her face you wouldn't think she was doing anything more than listening politely and maybe digesting her food.
Hoag was still talking, but by now I was totally blanked out to him, and fantasizing about hitting the sack with the lady who was jerking me off. I saw myself sticking my mouth into her black and salmon colored gash and licking it absolutely dry, sticking my fingers into her huge round asshole, and feeding her my stiff prick for her to suck on.
The maid finally came out with the dessert tray and started serving us. I figured she was sure to interrupt the masturbatory gig, but no, the gym teacher didn't even let go when the maid stepped between us. If you can believe it, she just leaned closer and tugged even harder. I felt. my cock muscles contracting tensely. A ripple of sweet pleasure rolled up my gut. The black woman pulled my cock all the way up, so that the foreskin covered the head, and she held it there for the longest damn time. Then she pulled down and the first squirt flew out. I couldn't keep from sighing loudly. Miss Priml wrinkled her brow and looked down at her dress. I must have shot some come onto it, but she could never guess it was that.
Pretending to be coughing, I took several deep breaths and tried to regain my composure. Jane was tenderly caressing my shrinking prick. Finally, she tucked me away and zipped me back up, and incredibly no one was the wiser.
It was hard for me to eat the dessert, but I did. And then we all retired to the den for more talk and an after-dinner drink. Mrs. Hoag disappeared somewhere, but no one seemed to mind so I didn't ask about her. I excused myself a little later and went up to the bathroom on the second floor.
I shut the bathroom door and turned on the light. First, I splashed some water on my cock and washed off the sticky come. Then I sidestepped over to the toilet and took a long piss. As the last drops were dribbling out, the bathroom door opened and quickly closed with Mrs. Hoag now leaning breathlessly against it.
She stared at my exposed cock and licked her lips, like a little girl looking in at a candy store. I was too surprised to say anything at first-though by this time in my stay at Mountainview I should have been used to it.
"My God," she whispered hoarsely, "I've finally got you alone, all to myself…"
"Yes, you certainly do," I said, holding my pecker in my hand, not knowing what to do with it.
"I couldn't believe it, when he told me he had hired a man teacher. And then when I saw what you looked like! God! Do you realize, at dinner tonight, just staring at you, darling, I started to come…"
I wanted to tell her she wasn't the only one to come at the dinner table, but I resisted that impulse.
Instead, I said: "I'm glad to hear it? But, don't you think you ought to get out of here now? I mean, before that husband of yours, my boss, starts looking for you and finds you with me… and my cock."
"Oh shit, forget him. I told him I felt dizzy and was going upstairs to lie down. God, God, look at that fucking lovely cock of yours!"
Indeed^ with her staring at it like that, it was starting to grow in my hand. After all, it was a pretty sexy situation, standing in the John with my cock out, just a few feet from the open-mouthed, lovely young wife of my employer.
I couldn't keep from stroking my prick a few times and licking my lips.
"Uhh… what do you want from me, Mrs. Hoag? I mean, what in particular?"
She chuckled softly. "I want you to help me, Mr. Eastman. I want you to help me overcome the terrible feelings of frustration f've been feeling lately."
Everybody in the area was frustrated!
"H-how do you suppose I could do that, Mrs. Hoag?"
Her eyes stayed on my prick, but her hands dropped to the hem of her dress and she started to lift it, up above her knees, past her thighs, to her hips. She wasn't wearing any panties or hose, and her pussy gleamed nakedly below the raised skirt. With one hand she patted it and fluffed up the hairs provocatively. They were thick and long.
"Do you like it, Mr. Eastman?" she asked, in a soft sexy voice. "Do you like my little pussy? It's all yours if you do, take it!"
"But… this isn't the place, Mrs. Hoag. We're running quite a big risk right at the moment as it is."
"Please, please, we'll be quick. Take me. Fuck me, fuck me, as quickly as you want to, but please do it. I must have your cock inside me. I can't stand the pressure any more. I'll go crazy, really I will! Have pity on me, Mr. Eastman, and please fuck me! Fuck me!"
Well now, it was a risk, as I told her, but I couldn't be so unchivalrous as to turn down such a pathetic offer. And besides, that cunt of hers looked very tempting.
I advanced towards her. Her eyes went wide and she smiled. Her hand went out for my cock.
"God, it's so big," she mumbled.
Her fingers clutched at it ravenously, and she rubbed it against her nether curls. The swelling shaft wagged its moist head against her sleek, tangled brown thatch. I held her tightly at the waist and pulled her close against me. I kissed her hotly on the lips, and our tongues twirled together.
She jerked on my cock till it was good and wet all down the length of it, and then she opened her thighs and fed the bobbing tool into her sticky hole.
"Give it to me, give it to me," she breathed frantically. "Fuck that cock into me!"
Her fingers scratched at her pink vaginal lips, furiously parting them for my entrance. My cock pushed into the secreting, sensitive flesh. Inside, it was visibly throbbing and pulsing with passion. She needed a cock in there, all right. I only hoped I would be enough for her.
I grabbed the smooth round flesh of her bare ass and lifted her gently into the air, setting her down just on the tip of my cock. She scratched and squeezed at my shoulder, begging for me to hurry.
I pinched the twin cheeks, my nails stabbing into that smooth skin, and I let her slide down my pole, let her fuckhole fill up with ten inches of my manhood. It all went in, and she shook and screamed for more. Her eyes clamped shut, her head wagged, and she snorted like an animal.
"Put it in, put it in!" she gasped.
I told her to relax or I couldn't operate. She took a very deep breath and opened her crotch to its widest. I got the full feel and dimension of her pussy. There was plenty of it. I shook her around above me, my fingers spreading her buttocks, the nails of my left hand scratching across the tiny furrow of her asshole. No matter how she tried, she couldn't keep from shaking and snorting excitedly. To keep us from falling, I backed her up against the door for balance.
I screwed in tight against her hungry cunt, and I began a slow, rhythmic twisting, around and around in hot circles within that damp, wide twat. "Unngggg!" she squealed. "Yes, yes, do it! Oh, I love it, I love the feel of your cock…"
And as I began to increase the speed and pressure of my gyrations she went absolutely crazy with pleasure, gasping violently, clawing at my back and buttocks, clasping the jaws of her pussy with a vise-like grip which made it a fight to get my cock all the way in and then out of her-but I made it.
She clutched at me and growled in my ear, and bit my ear. I told her to be careful, she was cutting me, and I pumped my rock- hard prick between her thighs, buried the full length of it deep within that blistering heat.
"Ohhhh! Yes, yes. that's it!" she cried.
"Be quiet, Mrs. Hoag! Your husband will hear you, fool!"
But I couldn't stop her now. She had no control over her emotions. She was awash in feelings of animal delight as my blood- gorged prick rammed in and out.
"But God, it's so good! So fucking good! My pussy… my pussy, yes, fuck it, fuck it hard"
I backed her up higher against the door and changed my grip on her pretty pink rump, allowing me to pluck at her puckered asshole. And all the while we continued our mutual pump-action, in and out, around and around. I pushed harder against her constricting belly, deeper and deeper with a driving thrust, slapping with a loud staccato sound against her soft flesh. I fucked her hard, giving her just what she was craving, what she couldn't get from that aging husband of hers.
Again and again I repeated the screwing motion, arching my pelvis all the way backwards, till only the fat head of my cock was still within her, and then jerking all the way inward, running my prick all the way back into her tubes, filling her deep, trembling twat with the full measure of my steaming, sweating, swelling fuckrod.
She was panting frantically, digging her ivory teeth into her trembling lips, shaking all over, flying with the wonderful delirium of her orgasm. Her cunt dug into me, grasping with those stern jaws for more and more, and I tried to give her still more. I breathlessly gave her all I had, banging our two clutching bodies against the wooden bathroom door, as I pounded my cock through the gates of her clasping labes, that wet mouth of eros, in and out, faster and faster. The heat rose in my blood. I could feel it. We sweated, we shivered, we gasped loudly for breath.
I was starting to come, ripple after ripple of ecstasy going all through me. I lurched backward in stunned excitement. We almost fell to the floor, with her straddling me tightly, but I twisted around and landed her pretty rear right at the edge of the sink.
"Ooohh!" she shrieked. "The sink is cold on my bare ass! Come! Give me your hot come!"
I cupped my hands under her buttocks and proceeded to plunge my final ejaculating strokes into the woman's drooling pouch. She threw her head back and stretched her mouth wide open for a silent scream. I continued to drill her as the hot cream flowed into her system, a gallon of it up from my burning, exploding balls.
Her firecracker orgasm flamed on, and she snorted and shook her head, mouth wide open. Her free hand dug along the back of my neck. I leaned into her and ground out the remainder of my load, more and more.
She shook and shook, and held me, and we danced like that for another half a minute, till she collapsed completely in my arms like a rag-doll.
I slid away from her, and her ass slipped down into the wet bathroom sink.
"Oh, shit," she Sighed, "I'm sitting in cold water…"
"I've got to get out of here," I said.
I had already been gone way too long. Hoag, her husband, was bound to be suspicious. Maybe he was already on his way upstairs, to check out his supposedly "dizzy" wife.
"Don't leave me," his wife pleaded.
I’ve got to get back to the party, baby," I said. "Or else there will definitely be trouble. I can't tell him I came up here to lie down too, you know." "You're wonderful," she moaned, clutching me by the waist with one hand and massaging my weary prick with the other. I pulled it away from her grip.
She looked pretty absurd, sitting there in the sink with her skirt pulled up and her pussy showing. I stuck my hand down there and tugged on her bush, and then lifted her up and down to the floor.
She reluctantly dropped her skirt to a decent level and stretched up to give me a gentle kiss on the mouth. I slapped her on her firm fanny and stepped back to the door.
"See you later, baby," I whispered, and silently opened the door. I scurried down the staircase, brushing myself off, trying to look like nothing had happened.
Downstairs, they hadn't even missed me. In fact, one of the guests. Miss Jobert, had already gone home.
"She wasn't feeling too well, apparently," Miss Honeywell explained, as I sat down beside her.
"I wonder if there's a bug going around," I said, thinking of Mrs. Hoag's supposed illness.
"What's that?"
"Wasn't Mrs. Hoag feeling poorly too?"
"Oh, that's right. I hope it isn't the flu. I might have caught it too then, since I kissed her earlier, when she met me at the door."
"You're not the only one,” I mumbled, then smiled at her. "So you teach-what was it?-science?" "Yes, that's right. Science is my field, Mr. Eastman." She smiled back at me, then downed her drink. Her chest rose as she gulped at the liquid. The woman was fantastically bosomy. And those eyeglasses she wore somehow seemed to add to the erotic air she gave off. But this wasn't the time for those thoughts. I was too tired. "And how did your day go, Mr. Eastman? Did you get to teach any classes yet?"
I quickly lifted my gaze from her bustline. "Yes, I did catch my last class."
"And how did you like your students?" “They seemed nice enough. They might have been a little afraid of me, but that will change."
"I'm sure it will. And I bet you found them rather attractive, did you, Mr. Eastman?" She winked at me.
"Ah, yes, attractive. They are quite presentable, I must admit Those tight sweaters and short skirts they wear are quite becoming…"
"Ha! They're rather naughty outfits, in my opinion," the woman laughed. "I mean to say, those skirts are so short that if they bend over their private parts are just about hanging out for the world to see."
"Ha, ha, but there haven't been any men, young men that is, around here for you to worry about that."
"Yes, but now there's you."
"Oh, well, I can assure you, Miss Honeywell, that my intentions here are honorable, strictly educational that is to say. And besides that, I really don't have much interest in such young women. I like adults, mature women, women who know something about the world… like you. Miss Honeywell."
She cleared her throat, and her eyes fluttered embarassedly. "Yes, yes, I'm sure of that."
"How did you come to be a science teacher? I mean, do you really enjoy all that fooling around with frogs and chemicals and what have you? I never cared for it myself. Grammar struck me as a good deal less messy."
"Oh, I love science. It's both my vocation and my avocation. It's my only passion in life."
"Is that so?" I said, wondering whether I had finally found a Mountainview female who was not solely and overwhelmingly interested in fucking. "And what aspects in particular interest you, Miss Honeywell?"
"I enjoy botany and geology the most, it's so easy to make field studies in those two sciences. You just go outside. As a matter of fact, I'm planning a nature hike tomorrow morning. To collect specimens and so forth."
"Really? That sounds most interesting."
She pushed her glasses back on her nose and smiled nervously. "Perhaps, Mr. Eastman, you would like to join me tomorrow? You could see how lovely this area is. The woods are beautiful at this time of year."
"I don't doubt it… a nature hike, eh? It's very nice of you to invite me. I don't know anything about science, so I might be a burden to you."
"It would be…no burden," she said abruptly, and I could see she was secretly anxious to have me go along. My assumption that sex was not foremost in her mind might just have been a little hasty.
"I suppose you could teach me what I needed to know, about the flora and fauna, I mean."
"Of course. I am a teacher, after all."
"That's right," I laughed. "Aren't we all! Well, I'd be very happy to go on the hike with you."
"Fine. I shall pick you up at your house in the morning.",,
"Do you know where I'm staying."
"Yes." she said. "I know."
I wondered bow she knew, but I didn't ask. I finished my drink and then stood up.
"I better get home now and rest up if I intend to tramp around in the woods tomorrow."
Hoag came over just then. "Can I get you another drink, Eastman?" he asked.
"No, I think I should start home now. It was a lovely party. Thanks so much for your hospitality."
I said goodbye to everyone and went to the door. Hoag walked me over.
"Say good night to your wife for me, Mr. Hoag. I'm sorry she's not feeling well."
"I'm sure she'll be all right. She doesn't have a very strong constitution, I'm afraid."
Little did he know! I started down the steps, but Hoag called out to me, "We're happy to have you with us, Mr. Eastman. I'm sure it will all work out just fine, and you will become a shining credit to the school."
"Thank you," I called back, wondering to myself what he would be saying if he knew that I had already fucked his wife and his secretary.



Chapter Five


I walked down the path to my car, yawning and stretching my arms out at the stars. The mountain air was quite cold by now. I got into my car and drove down the dark road back to my new home. Just a short distance down from my driveway there was a lemon-yellow Volkswagen. I didn’t know what it was doing there, but I wasn't in the mood to worry about it. I went inside, stumbled into the kitchen and got a glass of cold water to take with two aspirin. Still in the kitchen, I started taking my clothes off, getting ready to flop down in bed as soon as I got there. Only my socks were still on when I pushed through the bedroom door. Somnolently dragging back the covers, I descended to the mattress, eyes closing. Silence. And then a warm, dainty hand touched me low on the chest. I shot up, stunned, and turned on the light on the nightstand. Beside me, in bed, was Miss Jobert, the French teacher. She was, as the saying goes, wearing nothing more than a smile. "What the hell’s going on?" I inquired testify, rather annoyed by this intrusion. “Consider me a welcome to Mountainview present," she answered, smiling radiantly. The blanket fell off of her and a pair of melon-shaped pink titties hung out into view. She took my hand and placed it firmly against them. "So, welcome to Mountainview," she said. "Miss Jobert, I wanted to get some sleep. I've had a long day-if you only knew-and I need rest." "Oh, do not be so unfriendly." "Why don't you go home to your own bed, like a nice, respectable mademoiselle." "But I am lonely." "Go home and watch television. I'm sure there's a late movie on you can watch." "But I am also horny." "So go home and finger your cunt!" "Oh, but why you don't do that to me yourself? Ooh la la, your body is so nice, nicer than I expected even. Your cock, it is a nice long one, too! How would you like me to give it some French loving? What you call in English the blowjob. Yes, wouldn't you like it?" She held her delicate hand over me and touched the head of my flaccid cock with the tips of her fingers. I heaved a sigh and settled back on my pillow, as she slowly leaned down till her lovely face touched my pubic hair. Her tongue crept out and licked at the curly bush. She closed her teeth on the hairs and tugged. Her fingers strayed over my prick and balls, tickling them, pinching them, making them both start to inflate with excitement. She finally took the cock into her mouth, and pulled and stretched it till, despite my exhaustion, I soon had a full-fledged erection going. She sucked and slurped, and I stroked her golden hair, staring at her small mouth stretched and packed full with the length of my glistening cock. I stared with mindless fascination, detached and sleepy, like in a dream as she applied all the tricks in the book, scratching and sucking and biting and swallowing it all down her deep, delightful French throat. Up, she would go, to the tip of the head, inhale, then again completely recover it with her drooling mouth. Her fingers played with my tightly packed testicles, and with the thick hairs that grew down to my asshole. She dug one long-nailed digit into my anus, pushed it in to the knuckle and jerked it in and out as she ate my rod. Neither of us said anything as several minutes passed. She just sucked me off, and I watched. I would have been content to leave it like that, but of course she wanted much more from me. She started moving the twin globes of her pert ass in my face. I grabbed the closest leg and reluctantly passed it across me, opening an unusually hairy black jungle that ran in one continuous thick clump from the tip of her cunt to all around her pink asshole and higher, right to the top of her butt. I slapped her left cheek, hard as I could. She squeaked and shook the injured ass at me. I slapped her there twice more, then pinched her with both hands and dropped the whole wet, thickly weeded mess right onto my outstretched tongue. I teased the moist cleft and its aching clit with a quick dabbing in-and-out motion, making her jerk spasmodically and suck in harder on my cock. I spit on the black vegetation and licked at it, making the hairs matted and stuck to the inner folds of her cunt.
God, she was hairy! I pulled straight the sticky curled strands around her asshole and stuck my tongue in there, smashing it against the pouty opening.
The pressure in my balls began to climb. It was getting near to climax time. I anxiously ran my hands up and down her naked hips, spreading her rear and pushing it tighter against my open mouth and flaring nostrils. I sucked in the sweet, heady odor of her Gallic honeypot, and licked off the white secretion that seeped out and clung to the trembling nether walls of that sexy twat. I wagged my tongue with increasing speed now, as I felt the peak coming, again and again making those long swabs at her hair-lined cunt lips and back and forth over a tinglingly erect, ruby red clitoris. Her mouth was fully covering my nearly ejaculating dick, her lips against the wet curls of my pubic hair. My hands kneaded and squeezed her round ass, parted and closed the cheeks against my nose, my nose stuck flat into her anus. Her orgasm transferred through to me, made me shiver excitedly. On and on it went. She rolled and twisted her lips around the axis of my bucking loins, and I bashed my long, greased tongue in and out of the girl's wide-open tunnel, across the soft landscape, up and down, pinching her warm, soft ass in my fists at the same time, jabbing my nails against her asshole. "Unnnggg! Ahhh!" I snorted, rising to my peak, breathless, exhausted, feeling something very close to pain from all of this incredible pleasure. I wasn't a teenager any more, and this much exertion was just a little beyond my ability. But she sucked, and I sucked, and waves of delicious pleasure surged through our sweating bodies. Miss Jobert groaned and squirmed and inhaled the first spurt of my come as I finally gave in to her attack and came. I shot far down her sucking throat, and her pussy bucked and jerked above my face. White secretion flowed into my mouth, and I drank it down. I dug my nails deep inside her ass and held her tight as she trembled in ecstasy. She finally uncovered my cock and then licked up all the residue come, up and down the shaft and over the balls and pubic hair wherever the seed had dribbled. When she was all done she rolled onto her side and smacked her lips, like she had just finished a delicious French gourmet meal. She sighed contentedly. I lay back quietly and watched her. She smiled at me and opened her ass wide, snuggling it closer against my face again, so that her asshole pressed against my left cheek. It was a little hard, I was so out of breath by then. "Oh, so nice," she sighed again. "Oh, you suck a cunt so nice, so beautiful…" I chuckled wearily and gave her a kiss on the ass. "Yes, and such a big cock for me to nibble on… oh yes, I am very lucky…" "Come on, get up here and kiss me," I said. I reached up and switched the light off. She climbed under the covers beside me. We kissed, and my hands lifted and caressed her taut, firm breasts, my thumbs pushing in on the distended pink nipples. She squeezed on my biceps, kissing and biting me on the neck as she did. "Are you planning to stay the night?" I asked her, wondering if I would ever get any sleep. She ran a hand down to my wilted cock and patted it tenderly. "Do you think we can get that working for me again, mon cher?" she asked me. "I believe it needs a long rest, to tell you the truth. It's been a little overworked lately." "Ah, then I suppose there is no reason for me to be staying all night and risking the scandal, eh” "Yeah, that's what I was thinking, baby." "But I shall not leave you for a while. Perhaps you get inspired by my presence and wish to make love a second time." She kissed me on the chest, then on the lips. Then she slipped her head under the covers and crawled down to kiss me on the balls. Then she slipped back up beside me and snuggled close, telling me to go to sleep. Believe me, I jumped at the chance. But I was not destined to sleep for very long. Sometimes, when I think back on my stay at Mountainview School for Girls, it seems like I never did sleep, like I did nothing but fuck and fuck. It was a madhouse, no doubt about that, filled with the horniest chicks in the world, and all of their desires suddenly centering around poor me. It may seem an envious position, to be the only man among an assortment of lovely chicks of all ages, but after awhile fucking starts to seem as bad as any other form of manual labor. Anyway, it seemed like I had only just fallen off to sleep when Iwas awakened by a strange feeling in my groin. It was like I was having a very vivid wet dream, but when my eyes drowsily opened halfway, I saw that this wet dream was quite, quite real. Pleasant vibes rolled up over me. Miss Jobert was there below me, straddling my waist, squatting over me like she was atop a horse. Dammit! Even my falling asleep didn’t discourage the horny bitch. And she must have worked pretty hard to get me so hard while I was passed out. She ground her ass around and around, nodding her head, moaning, stroking the front of her dripping cunt. I was really throbbing. And she was enjoying my tremendous erection, sticking it into her cunt, jumping up and down and moving around and around, so that it caressed her parted vagina in every possible itchy spot. She lifted up, parted her thighs even more, and finally let the dick sink all the way into the depths of her hot, wet pit. It slid in with a liquid squeak, the sound of which was magnified in that silent room. She started humping faster, lifting herself up and down on my erect penis, letting the full, now wide-awake organ go in and out at a faster and faster pace. "Gaaaaa!" she groaned, digging her nails into my thighs, shaking herself crazily. "Not so rough," I growled, surprising her. "Oh, you're awake," she moaned. She looked back at me, said nothing more, only continued to pump, up and down, higher and higher, like she was a cowgirl riding a bucking bronco. I gave in to the attack and put my hands behind my head, watching the show like a bystander. It went on for several minutes,, with me gradually getting wetter and more enthralled, and the French teacher becoming absolutely unhinged as she started to come, thrashing and moaning, clawing at my bare hips and thighs. "Do it, baby!" I whooped, no longer a bystander, much less detached as her tight, churning cunt had its way on me, brought the come in my balls to a boil. Any second now I was going to blast her insides with fresh, hot sperm. "Come, come!" Miss Jobert growled at me. "Ohhhh! Yes, I want it, I want it!" And then I gave it to her, and, to my great surprise, plenty of it. Sperm shot into her damp, tight quim and seemed to sail up through her system, into her stomach. I closed my eyes and writhed around under her, enjoying the heated ecstasy for what seemed like the hundredth time that day. Just then, someone yelled from outside the house somewhere: "Mr. Eastman! Mr. Eastman!" "Who the fuck is that?" I whispered harshly, pumping my last drop into the French teacher's cunt. It was a woman's voice, but beyond that I hadn't a clue to her identity, or her motivation for crawling around outside my window in the middle of the night. "Mr. Eastman! Where are you?" "Who could it be?" asked Miss Jobert. "I don't know!" "It's me," the voice said in answer, "Miss Honeywell. Are you awake?" "Oh, Christ, what is she doing here? It's… what fucking time is it, anyway?" I looked at my watch and saw that it was nearly six a.m. I suddenly remembered my date to go nature hiking with the science teacher. But I didn't think she would come around before the sun had even come up. A shadowy figure loomed up against my bedroom window. Miss Honeywell was apparently going to risk a breaking and entering charge in order to roust me out of bed. "Oh, what does she want?" Miss Jobert pouted^ still pumping away slowly on my prick. "She wants me, I guess. You better get off of me quick before she sees you. She's looking in the window… she'll see you in another second. Hurry." I pushed her off my lap and shoved her onto the floor on the far side of the bed, away from the window. "Go on, crawl out of here. Miss Honeywell is coming in now, she'll see you, baby." Miss Jobert did not like those instructions one bit, but Miss Honeywell already had the window half open, so she complied and scurried out of the room. "Miss Honeywell, what are you doing there?" I called out in a perplexed tone. She leaned through the open window. The woman was wearing a pith helmet. "Uh, what is it you want at this hour, dear?" "Don't you remember, we were supposed to go on a hike this morning?" she said. "Yes, yes, that's right…but shit, all nature must be asleep at this hour." "No, no, we must be going if we're going. We've plenty of distance to cover, Mr. Eastman." she said. She turned on a light near the window and started to climb inside. "Yes, this is certainly the best time, just around dawn, to observe nature in the raw." "I'm sure," I sighed, remembering tteen that I too was in the raw, and clutching at my still somewhat still member. "You don't mind if I come in through the window, do you, Mr. Eastman? I mean, it wouldn't seem too unseemly to you, for me to make such an entrance?" "No, no, think nothing of it. Why should I mind you coming into my bedroom through the window at dawn?" "Good. I can make us some coffee while you get ready," she said, throwing first one leg through then the other. She was wearing a real Jungle Jane outfit of tight khaki pants, short bush jacket and the aforementioned pith helmet, and of course her tortoise-shell eyeglasses. Even under the bulk of that bush jacket her huge titties remained entirely noticeable and exciting, especially to me just then with my cock out and tingling-tired though it was. The bitch kind of got on my nerves, with her self-satisfied air, and that Girl Scout approach. No matter how exhausted I am, I seldom miss a chance to put that type in her place. And her place as I see it, is close to my cock, ready and willing to do what I say. I absently pushed the sheets down the rest of the way off me, to my feet. I stretched my nude body out until it finally caught her eye. She straightened out before the window, and I saw her lick her lips and stare hard at that moist hose hanging down between my legs. Just as shewas looking at it, I moved my hand up and scratched it, just below the head, pushing the shaft from side to side. She kept on looking, unable to avert her eyes. This excited me, and I started to stroke myself slowly, sensually, to be sure, just enough to bring some life to it. Her mouth dropped open and she started sliding across the floor, towards the door. "You going to make that coffee now. Miss Honeywell?" I asked her in a calm tone. "Y-yes," she said, not taking her eyes off of my cock. I squeezed it harder, and really started jerking up and down now, making it swell considerably. She suddenly stopped by the doorway and put both her hands on her hips. She pouted at me sternly. "Just… just what are you d-doing there. Mr. Eastman? I mean, for heaven's sake!" "What? What do you mean? Where?" "Th-there. With your… thing!" "You mean my cock?" "Y-yes." "Well, I was just… you know, jerking myself off, Miss Honeywell. I do that every morning. It kind of starts off my day for me, gets the adrenelin rolling, if you see what I mean. Some people get out and run a mile or do pushups. I just play with my cock, and it's more fun than those other things." Miss Honeywell was rattier put on by the spectacle of me masturbating,and probabiy not impressed by my explanation. "Well, really, Mr. Eastman, having studied the functions of the human body, I cannot see any physical reason why anyone should… uh, abuse himself in such a way, except, perhaps, simply for personal gratification…" "Yeah, that's why I do it. Personal gratifying," I proclaimed, beating away at my meat. "Of course, it's much more gratifying if it's done with a partner, a member of the opposite sex, such as yourself, dear." She stared hard at my growing prick, raising her eyebrows and swallowing loudly. "Am I… am I embarrassing you, Miss Honeywell?" "Em-embarrassing me? No, no, of course not, I'm a mature person, and as I said, I certainly know all of the functions of the human body, even the unnecessary ones." I laughed softly and wagged a finger at her. "Yes, I bet you know all about it. In fact, I have a hunch you do something similar yourself." "What?" "You heard me," I said. "I bet you do a little masturbating too, when the mood hits you, stick your fingers in your pussy and work up a lather." She coughed nervously and cleared her throat. "I… I can't believe you're speaking to me this way…I don't think this is a suitable topic at all…” "There's nothing to be embarrassed about, as you said. We can admit things like that" "But really, I mean to say…" I continued pumping my rod. Sperm was swelling out of it now. I was quite turned on, jerking off in front of this outwardly prim and proper young schoolmarm with the very big tits I very much wanted to fondle. I whispered sexily, "You can be frank with me, Miss Honeywell. I'm being frank with you. You can answer me yes or no whether you masturbate from time to time." She heaved a nervous sigh and nodded, head fluttering. "I… I suppose I might, occasionally. But only… only when I'm taking a bath." "Ah, that's interesting. Never in bed, eh?" "No." "Yes," I said, closing my eyes and smiling at a mental image, "I can see you now, scrubbing away, a bar of soap jammed up your pussy hole, making you come and making you clean at the same time." "Please, don't be vulgar!" Well, she acted like her sense of decency was outraged, but she certainly didn't move from the spot where she was standing, with a good view of my erect cock which she took advantage of, staring intently. It was time to take action with this Victorian-style spinster and her sense of propriety. "Come over here," I said. “What? I… I have to make the coffee. If you still intend to go with me you better be getting ready… unless you don't intend to…" "Of course I'm going with you, I wouldn't miss it. But first, let's have a little fun. Come on, you'll enjoy it. Really you will. Sit down here next to me." She moved towards me with a hesitant step, gazing down at my extended pole, glistening with semen, stretching and wagging out from my fist. She reached a point a few inches from me and I grabbed her left elbow, pulling her down to the bed. "Stop it, Mr. Eastman! What are you doing? What are you doing there with my hand?" "I want you to feel my prick. Doesn't it feel nice. Miss Honeywell? Be honest." I pressed the back of her trembling hand against the middle of my shaft. She started to pull away. I held her, twisting the hand around laying the palm flat against me down there. And all of a sudden she stopped pulling away. She gripped my cock, wet and taut as it was. "You like that, huh?" She gulped loudly. "Y-yes, I suppose so." "What's it feel like?" "I don't know… warm and alive… I've never felt anything quite like it before." "What? You've never touched a prick before?" "No, I haven't." "But… you aren't a virgin, are you? Oh no, it couldn't be, not at your age!" "I did not say I was a virgin, Mr. Eastman. I have had several sexual experiences in the past, at college. I just never happened to touch the man's… organ. Each of those experiences was over rather quickly." "You didn't touch them?” I said, wondering how that could have happened. "But what stopped you? How did they fuck you, from behind or something?" "No, they fucked me-made love to me, in the normal way. I just never happened to touch them while they did it." While she was talking, her hand started going into action, squeezing my tool tight and jerking it slowly up and down, up and down, letting the come drip over her hand. I got what seemed to me a very good idea. While she was jerking me off, I would jerk her off. I asked her if her pussy wasn't aroused by her actions. She was embarrassed by the question, and started to loosen her grip on my joint. I held her wrist and kept it wrapped around me, returned it to the jerking motion, up and down, faster and faster. I put my hands on her belt and undid it. I unbuttoned the tight trousers and pulled their zipper down. She made a weak attempt to stop me, but I deflected it and led her hand back to my cock. She was almost addicted to it now, stroking away with rising passion. "Lift your ass up," I told her. She raised those lovely, wide buttocks up for a moment and I slid her slacks down to her knees. She was wearing tight, transparent white panties. Slowly, sensually, my hand slid up along her fleshy bare thigh, upward to the smooth nylon crotchband, plump with pubic hair. "Spread your legs, baby." Miss Honeywell did so. I pressed the tips of my fingers under the elastic of the panties and onto the edge of her fat, fluffy vagina. With a sudden jab, taking her by surprise, I poked my middle finger straight in at the hot moist furrow. She gasped and shivered from the thrill of it, closing her thighs against me and at the same time increasing the speed with which she pumped my throbbing prick. She screamed for me to push my finger in further, deeper inside her pussy. I straightened the finger, pushing it in deeper, up into the trembling, dark passage. Her groin shook convulsively. I stuck my index finger into the gash. at the tip, touching the hardened bud of her clitoris, and I played with it, teased it, quickly making her utterly delirious with feelings of lust. "Oh God," she moaned, abandoning my cock and peeling her panties down over the wide curve of her milky-white hips. "God, I'm so hot… all of a sudden!" I helped her with the panties, pulling them down to her knees. Her thick, fleecy black pubic triangle was in full view, dewy with the liquid of her bottled-up passion, I rolled my free hand over it and tugged on the hard, tangled hairs. She squeaked in 1 sheer delight and lay back on the bed, opening her thighs to their apex, and exhibiting an enormous, juice-drenched fuckhole that I quickly bent down to and kissed right in its sopping pink center. I licked up all the white foam and swallowed it down, and then I kissed it some more, opening the labes with my fingers and pressing my lips right into the funnel, a hot and undulating passage. Miss Honeywell giggled. She groaned. She shook her hips in an aggravated rhythm, and clutched at my hair, pulling me into her with violent abandon. I lapped at her womanhood with mounting speed and enjoyment. It was fresh and sweet and sexy, and I dragged my lips right over every square inch of it, licking with faster and faster strokes, making her cry out and claw at me and shudder. "Ahhhh! That feels so good… oh yes, yes, my pussy feels so very nice… so hot, yes, your tongue, lick me, lick that hole of mine…" I kept my face in her hot, flared cunt for another minute or two, riding her bucking loins like a cowboy. Then I climbed up on the bed and thrust my cock in her direction. It was still rigid and throbbing. I shoved my organ back at her. Her hands dived for it, and caught it around the base. She ran her fingers around and pulled it towards her hungrily. She drew in a deep breath as I resumed my cunt-lapping and she started jerking the rock-hard cock up and down at a tremendous clip. White foam poured around the mouth of her cunt, a mad-dog froth I gobbled up like it was nectar. She shook again, her whole body vibrating with the sensations she was feeling in her center, that quivering blood-red sex hole. She screamed all the while, and she jerked on my swollen rod, with both hands, one on top of the other. "Such a big cock!” she screamed. "Such a lovely one! Ohhh! Eat me, eat my pussy!" Harder and faster she pumped me. I snorted and gasped with the feel of impending release sweeping over me. And I kept on licking at the fire-hot wetness of her lush vagina. We rolled and twisted on the bed like beached fish. "I'm gonna come. Miss Honeywell?" I shouted at her. "Get ready for it!" "Yes, yes, come on me! Let it go all over me!" she groaned back frantically. She jerked up and down several more times, and then my prick spit its white fuel, gob after gob of the hot liquid, and it splashed on her face, into her hair. She threw her tongue out and licked at it furiously, her eyes closed, flying through the white clouds of orgasm. I had my mouth and three fingers plying her depths in furious circles, in and around and around. My prick shot a final burst, but she wasn’t satisfied, and she primed it and shook it for more. When she realized I had given her all I had, she rubbed her hands over what was there, smearing the white goo all over her face and down her neck, staining her bush jacket. "I… I never felt anything quite… my pussy, it just… came all alive, Mr. Eastman…" "Glad you enjoyed it." She nervously asked me if I was going to fuck her, too, but I put her off for the time being, telling her I was worn out, I continued to finger her vibrating lovehole. It was big and taut and roomy, with those thick lips lined with long, curly black hairs. I still had a few of the latter stuck between my teeth. She told me to move my hands faster. Obviously, she wasn't ready to come down to earth yet. So I pushed half my hand into her cunt and revolved it, moving it faster and with more pressure, till she was squirming and moaning and clawing at me. She ground around with intense arousal. Her cunt was drenched with her own passion juice. "Yes, yes, oh God, that's good, Mr. Eastman! Ahhhh!" Round and round my fist went, circling within the wet folds of flesh, wedging itself inside, the dripping pinkness. Miss Honeywell gritted her teeth and made strange blowing noises. Her nostrils flared wildly. She flung her head back and gasped like an epileptic. Her thighs smacked together, holding my hand tight where it was. I laughed at the melodramatics she was going through on the bed, writhing and panting like she was possessed by the devil II or someone of that ilk. It couldn't go on forever, however, because my hand was starting to get cramped. In another minute, I forcibly plucked my hand out from her heat and stood up off the bed. "What are you doing?" she whimpered. "Why did you stop? Youmustn't stop…" "We've got to get out on that hike, remember? And I've got to take a shower.” She glared at me, still thrashing about on the bed, her legs clutched tightly together. Suddenly, she threw her own hand into that convulsive cavern, sticking it violently and deeply up her hole and jerking away madly. I watched her jerking herself off for a minute, and then I went into the bathroom, taking some clothes with me. When I came out, she was still wrestling with her pussy. I asked her if she wanted some coffee, and between gasps, she said yes. I went out to the kitchen, laughing. When Miss Honeywell got turned on, I was thinking, she really turned on. While I was pouring the coffee, she came out. Her clothes were all back in their right places. Only the come stains on her bush jacket showed any evidence of her recent adventure. She sat down at the table beside me. "Feeling okay?" I said. She nodded, but kept her head low, sipping at the coffee. I told her not to be embarrassed. "You enjoyed it, right? Well that's all that counts. Miss Honeywell, really." "I suppose." "Then stop looking so glum. Smile, Enjoy life." She pushed her eyeglasses further back on her nose. She cleared her throat and smiled tentatively. "Thafs the girl," I said.

****



Our trip into the woods was pleasant if not spectacular. She pointed out every genus and variety of tree, flower, shrub, and insect we happened to cross on our upward stroll. The air was fresh and clean, invigorating despite my lack of sleep and recent overexertion. Miss Honeywell, anyway, was in fine form, marching like a soldier. When we finally reached the top of the mountain, we rested. And not a moment too soon for me. Miss Honeywell dug into her canvas bag and took out a small thermos of iced tea. She unscrewed the top and filled it I gulped it down when she offered it to me. Then she had some, and I looked out at the view. You could see out for miles, down the sloping mountain, across the woods, all the way to the town and beyond. "That's the school down there, do you see it?" she said, pointing below us. "Ah, yes… and what are those two buildings?" "Those are the dormitories. For the girls." "Oh yes… I shall have to make a visit Idown there some time soon, I think." I chuckled deviously. "I hope, Mr. Eastman, you aren't implying any intentions towards our girls. That would really be bad form. Mr. Eastman. I can tell you. These girls are not that sort." "Yes," I said deadpan. "I see what you mean. Miss Honeywell. Forget what I said. Didn't mean anything." "Yes. I hope not." We went on, tramping our way through the woods. We came at long last to a narrow stream. "It's lovely, isn't it, Mr. Eastman? I often come here to swim in the spring and fall." "Is that so? Hey, why don't we take a dip now? I'm in need of some refreshment." "Oh, but we didn't bring any swimsuits." "Now now, don't go getting prudish on me again, Miss Honeywell. Not after what we've done together." "You… you think we should go in bare?" "Sure," I said. "Come on!" And I started peeling off my clothes. Miss Honeywell watched me for a few seconds, and when she was convinced I was serious, she made up her mind and started to undress too. I watched each item of clothing come off, and got my long-awaited first glimpse of her fabulous tittles. They were, as expected, huge, wide and full, tilting out like glorious warheads, with long, bright red nipples and wide aureoles. "Come on, baby," I said, holding my hand out to her. She took it, and we stepped into the water. It was pretty damned cold. "Brrr! Shit, is it always this cold when you swim here?" I asked her, shivering wildly at first. "Yes, yes," she answered stretching her arms and swinging her tits from side to side. "I love it like this… so cold, it’s exhilarating!" "Sure it is," I shivered some more. We moved into deeper water, against my better judgement, till we were up almost to our shoulders. Miss Honeywell’s enormous boobs floated up in front of her. I swam up and rested my head on them. She laughed. I embraced her, and felt a delicious thrill as my cock slapped up against the soft, round belly. I put my hand between us, and tugged on her soft, round belly. I put my hand between us, and tugged on her soft bush as it drifted out in the water, uncurled and silky. "Hey, I'm not feeling so cold any more," I told her, cuddling up close, kissing her on the ear. "Neither… am I," she said quietly. I lifted up her left boob and caressed it with my tongue. I bit down on the nipple, and felt it stiffen even more, fighting my attack. "It… it's so nice here." Miss Honeywell muttered shyly, not knowing what to say in such circumstances, I guess. But that was all right with me. We communicated best on a non-verbal level, I felt. With her mouth shut she was quite a woman, full of soft flesh and fire. My prick rapidly went stiff against her lush body, the head swelling out and up, pressing against the plump, soft curve of her tummy. She rubbed her stomach against me, delighting in the sexy feel of my cock on her skin. Very carefully, so as not to damage it, I suppose, she reached down and felt the head of my prick. When she touched it, her whole body shivered. Her nostrils flared and she gulped loudly. Then she squeezed it again, and her fingers moved down along the long shaft, right down to the edge of my balls, which she stretched her fingers towards and scratched. "Shit, that's nice," I moaned, grinding up tighter, letting my balls slap against her pussy hair. "Are you… are you going to fuck me, Mr. Eastman?" she asked, in a tone of awe. "You want me to, don't you, baby?” I smiled. I wanted to hear her say it, to admit it to herself as well as to me. She closed her eyes and shook her head. "Yes… oh yes, I want to be fucked!" "Ha ha! Then I'll be happy to oblige!" I put my hands under her wide buttocks and lifted her up in the water. She spread her legs and locked them around my waist. I reached in for my prick and bent it till it touched the edge of her pussy. She gasped, and shuddered in my arms, in my arms as I fed the cock up into her clenching channel. Her fingers dug into my naked shoulder. Her eyes closed. Her ass cheeks vibrated and splashed water over us. "No, don't close your eyes. Miss Honeywell. Open them. Look at me when I fuck you. Look at me and tell me what you feel. Tell me, baby, tell me." "It feels…it feels so very good, oh yes, wonderful… all the way, put it in all the way…" I let her slide onto me the rest of the way. She shook all over. I spread her cheeks and lifted her in a rhythmic bounce» up and down on my cock. "Ugggg! Yes, yes, fuck me! Oh, Mr. Eastman, your cock feels so good, so hard, so big…" I rammed into her, harder and harder, creating waves in the water, splashing about us from the pressure of each plunge. Again and again I shoved up into her frantic pussy. It clung tightly to me, little teeth clawing along my shaft as it worked its way in and out. "Yes, yes, yes! Fuck my cunt!" the generally prim young lady shouted wildly. I bounced her up and down for a while, but she became so unhinged that we kept slipping deeper into the water. It got so I was afraid we would drown, so I told her to come out and we would continue on dry land. We flattened out her bush jacket and she stretched out on it. She opened her cunt for me, and it was obvious what she wanted right then. So I got down on my side below her and pressed my face in between her fleshy thighs. I pecked at the thighs, pulling on the soft skin there, working my way slowly towards her wet, undulating pussy. I pushed my tongue towards it, touching the hairs that ran along the sides of the labes. I dragged my tongue across the hot womanhood, and I pushed on into the hole, licking in short, hard jabs around and around, in and out, making her jump and spasm. All around I moved my tongue, lashing and digging, slapping and burrowing into the wet recesses of my lovely, horny science teacher. Her knees smashed against my ears, locking my head in tight against her with her thighs. A little tighter and she would be choking the air out of me-but what a way to go! Smothered by beautiful pussy. Her outsized clitoris was growing tauter and tauter each time I licked at it, caressed it carefully and elegantly with my long tongue. I looked up at her to see how she was taking it all, and I saw a face all contorted with pleasure. She was grinding her teeth and closing her eyes tight, wrinkling her nose up, snorting and whining. And she was coming like crazy, drooling milky come all over my face. "Yes, yes, eat me! Tongue me! Oh, that's lovely!" she cried out. "It's wonderful! It feels so…" I lapped on, with increasing speed, breaking all records, or so it seemed from the strain my tongue was feeling. The tough, flexing jaws of her pussy closed and opened and clamped down on my inserted face like she was biting at me, trying to chop my tongue off and keep it forever. I felt my own cock growing back to the erect state once more, so excited was I by the smell and taste of her cunt as well as her tumultous reaction to my sucking. She stroked my hair and touched my face, even stretched a couple of fingers in to touch my lips and tongue, to see what exactly was causing her cunt so much pleasure. She screamed out loud, and an onlooker might?have thought I was literally devouring that humming, quaking pussy, causing her pain instead of sweet pleasure. Around and r around in tight circles my tongue moved through her clutching, quivering crotch. She lurched up, practically into the air, and twisted me around sideways with her, keeping me locked between her wet, tingling thighs. It was hard for me to keep on sucking, like swimming through a storm at sea. I stroked and stroked, snorting in my breath, trying to keep from being crushed by the waves of her orgasm. "Oh! Oh! Ahhhhhh!" she groaned. "Oh, fucking god! I'm… I'm coming, Mr. Eastman, I'm really coming!" As if I didn't know! But my tongue wasn't?going to hold out for much longer. I licked for another minute, till she was past the peak of this particular climax, then I slowed my oral attack, and slowly slid my tongue and face out from the girl's hot, hot box. My cock was far from worn out, and I thought it was about time I went inside her with something harder and larger than my tongue. She had had a taste of it in the water before, but now I was up and throbbing, and ready to give her my best, if she could stop shaking long enough to take it. "Miss Honeywell," I sighed, "I have sucked a lot of cunts in my time, but you have got to be one of the most memorable. No, I correct myself, the most memorable!" "Th-thank you," she said, just a trace of shame in her voice, but not much, not now, after she had a taste of what real sexual ecstasy could be. In fact, I had a good idea that I had made another convert to the ranks of promiscuity. There was no telling what Miss Honeywell would need to satisfy her after I got done. It often happens that way when a woman holds out from regular sexual activity till she's thirty or more. Those are the ones you have to watch out for, if you value your health and your virility, as I surely do. "But we're only just starting," I told her. "Get ready for the final act, baby." “Fuck me now? Fuck me for real?" she whispered, her body all atremble. "That's the ticket," I said. Just to give you an idea of how horny this chick was, while I sat back away from her, getting into position to fuck her and taking a few deep breaths before I did, she stuck several fingers into her twat, pushing them in deep and revolving them, working up that white lather my sucking duties had already produced. She gasped and moaned and licked at her lips. She made herself so hot that she couldn't even wait for me to catch my breath. Her free hand reached up and grabbed my erect pole, scratching her nails into the base of it, tickling the hairy hanging sacs beneath it. "Hey, take it easy, baby," I cautioned her, afraid she might go out of her skull completely and rip my prick off. She took hold of the cock about midway down and jerked on it, getting the sperm dribbling down so it would be nice and wet when I came to stick it into her. It would have been pure sadism to make her wait any longer, so I shimmied up against the open gash. She kept her hold on my cock even then, and with her other hand encircled my bare, clenching buttocks. She pushed several fingers into the cleft between my cheeks, scratching through the tangled hairs and touching my asshole. "Fuck me, fuck me," she mumbled feverishly. She bent my organ downward, down to the hairy lips and in through the sweating, pulsing portals. The cunt squeezed in on me immediately, and it sent a thrill like an electric shock stinging through my body. I held it there where she caught me, three or four inches inside, and I began to move it around in small circles, around and around a half dozen times or so, loosening her up, building up my strength. And then I lunged up, really giving it to her, driving my entire length into her. She gasped and her head shook about raggedly as she screamed, "Yes, yes, that's -"the way!" I arched back, letting my cock slide out again as far as the head. And then I jammed it all back in on another powerful, violent drive. She tossed about below me, nearly out of her mind from the pleasure of it. Again I arched back, and I could feel her cunt draining its fluid, the sticky juice flowing over her thighs, sticking in the hairs on my testicles,her cunt emptying out as I took my cock out. And then I stabbed the whole throbbing yard back through her boiling, bubbling center. Back and forth, in and out, increasing speed as I gathered my strength, sucked in a deep breath. The long, hard shaft of my cock flowed back and forth through her sexual plumbing like a piston, in and out, again, again. I felt my tides rising, my balls tightening, ready to explode inside that deep channel. I had been through a lot in the past twenty-four hours, and I was not in shape for any sheer endurance tests. But that was all right: Miss Honeywell had gotten more than her share of pleasure out of our relationship, and I couldn't be faulted for my performance, no matter how physically exhausted it left me. My pumping still went faster and faster, moving for the finish line. Miss Honeywell widened her thighs as far as she could, leaving her cunt open so far I could sink inside her practically to the hips. I pounded her, again, again, drilling that lovely scientist's orgasmic pussy, feeling her erupt around me, heated, flooded. Now she lifted her ass up off the ground and smacked her groin against mine. It was like two trains crashing together, the force of it rattling through us from head to toe. Her cunt sheathed my stabbing sword right up to the hilt. In and out, fucking, pumping, back and forth. She clawed at my bare back, but I couldn't feel anything but pleasure, flowing up from my crotch, filling my head. On and on it went, there in the woods, by the stream, with nothing but all of nature watching us. All good things must come to an end, and in this case it ended with me coming. Sperm poured out of me, and I pumped up hard against her. Another discharge followed close, even more of the hot liquid this time. It took my breath away. I thought I was going to pass out. Miss Honeywell, needless to say, screamed wildly, her nails gripping my clenching buttocks, holding me tight against her cunt as she caught each burst of sperm. And I still pumped, back and forth, my come ripping through her, turning her insides into a river, flooded with my boiling, steaming essence. At last it subsided. I collapsed in her arms and she held me tightly against her. "Great, just great," I panted inanely at her. "Y-yes," she agreed. I sneezed convulsively, right in her face, sad to say. Then I rolled off of her and sat up. It was really much too chilly on that mountain for lying around in the nude, even though these particular circumstances were worth a certain risk. And I didn't want to catch something that could infect the whole school, and all those fragile teenyboppers. "We better get dressed," I said, and informed her of my fears. "We don’t want to catch pneumonia, Miss Honeywell. I don’t think Mr. Hoag would appreciate that.” "No," she smiled shyly. "I don't suppose he would understand, if we both happened to catch it at the same time. It might make him a little suspicious about the circumstances of this nature hike we've taken." "Is Mr. Hoag the suspicious type?" "In a way." "What way?" "Oh, he changes. Moody, you might say. Sometimes he is very charming and friendly, the perfect employer or host, like last night, for instance. But he does have a temper. Sometimes, if he becomes angered by a student or a teacher he can become almost violent. Sometimes, very violent." "Like when?" "Well, once he thrashed a girl, actually struck her several times. She had done something wrong, some minor infringement of the rules, and he was scolding her in his office. She became surly, or so he claims, and he slapped her. She then used some vile language on him and he began to beat her, slapping her in the face and punching her in the chest." "What did the girl do?" "Nothing, as far as I know. She wasn't very big, no, a very petite girl, as I recall, and I suppose she was so shocked by what was happening that she couldn't think to do anything except try and protect herself. Well, really," Miss Honeywell sighed, "it was quite an extraordinary thing to have happen, unprecedented you might say." "Who broke up this weird brawl?" "His secretary and the receptionist heard the commotion and looked in. Mr. Hoag fell back away from the girl, and he was all pink-I mean, pinker than he usually is. He was shaken, and the receptionist thought he was having a stroke." "And what about the girl?" "Yes, the girl… when they came in, she was curled up under a chair. The odd thing was, so Linda told me, that the girl had her dress pushed up above her waist, and her panties were halfway down her bottom. They assumed that she had gotten that way during the struggle, and didn't think anything of it. Mr. Hoag, when they get him into his chair, started shouting that the child was a witch and had cursed him and thrown things at him. He told them to take her out and have her expelled at once, sent home. The two women didn't want him any more upset than he was, so they ushered her out, but just as she was leaving, the girl screamed that Mr. Hoag was… a dirty rapist!" "Aha! So the old goat was trying to sow some senile oats on the poor nymphet, but she wouldn't have it. That's very interesting. Puts the old bastard in a whole new light. What did you say the girl's name was?" "Her name? It was Vicki… yes, Vicki Gray." "Vicki Gray," I repeated, storing the name away as I always did interesting information like that; one never knows when it might come in handy. "We didn't believe the girl," Miss Honeywell said, reaching out for some of her articles of clothing. "Linda said she was probably just trying to get even with Hoag for hitting her and expelling her. She never repeated the charge anywhere, so we assumed she was lying. You don't… you don't really think it could be the truth, do you?" "No… no, I doubt it. Why would an old coot like that want one of the young ones? He's got an attractive wife already. She's probably more than enough for him." "I don't think Mrs. Hoag is very happy," she said. "Why not?" I said innocently, knowing quite well one reason why Mrs. Hoag wasn't happy. It took a strapping fellow like myself to bring a little happiness into her lovelorn life. And I think she would have enjoyed a lot more of the same. "I don't think they have a very good marriage. He loves her, I suppose, in his way, but he resents her youth and vitality and his growing infirmity." "Then he should have married somebody, older than he is, then he could always feel young by comparison." Miss Honeywell chuckled. "But men don't usually do that, do they? No, an attractive woman like Mrs. Hoag seemed… well, more attractive to him as a prospective wife." "And why would an attractive woman marry him?" "Oh, I don't like to gossip, Mr. Eastman. But I suppose the fact that Mr. Hoag is a very wealthy man increases his appeal. She is sure to outlive him and at that time she will inherit his fortune. Unless something happens in the meantime to make him turn against her." "What could happen?" I asked guiltily. "I don't know," she shrugged. "Anything. She is a young woman. Women do have certain… cravings. As I have begun to understand more fully, since meeting you." I laughed and gave her a loving kiss on the lips. Then we both stood up and got dressed. And what a relief it was to have clothes on my back again. The chill was beginning to reach my bones. We traced a new path back down the mountain, and again Miss Honeywell pointed out all the local flora and fauna, as if I gave a damn whether we passed a Venus flytrap or plastic flowers. She was an odd one. But one thing was certain, she was indeed every bit as horny as the rest of them at Mountainview. And I had only met the tip of the iceberg. We came down out of the woods onto the road, just fifty yards up from the school. We parted there, as Miss Honeywell said she had to go to the library for some research. She looked around to see if anybody was coming or watching us, then she stole a quick kiss. "Goodbye, Mr. Eastman. It has been… interesting." "So long, Miss Honeywell. Interesting is the word for it." And I turned and walked to my house.



Chapter Six


Monday arrived and school began. My first class was Freshman English, and I gave the nubile youngsters an hour of bullshit about good grammar and assigned about ten minutes worth of homework for them to do.
If that was all that was going to be expected of me then it was going to be a very easy two months, and once, I was settled in and accepted for another term, it would be an extremely easy and satisfying life. I didn't plan on spending the rest of it at Mountainview, mind you, but just long enough to save up about a three figure sum, enough to give me a year or more of freedom, to wander about and do nothing or find another job.
For now I could just sit back, cash my checks, and read to all those lovely cunts, spew out some random wisdom, and assign oodles of homework.
Thinking of which: I hadn't gotten around to grading the book reports that had been turned in Friday. Rather than stick myself with more work at night, I decided to give my attention to them during the next period, which was one of my free ones.
I got up too late for breakfast that morning, so I had put a piece of cheesecake in a paper bag and brought it with me. I made my way to the teacher's room and sat down to eat it with a cup of coffee and grade the reports.
Most of them were predictably pretty lousy, just stupid, uncreative synopses of typical high school novels about young spunky girls in some kind of melodramatic danger due to a missing glove or birthday cake.
I was halfway through the fifth one when Miss Jane Darwin, the gym teacher, and my dinnertime masturbator, came in and fixed herself a cup of coffee.
"Well. hello," she said, smiling broadly, winking. "And how are you today, honey?"
"I am just fine, Miss Darwin. Good to see you again. We didn't get to talk too much during out last encounter."
"That's true. Our conversation was pretty much under the table, so to speak."
"How true," I said.
We exchanged leers.
She sat down beside me and sipped at her coffee. The liquid was steaming but she took larger and larger gulps. She was a tough bird, that Miss Darwin.
"No class for you this period?" she asked.
"Free period. I was just marking some papers from my class last Friday." She grinned. "That's what I like to see, an industrious instructor. It honors the entire teaching profession." She took a long drag on the coffee.
“And what are you doing? Don't you have any little girlies to teach how to throw abaseball?"
"Yeah, but I cut out for some of this. I left one of them to supervise for a few minutes."
"I see…" I looked her over, keeping my leer intact. She was a helluva piece. I realized that she'd had her fun with me but I hadn't yet reciprocated. I said, "You know, that incident at dinner Friday, it really showed a remarkable imagination. And daring. You really raised my interest."
"Your cock was what I raised on Friday, baby, heh heh heh," she laughed into her cup.
"You certainly did. I hope that we will be able to get together again, but under less covert circumstances. And with fewer interruptions from a maid serving dessert."
We both laughed in remembrance.
She sipped at her coffee, and I returned to my book reports. Another story about a girl detective.
"I guess I better be getting back to my girls pretty soon. Bring them in, get them dressed."
"Ha, ha, you know I would gladly trade jobs with you. You could teach my classes English grammar and I could teach your girls how to play baseball. And of course every now and then I'd pay the official visit to the locker room as they're all getting changed. Now there's a fantasy, dozens of cunty young things, innocently undressing, showering and me there, just watching them, a big grin on my face."
Jane nodded her head slowly. "I could tell you how close you are to the truth, but I mustn't. That's got to stay my little secret, all mine."
"Hm, sounds mysterious," I said. “Come on now, surely after what we've been through together, you can level with me. What's the sexy secret?"
"I shouldn't tell you, really."
I moved my chair closer to hers and put an arm around her broad shoulders.
"Let's hear the dirt. I'll be very grateful if you tell me. In return, I will do just about anything your little heart desires, Miss Darwin."
"Like what, for instance?"
"Hmm, let me see," I said, contemplating this. "How about if I promised to piss all over you? Or… if I swore I would fuck you in the ass for three solid hours? Am I tempting you? Tell me if I'm getting warm."
"I don't know about you. but I'm getting a little heated up, right between my legs. You trying to excite me?"
"I might be."
"Tell me your secret about the girls. I'll promise to eat out your black cunt till you cry uncle."
She laughed, but she shook her head as she did. "I… I really can't tell you. I shouldn't have brought it up in the first place. I don't want to lose my job."
"Give me a hint. It has something to do with the girls in the gym. With the locker room maybe?"
"Don't ask."
“Hey, do you get turned on by looking at the girls undressing? Is that it?"
She was silent, but I saw her choke on her coffee. I must have hit on something. I asked her to tell me the story, I told her I wouldn't breathe a word of it to anyone.
"Well," she said, "you practically guessed it. I swing both ways, with guys and girls."
"Aha. How long has that been going on?"
"Oh, ever since college, I guess."
"And you get turned on by these young things around here, do you?"
"I sure fucking do, just like you, I bet."
"Have you ever… balled any of them?"
"I ain't crazy, sugar. If I ever did something like that, and it got reported, I'd never teach again in my lifetime… No, I just watch them. But under special circumstances, from a very private viewing room."
"Such as?"
"My office."
"I don't follow."
"At the back of my office there is a hole, a crack in the wall that looks out on the shower and the locker room, you dig, Mr. Eastman?"
"And you go there and watch them while they're taking showers, is that it?"
"That's it, honey."
"Far out. I wouldn't mind a setup like that for myself."
"Just don't tell anybody."
I shrugged, winking at her. "What's to tell? So you got a hole in your wall? You didn't put it there, did you? "
"Nope. It got there gradually, from the dampness in the shower room. It rotted the plaster away."
I nodded at her. I started to consider what she had told me, her slightly perverse admission. "So what do you do while you're watching them, Miss Darwin?" I asked her, as if I couldn't guess what she did.
"Oh, I fiddle around."
"I bet you do."
What an incredible faculty! I thought to myself, as I considered this new development. And then I had an idea, a very obvious one but a very exciting one.
"Hey listen, Jane, why don't you invite me in for the next show there?"
"Huh? You?"
"Yeah. Let's watch together, the next time the girls go in to get changed."
"Are you crazy? It's too risky, man!"
"No, it's not. Come on, we can do it. When do the girls come in to change?"
"In about ten minutes, but I can't let you come into the girls' locker room. Somebody will see you."
"Who's gonna see me? Nobody is in the halls right now. Come on, it's gonna be fun. It will be a lot better than our last adventure together."
She smiled at this reference. I think that may have won her over. She didn't want to seem like a prude, after what we had been through together.
"Shit," she sighed, shaking her head. "If we get caught we better start looking for jobs in another line of work. Baby, nobody's gonna like this if we get caught."
"Ha. ha! Come on, let's go…"

****

There were no people in the halls, and we scurried along without being seen. She went into the locker area ahead of me, checked that it was all clear, and then signalled me to come along. She passed me into her office and closed the door. I had made it without any sirens going off.
"Okay," she said, "you wait here and I'll be back in a minute or two. Stay away from the door."
I took a chair and sat down in a corner next to a bin filled with basketballs and volley balls and baseball bats. I heard a shrill whistle go off. It was Miss Darwin calling the athletes in for their showers.
In another minute there was a great deal of noise, the sound of running feet by the dozen, and chirping, laughing, sexy, girlish voices.
Miss Darwin slipped back in, opening the door only a crack, and slamming and locking it behind her.
"Are you ready?" she asked.
"Sure am."
She went to the back of the room and threw aside a black curtain that hung on a rod from the ceiling. There was a small couch behind it and a tall filing cabinet.
"Help me move the cabinet."
I helped her. Behind it there was rotted plaster at the top of the wall, near the ceiling. She pulled the couch over and stood on it and gave me a hand up.
"Look through the wide crack there. Shade your eyes to cut out the light,"
I looked. Sure enough, there was a hole piercing through to the shower room and looking out at the lockers beyond. The locker room must have been built lower in the ground than the rest of the building and so you got a full overhead view of the whole area.
I was quickly concentrating on all the young things stripping off their gym outfits and didn't notice, till the sound of a shower spray hissing onto the tiles of the stall came to my ears, that someone was already in there. I lifted up on my toes and looked down. I froze, catching a deep breath at the erotic shock of seeing the nubile nymphet only a few feet away, naked as the day she was born, scrubbing away with a big cake of soap on a sexy, hairy blonde bush that sprouted between her slim, tapered thighs.
"See anything?" Miss Darwin inquired.
"I'll say," I whispered back.
Two more naked belles entered the open stall, a redhead with genuine carrot-top pussy hair, and a shapely brunette. They skipped under separate nozzles and turned the steamy water on full blast. They scrubbed with the soap.
I stared at the redhead. In a moment her lushly curved body was blanketed in a soapy film as she briskly rubbed the bar around her every nook and round cranny. I pressed my face against the narrow crack in the wail, as she leaned over, turning away from me, and presenting to my view her perfectly rounded ass cheeks, pink and glowing, and the slim, rippling flesh of her thighs, and, as she turned her hack to face me, that luscious scarlet-fringed slit of her young, tight pussy. God, what a sight!
I gazed at a newcomer, another brunette, petite and pretty, washing herself under the steady spray, unaware, all of them, of my feasting eyes, my eager gaze lapping up the exciting spectacle of their collective nudity so close to me.
Another blonde, her hair tied up in a bun; parted her legs and dipped one hand between them, sliding the bar of soap up and down along her fleecy crotch, the creamy soapsuds clinging to her cunt lips and curly golden hairs.
A tingling of delicious excitement flowed through my groin. This was the sexiest piece of theater I had witnessed in many a moon. I stared and stared at the multitude of voluptuousness, the rippling flesh of a dozen or so unclothed teenyboppers, and all the while my cock spasmed and grew and pushed out from my trousers.
Pair after pair of pert young tits, round pink bellies, and lightly curled, sparkling hair-triangles of every color danced into that shower room and under those sprays, soaping and washing their fronts, their bouncing buttocks, scrubbing the accumulated sweat from between their ass cheeks.
Jane Darwin ran her large, muscular hands around the crotch of my pants. She pressed her face against it and finally fingered my zipper and tugged it down.
"You don't mind, do you?” she chuckled.
"Not in the least. Do just what you feel you must, heh heh. And I do mean.”
She fumbled in my fly, and stuck her hand in, getting a good grip on the stiffening prick within, and she pulled it all out. It shot its head up to the ceiling immediately, and grew another two or three inches. Miss Darwin sighed loudly, in admiration, of course.
"Wow, baby," she sighed. "When I jerked you off at the party, I could tell you were big, but I didn't know just how fucking big! Wow, that's a horse cock you got there!"
"Well, I give it plenty of exercise."
She stroked it up and down, as I returned my eager gaze to the crack in the wall and the chorus line of prep school darlings, with their lovely tits and asses and hairy deltas. I looked hard, still hardly believing I was seeing all that delicious pussy littered around the nearby locker room. I recognized several of the girls from my classes and that made it just that much more exciting.
Beyond the shower, at the row of lockers, they were busily drying themselves off with identical blue towels, jerking the length of cloth back and forth through their hairy, wet crotches, buffing their pussies dry. That done, they would powder themselves and then pick up their bras and hang them carefully over their growing breasts, the nipples firmly sticking out from the titilation of that steaming shower spray. Then to the panties, daintily slipping in one shapely gam after the other, sliding the tight silky garment up their wide thighs, all soft babyfat, and up over their tender pink bottoms and powdered rosebushes. One girl put so much talc on her pussy, in fact, I thought for a moment she had gone prematurely white-haired.
Jane Darwin, all this while, was actively beating at my cock, and it responded appreciatively to her tough caresses, growing harder and longer.
"That's it, baby," I whispered down at her. "That feels real nice… stroke that cock, baby, yeah, move that big black hand all around it…"
Then I heard my name spoken by one of the showering chicks and I cocked an ear to the wall.
"Ooh, yeah, he's just the cutest," someone was saying.
It was a short, black-haired girl. A tall blonde answered her, as she ran a bar of soap through her cunt and up between her big titties.
"I'll say… mmmm, how I would like to have him right here, right now, with his clothes off…"
"Oh go on," said the other, "you wouldn't know what to do with him, in the shower or in bed."
"Oh yeah? That's what you think! Why, I'd take his big, stiff prick-" (How did she know it was stiff just then?)"-and I'd stick it right into this hot pussy of mine. It's aching for a cock to fill it up. Yeah, that's what I'd do…" She then stuck the bar of soap a good three or four inches into her damp hole, crouching over and twisting it several times.
"Well, Vicki, how do you know he's got a big cock, anyway? He might have just a tiny little thing that wouldn't fill even a tenth of your gruesome cave."
"Oh no, he's built, I can tell."
"And how do you know that?"
"How do I know?"
"Yeah, how?"
"I, uh.., he showed it to me."
"Oh, you're full of shit!" the girl exclaimed, laughing derisively at her showermate.
"I am not."
"Are too."
"Am hot."
"Besides, he's probably a fag anyway. Why else would our glorious leader Hoag hire him for this place, with all of us pussies running around?"
"What's that got to do with it?" The dark-haired cunt was now scrubbing the scrumptious ass of the tall blonde. Blondie put both her hands on her ass cheeks and spread them so that the other girl could stick the soap right into her dark valley.
"Come on, tell me, why does his teaching here mean he's got to be a fag?"
"Well, I mean, it stands to reason. Hoag's not going to hire some straight guy for this place and take a chance on him seducing one of us."
"Oh shit, that's no proof. Besides, even fags go both ways sometimes. I mean, they can fuck girls when they want to do it, can't they?"
Blondie was still bending over, and the darker one was still administering the soap to her bottom.
"Sure, they can fuck girls…just the way they fuck men, right in the asshole!" And as she said that, she pushed her middle finger deep into the blonde's open, freshly-scrubbed, pink anus.
"Owww!" the girl squealed, jumping forward away from her.
"Ha, ha'"
"You rat!" the girl laughed back.
They stood for a moment under the needlepoint spray. Then they turned off the water and stepped over to their towels. They rubbed their faces and hair. Shiny droplets of water ran down over their bellies and into their plump, flower-like pubic bushes. They lowered their towels to their crotches and dried between their legs. Slowly, much too sensuously for the innocent young things they were supposed to be, they massaged their pubic regions with the towels, manipulating the fluffy cloth up and down, back and forth between their legs, the nether lips visibly parted. And then they were drying their breasts, squeezing them together inside the separate towels, the firm flesh rippling as each girl's twin globes were pressed together, released, then pressed together again till the nipples almost touched-but not quite.
I was transfixed, having heard their interesting dialogue, and now watching the continuing erotic spectacle of these two young beauties rubbing down in such, a flagrantly sexual style, enough to make me come even without Jane's help.
I didn't breathe, except for an occasional low snort in response to the increasing rapidity of Miss Jane Darwin's tugs on my wet, throbbing, maddened dick.
"Can I suck on it, honey?" she asked.
"Yes, yes, of course," I nodded impatiently. "Suck on it, and swallow the come down… and then I'll fuck that black cunt of yours… I'm horny as hell now, baby, and you're going to bear the brunt of it…"
There was only one girl still in the shower when the gym teacher put my solid erection into her mouth and sucked it down her deep throat.
"That's it, baby," I groaned down at Miss Jane Darwin, catching a glimpse of my prick being swallowed up, all the way to the base on a single gulp. Miss Darwin might have swung both ways, as she said, but right now she was definitely swinging. "Suck it, suck it," I told her, needlessly.
Then I turned my gaze back to the shower room, feasting my eyes on what I imagined to be my last look at nude jailbait for a while. Little did I know.
The only girl left inside there was yet another blonde, prettier than most at the school, and that was quite a distance to go, for Mountainview certainly had its share of absolutely gorgeous golden bombshells.
Just then the bell rang for the next class, and most of the girls quickly pushed off, out of the locker room and on to their next class. But this beautiful blonde in the shower was late for some reason. She hurried with her shower, scrubbing away frantically with one of those bars of soap that had done so much service in the past ten minutes, washing so many warm and sweaty twats.
She washed herself off under the spray and then, instead of going out for her towel, she glanced out to see if anyone was still around. Content that there was no one to see her, she then squatted over, opening her lovely cunt and loosing a full, fast stream of golden urine. I guess she must have thought it was faster than going down to the toilets. I watched intently, eyes focused on her crotch, as the urine poured out for half a minute. Then she stepped under the shower again, washed her pussy once more, shut off the spray and ran out to the lockers, out of my view.
They were all gone now, those visions of delight. It was like a dream, and now the dream was over. But I did not wake up from it to cold reality, but to the equally delightful image of a big black lady gym teacher sucking my cock.



Chapter Seven


Miss Darwin was really enjoying it. You could tell that from the frantic way she sucked, like it was an opium pipe she was dragging on, sending her off on pipe dreams of infinite, tingling pleasure.
"Suck it, Jane, suck that white prick… you love it, don't you? Ha, ha, you really dig it. We make a good pair, me and you. We ought to do this act on stage during the next school assembly. I'm sure everyone will be impressed."
"Mmmm," she laughed, gobbling away at me.
She had every inch of me inside her now. It was quite an anatomical trick, how she could keep from gagging on all that hard meat. Obviously, she had taken the time to perfect her technique.
I jerked my pelvis in and out at her. She ran her thick hands into my pants and cupped my balls. That felt very nice. She plucked on the hairs there and squeezed the balls together. I shivered and had to concentrate to keep from coming.
Up and down she moved, her tongue tickling me, her fingers fondling me, her mouth sucking all of me in, then letting me slip out again, up and down. I trembled all over with sweet, sweet pleasure. I arched my hips forward convulsively. Miss Darwin sucked in like a vacuum cleaner, and with each suck my prick got harder and throbbed more violently. Try as I might, there was a breaking point, and she quickly reached mine. I felt the come slithering up, boiling, rising higher and higher up from my balls until I gave into it, groaned loudly and swooned from the feelings of ecstasy that flowed through me.
"There it is, baby, suck it in, I'm coming!"
I exploded down her throat, and she swallowed all of it, her lips clasped tightly around the very base of my long, ejaculating organ, come squirting out in large doses.
"Ahhhhh!"
She continued to suck even after my load was spent. I ran my hands through her jet-black, tightly-knit hair, holding her close as my cock dribbled seed inside her wet mouth and slipped down her lips to her chin.
"Shit… beautiful, baby," I muttered. "You do that real well. What an athlete!"
She gradually let up oh me and I leaned back, taking several deep breaths, trying to get my lungs working again.
"So this is how you get your kicks, huh? " I laughed, a minute or two later.
She smiled sexily and winked at me, touching my wilted cock once again.
"Well, sugar, it gets me off sometimes, you know. When I’m in the right mood for it. I just stare out there at all that fresh white pussy and finger my own hot cunt."
"Do you ever go in there while they're dressing? I mean, for a real close look?"
"Oh sure. I go in there every now and then to tell them to hurry up or something, and I make sure to pat a few of the sexier ones on their bare fannies as I pass them."
"You're too much. This is some school. A real hot-bed of perversity. Everybody's got the hots for everybody else, or so it seems."
"Yeah, honey, that's for sure," she nodded. "Hey, it's a new period, you know. Don't you have a class to go to?"
"Yeah, I do, but I'd rather spend the time with you. At least, enough time to fuck you."
"Are you ready for it already?"
"You aren't the only one in shape, baby. You just hold on and I'll show you what I mean."
She smiled knowingly and stood up. With one muscular tug she pulled off her gray sweatshirt. She was wearing a white bra underneath. Her ebony breasts were huge, heaving up and down as she breathed.
"Unhook me," she said, turning her back to me.
I parted the clasp and the bra practically sprang off, it was stretched so tightly over those massive mammaries. I turned her around to face me and I gazed at these glorious tits. They were wide and full and tilting up, with round roseates as big as saucers and dark nipples that stuck out a good three inches or so. Just right for sucking.
"Kiss them," she said.
"At your service, baby…"
I leaned towards her and puckered my lips over the left nipple. I kissed it and sucked it in and bit down softly. She moaned slightly and ran her hand through my hair. I touched her other boob, squeezing the inflated balloon, the distended nipple staying firm against my warm palm. Both breasts were quite heavy, as I soon realized when I tried lifting them, but they were quite firm and not sagging at all.
"Let me get my pants off," Jane muttered, obviously a little breathless from my nipple-nibbling.
"Sure, Jane. let me help you."
Her sweatpants had no zipper or buttons, just a drawstring we pulled loose. And then we dragged the trousers down over her flexing, muscular thighs. It wasn't easy, for they were on quite tightly. I went down on my knees before her crotch and tugged the waistband of the pants with both my hands. I got them down to her knees and then it was easy. Miss Darwin was wearing plain white panties underneath. At the crotch was a lump nearly the size of a cock. But as we pulled down the panties, I was shown quite clearly that that lump was no cock, only a lusciously plump mound with a thick jungle of tangled black follicles.
I patted the pussy. I looked up at Miss Darwin and she was smiling down at me. I kissed her nice cunt curls and touched my tongue to them. They were tougher and sharper than I was used to, but certainly delightful, and the fragrance coming from her cunt was overwhelmingly sexy.
She stepped back and pulled her pants and underpants the rest of the way off and slipped off her sneakers. Now she was standing before me in total nudity and my cock, in reaction, was standing up straight and hard.
"It looks like you're ready to fuck me," she said. "You gonna stick that big thing someplace nice?"
"I'm ready and willing, baby," I answered, raising my hands to encircle her hard buttocks, drawing her against me so that my upraised member pressed into the wiry nether hairs. I tingled from the contact and the prick grew to its total length.
We went to the couch and I flung myself onto her, letting her grab my cock and shoot it into her open, waiting cunt, that dark, undulating orifice. I rammed inward, splitting the thick vaginal lips and shoving all of my hardened yard between the secreting walls of her pussy.
I quickly lifted back out and then slammed in again, pumping through all of that pussy meat and loving every second I was within her.
"Oooh yeah." she laughed. "That cock feels fine, honey, real good… fuck me, fuck me hard!" Her hips rose up and I came down, and my swelling balls smacked against her, painfully.
"Okay, baby," I breathed, "you want a fight, I'm going to give you one…"
I hunched up and pumped in at her with full force, sending my thick shaft even deeper into her hot channel, feeling the inner muscles of her vagina clawing and dragging on my poor prick. On and on I ground my pelvis in a rapid revolving motion against her, jabbing my prick into her churning center with harsh, rapid strokes, building the force of each sexual thrust till it looked like I was trying to skewer her.
But she loved it. "Yes, yes, yes," she cried. "Oh, sugar, pump that prick into me… make me come, make me… ohhhh! Shit, that feels so fucking good!"
She became frantic. She clasped her thighs so tightly and suddenly together that I thought she might just end up snapping my cock off. I dug my hands into her hips and tried my best to hold her still. But that was no easy job, for I was dealing with a veritable Amazon, in heat.
I drew my blood-red cock out all the way to the thick head, and looked down, staring with violent delight as the pink insides of her dark cunt sucked for me to stay in, exerting all the suction that was in those muscular cunt jaws to try and keep my rod far up her mighty hole. I watched her suffer and squirm and come in growling, trembling spasms.
"You like it, don't you, Miss Darwin? Huh? You love that ten inches of white cock up your cunt!"
"Yes, yes, yes! Stick it back in, baby, please, please! Now! All of it!"
I held myself poised in the air, twisting just the bulbous inflamed head of my penis inside her, taunting her with it, making her quaking cunt grab and suck at it.
She cried out for me to stick it back in all the way, that she was coming. I told her to beg for it, and she did. And then I dipped in halfway. She gasped and her cunt jaws made their maniacal grasp. I twisted around and around in tight circles and I let her have another three inches. Then I dragged out all the way to the head again. This made her cry out, wail, bite into her lip and shake all over.
"Don't,! Don't take it out!" she sobbed. "Please, honey, keep on fucking me, that's all!"
The pressure was mounting in my scrotum and my head was spinning, swimming from the wild glee of this wild screw session. Waves, great tidal waves of sparkling pleasure poured over me, covering me from head to toe.
The end was near, it was coming, and it would be memorable, of that I was certain.
I slammed my cock right into her, right to the base. Out, I pulled it, then in again, out, in, back and forth. I pumped back and forth at increasing speed, fucking her senseless. She cried, she wailed, she shook. Her cunt worked on my prick like two grasping hands, pulling on it, tightening its grip as I brought her again and again to the point of orgasm, made her insane with passion, The gym teacher began to toss her head from side to side in frenzied abandon, in total ecstasy, as she impaled herself on my fiery organ.
"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me?"
I bent close to her and fastened my mouth on hers. She slammed her fat tongue into my open mouth even while I was slamming my cock into her gushing honeypot. We kissed and our tongues fused, and moans of rapture bubbled up from deep down in her throat, moans of surrender.
She raised her legs back higher still, hoping to get my thick shaft even deeper inside that volcanic pit. She screamed and screamed in mindless bliss, pulling her mouth from mine and wagging her tongue at the ceiling, like a madwoman.
"Are you coming again, baby?" I taunted her.
She couldn't answer coherently if she wanted to. She only gurgled and wagged her head. I increased my pumping pace still further, deepening my thrusts and lengthening each visit, as the sexy gym teacher writhed nakedly beneath me, grinding up and down on my cock with incredible fury, her whole body twitching, her legs lurching widely apart and then swinging back to try and capture my cock forever within her.
"Take it, baby, take it all up that black funnel! Ohhhh! And get ready for my come…"
I pressed my hands behind her knees, pushing back till her knees crushed against her massive tits, and her passion-bloated face was framed in between. Her cunt was now higher and wider than ever, and I dug into the extra space with violent, swaying plunges, in and out.
Miss Darwin continued to groan madly, secreting warm gushes of sticky fluid all around my pistoning prick. I was rising to my point of release, ready to explode, ready to fill her depths with my boiling seed. She jerked around on the couch, loudly and wildly, the mouth of her cunt dragging at me feverishly. She was sighing and gasping, breathing deeply and hotly against my face.
"Come, come, come!" she shouted. "When are you going to come? I want it! Please, please, give it to me! Come in my cunt… in my fat, hot cunt!"
Burning spasms flamed through me. I told her I was about to come. I shook passionately. My balls erupted and my climax struck fully.
"Now, baby, now! Ohhhhh!" I screamed.
My juice spurted from my cock, shooting far and deep into the woman's quivering recesses. The flow continued, a gallon of heated come, or so it seemed, steaming, sticky fluid flowing, emptying into her.
"Gaaaaaa!" she cried at me, her belly quaking from the outpour, the heat that filled her. "Shit, yes, more, so much, ohhhh! That's the way, yes, yes!"
She raked her strong hands into my shoulders, holding me close, tight, intense, and she breathed at me in violent gasps, like she was breathing her last.
I kept pumping, in and out, keeping up our ecstasy for a solid minute or more. Then I slowed, slower and slower till I collapsed in her arms, those powerful, sinewy arms, sighing, closing my eyes tight.
It was quite a workout, even by the recent standards I had unconsciously been setting.
Minutes passed as we lay quietly oh the couch. Miss Darwin stroked me like a mother her child, caressing my ass and running her big hands through my hair.
"You are one sweet fucker, Mr. Eastman," she whispered, out of breath still. "Yes, you are…"
"You liked that, huh?"
"Yeah, I liked that."
"I'm glad to hear it. It would have been pretty bad if I had nearly killed myself and then found out you didn't enjoy my style."
"I enjoyed it just fine. Didn't you feel me coming?" she asked, Caressing my neck.
"Yeah, more than once as I recall."
"Oh, so many times, baby. You just made me come and come and come. I stopped counting after the third orgasm. At that point I just freaked out."
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"Yeah. But confidentially, don't you think you better get on your way to that class you're supposed to be teaching starting twenty minutes ago?"
I sat up and stretched my arms out. "Yeah, yeah, I guess you're right. I wish I could just sit here with you and wait for my cock to get hard again. But I guess I must go back into the real world now. Shit, I hope they haven't sent anybody looking for me. I'll have trouble explaining all of this."
I climbed over her and stood up. I got myself back together, putting my cock away and brushing my hair down. I leaned back and patted Jane Darwin on her thick bush. She opened her legs and gave me another glimpse of her fat gash.
"We're gonna get together again real soon, sugar, don't you forget that now."
"I'll remember it. Miss Darwin. Maybe we better make it under safer conditions next time, though."
"Any time, any place, honey," she said.
I winked at her, took a deep breath, then walked over to the door. I started to open the door then looked back at her.
"Will anybody be out there in the hall?"
"Shouldn't be," she said. "This is my free period… But I'll check it for you."
She picked up a blanket from one comer of the couch and draped it around her. Then she stepped past me and slowly opened the door. She peered out, then stepped into the hall.
"Okay, honey, coast is clear. Go through that door at the end of the corridor. It leads to the back parking lot. It'll be a lot easier for you to make an excuse if you're caught coming from there."
"Yeah, okay. So long," I said, and kissed her once more quickly on the lips.
I trotted for the rear door, waved to her, and went out. I crept along the wall so that no one could see me from the library windows that also faced the parking lot. I got around to my car, pretended to be looking for something, then returned to the school building.
I was, of course, quite late. The girls inside the room were making a racket, giggling and gabbing, throwing paper airplanes at one another.
I apologized profusely and told them to get their books out, and open to Chapter 26 of Lord Jim by Joseph Conrad.
"As you have read," I said, "the situation for our protagonist has changed drastically in the past few chapters. From his staid, normal position as seaman on an East Asian steamer, Jim has progressed to odd man out on a secluded island in the jungle ripe with tension and intrigue. The question we ask now, is, will the Rajah put Jim to death for challenging his monopoly? A very good question."

****

My first lunch in the school cafeteria was not a very pleasant surprise. They tell me the main course was creamed beef, but it tasted more like some kind of undercooked suede shoe.
My company at the lunch table was all a man could ask for, though. Miss Honeywell, as busty as ever, was on my left, and the promiscuous Linda Rounbottom, secretary extraordinaire, sat to my right, nibbling at a tiny ham sandwich she had brought from home, a smarter thing to do than try and consume the inedible blue plate special.
"You aren't eating, Mr. Eastman," Linda commented, swallowing the last bite of her meal. "No appetite, I guess."
She chuckled. “I quite understand… And what have you been up to since we last met? Any new conquests?" She looked around to be sure she wasn't being overheard. She was a rowdy girl but I guess she didn't really want to lose her job, if it came to that.
"Conquests?" I repeated. I sat back in my seat and wagged an eyebrow in the direction of Miss Honeywell, sitting nearby.
Linda whispered, "Her?"
I nodded.
"That's incredible! Anyone else?"
"You wouldn't believe it if I told you."
"Go on, try me. I'm fascinated." "Well, several, to tell you the truth. Like that one…" I gave a toss of my head in the direction of the gym teacher at the far end of the table.
"Really? My goodness, you have been a busy little devil since you've arrived, hm?"
"I can't keep them away from me."
"Yeah, that's what I told you would happen. But try and remember to leave an opening for me somewhere on your busy schedule, okay?"
"Yeah, sure."
"I'll appreciate it, really I will."
"You're at the top of my appointments list," I laughed. "It says, Tuesday afternoon-fuck Linda." "What about Monday? All booked up?"
"Tired out," I said.
Miss Honeywell tapped me on the arm. I gave her a winning grin and asked what was the matter.
"Uh, I was wondering if we could meet for a conference some time after school today?"
"What would this conference concern. Miss Honeywell?" I asked, pretending not to have a clue about what was on her horny mind. This made her fluster nervously. She looked down at her lunch plate and whispered out of the corner other mouth, "It would be a… personal matter. I don't think we should discuss it at this time." "Can't you give me some hint as to the nature of this conference, Miss Honeywell?" "It has to do with some of the things we, uh, discussed last Saturday."
"Oh, a discussion," I beamed. "Fine. Good. Nothing I like better than a good discussion." "What time can I come over?"
"Better make it late in the evening. I've got a lot of homework to grade, you know. Yeah, better make it late, that will give me plenty of time to get into bed… so we can discuss."
She looked around nervously. Then she muttered a quick, "Very well," and returned to her meal.
Linda nudged me. "What was all of that about? Is she on the make for you again?"
I leaned towards her and whispered, "Yes. She wants to try sucking my cock after school."
The secretary started giggling. The giggle erupted as she started to take a drink of her punch and sprayed it all over the table. The other faculty members gave her an icy stare, which calmed her down considerably. "And did you agree to let her… suck your cock?" she asked when attention had turned away from her again.
"Sure," I said. "I'm a very charitable person. How could I refuse a request like that?"
"Yes, very noble of you sir."
"How's the boss been treating you lately?" "No complaints, I guess."
"Has he made any more attacks on the young student bodies? Or is that phase all over?"
"As far as I know it is."
Someone came up from behind me and tapped my shoulder. I looked around at Miss Jobert. She leaned over, letting the deep cleavage of her sexy boobs sway just below my nose. I was sorely tempted to stick my tongue in and lick at the plump flesh. That would have raised a few eyebrows at the lunch table.
"How are you, monsieur? Well, I hope." "Pretty well. A little tired lately. I can't understand why, although I have been exerting myself a little too much. That could be it," I said, winking at her.
"We were interrupted on our last encounter. That was very unfortunate, no? You must make it up to me." "I will, I promise."
"Yes, you had better. I went home, and I was still so passionate that I had to do certain things to release my passion. If I told you what, you would laugh."
"Tell me."
"No, no. Not now. But eet was not so much fun as having your big cock in me."
"Okay. We'll get together tomorrow."
"Very well. I see you then. Au revoir.” "Until then. Miss Jobert."
She moved away and I saw that we had been getting a lot of stares. I ignored them. Linda asked me to explain this latest whispered conversation. "Another conquest. She was just coming over to thank me and ask me to do it again."
"I don't think you'll get away from this school alive," she said, laughing heartily.
"Probably not," I said, and stood up, pushing my plate away from me, as far as possible. "And now if you'll excuse me, I've got some papers that still need correcting. I should have done them during my free period, but I was, uh, interrupted there, too. Anyway, I'll see you later. And, Miss Honeywell?"
"Yes?" said the science teacher.
"Enjoy your lunch. I'll see you later, as planned."
I left the cafeteria. Figuring I could best grade the book reports by having reference to the books themselves, I took a right turn in the hallway and headed for the library.
The door was shut but I figured that was merely to keep out the students, so I pushed it open. The bolt had been turned but not all the way, so that it slipped back when I pushed on the door. The door opened.
I quietly stepped into the library. I immediately heard a noise, a low moan and a gasp. I stopped where I was and looked over to the source of the noise. It was Miss Priml, seated behind her desk, The remains of her lunch were spread out before her on the desk, and she was now reading a book, grasping it tightly in one hand. It was the whereabouts of the other hand that was of interest to me. Her dress was pulled up over her thighs and she was slowly but definitely working her hand through the heat of her pussy, jerking herself off as she read some no doubt sexy passage. She moaned and sighed as the abrasions had their effect.
She didn't hear me when I came in. She was off on another world and couldn't hear anything.
I closed the door and silently slipped the bolt back across, locking us in together. I had an idea I would give the masturbating Miss Priml a wild surprise. I crouched down and waddled past the shelves and past the tables that lay between us. I crept up against the front desk just before her. The opening was low in front so I had to crawl to get under it. Her legs were now only a foot away from me and I got a good, lush view of her agitated, hairy cunt. It was big and wet and her hand was stroking it tenderly, the fingers deep inside the thick pink lips.
She had taken her girdle off and it was on the floor beside her chair. I had to cover my mouth tightly to keep from laughing at this spectacle.
"Ohhh, mmmm," she sighed above me.
I hung my tongue out and crawled between her widely splayed thighs, I waited until her hand was pressing against the very top of her cunt and then I forcefully mashed my lips into her vagina and lashed my tongue out like a molten probe, pushing deep, deep into her drooling center. "Ahhhhh!" she cried out; her thighs slamming together at once, convulsively.
Her hips lifted off the chairs as if she were trying to stand up, but she lost her balance and crashed back down on the seat, now with even more other hairy hole open to my invading, slavering tongue.
"Noooo! What's going on?" she gurgled.
I laughed, but pressed on, burying my face even deeper in her loins. The torrid smell of her cunt was fantastic, like the smell of some tropical jungle. I tongued her palpitating slit, my left hand moving up to her fleshy thigh and squeezing it between my fingers. She stopped her half-hearted cries of complaint and returned to the moaning and gasping, only now more intensely and loud enough to alert the whole school.
My probing tongue found the pulsating button of her red, ripe clitoris, and she screamed again when I took the tiny bud between my teeth and held it tightly. I pushed my tongue around and around it in tight circles.
"Ohhhhh!" she groaned. "Yes, yes, suck it, suck my pussy! Oh God, that's good!" Hard and fast I swirled my tongue in and out of her clasping old cunt, around and around on the soft, pliable pink walls, those walls awash now in a sticky, delightful goo.
I dug my hands under her thigh and slipped it towards the left ass cheek. It was plump and flabby, and I squeezed it tight, stretching my middle finger towards the puckered hairy asshole and scratching my nail against it. She jerked and spasmed beneath my plummeting tongue. I pushed my middle finger into her anus and she contracted violently around it. Her legs were up on the sides of the desk, and she was fully accepting all of my advances.
Again and again I brought my tongue into steaming, wet contact with her big pussy, worming it up deep inside of her, lashing around at those sunken pools. She quivered and groaned and reached down to scratch at me. Her thighs opened up wide and admitted every last millimeter of my licking, jabbing, stirring wet dagger.
Very soon her dark furrow was drenched with my saliva, and her crotch began to shoot out its own liquid.
"Ahhhhh!" she screamed, and dropped that book she had been reading, the book that had been the source of her excitation before I came on the scene with my long, eager tongue to lick away her frustrations.
I licked arid licked till her writhing and screaming and kicking became explosive, truly violent. It was a wild ride my head was taking, trying to stay connected to those lovely librarian loins. I held my tongue in tight and straight, like a lance, and stabbed in deep, into the spewing wound, staying there, tightly and solidly against her inner depths till I had whipped the convulsions and was the victor, and she could only submit to my attack, moving when I made her, submitting to each oral caress and begging for the next.
"Oh, God, what are you doing to me," she sobbed. "Oh God, I'm… I'm coming… I'm going out of my mind!"
I rode her for another solid minute till my tongue began to go slack and was no longer a match for her. I slowed down my attack and gradually slid my tongue out, dragging it back over the matted black pubic hair and the soft, plump flesh of her thighs.
I moved away and leaned back against a side of the desk until d had caught my breath. Then, turning around, I crawled out from under the desk and stood up. I turned to face Miss Priml, grinning lewdly. I made a big show of licking off the sticky froth from her cunt that had lathered up around my lips. I smacked my lips and moaned appreciatively.
She stared at me, her eyes wide, as if she couldn't believe any of this was happening. She breathed deeply and held a hand up to her heart.
"Surprise," I said.
She narrowed her eyes angrily. "You… Mr. Eastman, you did this… you shouldn't have…how could you!"
"Oh come on, don't be like that. We both enjoyed it, Miss Priml, admit it." "No! Oh, my God, this is terrible… it's horrible, I shouldn't have let you do that to me… it was a mistake, such a mistake, and I feel so ashamed!"
"Hey, don't let it throw you, Miss Priml. Just pretend I was never here. Just pretend you're still reading your book and sticking your hand in your pussy."
She turned a bright red at this and covered her mouth. I guess she had forgotten what she was up to when I happened to come into the room.
"You had no right… no right to invade my privacy like that, Mr. Eastman! I…I…"
"Well then, next time you better make sure the door is completely locked before you start jerking off that horny little pussy out in the open."
"Oh God," she sobbed, still bright red with shame.
"You do have a fine tasting pussy. Miss Priml. You ought to let it get out more often, let it meet people."
"Oh God..,"
I went out of the library and closed the door behind me. The school bell rang, punctuating the end of this episode. I made my way to my next class, with the taste of cunt still in my mouth, in my nostrils… in the air.



Chapter Eight


I went back to my classroom and finished those damned book reports. As I've already said they had a monotonous sameness to them.
Except for one. I came upon it towards the end and I had to read it through a couple of times to make sure it was really all there. A certain Miss Sheila James, a Junior year student of mine, wrote a report on a most unusual work of fiction. It was something called A Whip in the Hand and it was about one of those perverted aristo Victorian households where the master believed in disciplining the servants in a peculiar and highly sexual manner. He particularly enjoyed stripping the parlor maids and putting them over his knee, whereupon he would spank and whip them till their pink and round asses were crisscrossed with bright blood marks.
Another of his pastimes was to dress up as a woman and when he was good and aroused from wearing this outfit, he would go to the room of his young sister and anally screw her. And all of that, apparently, took place in only the first chapter. There was much more to come.
The book, as the author of the book report told it, went on to describe certain other of the master's excesses, including coprophilia, that is, his eating of the shit of a beautiful blonde scullery maid, and assorted rapes and murders he perpetrates on the populace of his domain, on and on till an irate father of one of these abused young women sought revenge and shoved a burning poker up the master's ass, literally skewering him and dumping him in the fireplace like some sort of human shish kabob.
Sheila James described these colorful events in graphic detail in her book report, with no punches pulled, much to my surprise and entertainment. The latter part of the book report was supposed to be devoted to the student explaining what effect the book had on her, if she learned anything from it, etcetera. Miss James was quite candid in describing the erotic effect this book had on her.
I quote: "I found the book very exciting. The sexy scenes, which there were plenty of, made my pussy get very damp. Each time the author would describe how big the master's cock was and how he would put it deep inside the cunts of all these girls, well, it just got me very, very wet between the legs, wet and sticky. It got so that I had to lock the door when I read it, so that I could take my panties off and rub my pussy while I read. That was lots of fun, sticking my fingers inside my hole while I read all about the guy with the big cock and all the pink pussies he sticks it into. I started to fantasize that he was sticking it into my cunt and that got me even wetter."
Well, she went on for a couple of hundred, more words, telling me what an experience reading this book was. I was a little shaken. What was in this girl's skull to write and hand in a paper like that? Was she screwy or just horny? I didn't know which, but I knew this deserved investigation. So I wrote at the bottom of the front page, "Very interesting paper. See me in my office after class."
I went to that class with a hearty sense of anticipation. Who was this girl with the wet cunt and the vivid reaction to certain types of literature?
I started passing back the book reports to the various girls. Finally Sheila James came up for hers. Her eyes were on me as she came to the desk for her paper. She turned out to be gorgeous, small but round and fully-curved with long, straight, strawberry blonde hair. She leaned towards me, and picked up the paper with a whispered "thank you." Her voice sounded quite sultry for one of her tender years.
I began my lecture on twentieth century literature and tried to get her out of my mind for the time being. But it wasn't easy, believe me. My eyes kept drifting again and again to her bewitchingly innocent face with that sexy, girlish pout. And she was staring right back at me.
After what seemed a very long while, the final bell rang, and the students scurried out of the classroom. But Miss James came up to my desk and smiled at me.
"You wanted to see me m your office, sir? " she said.
I cleared my throat, trying to find the properly academic voice. "Yes, uh, yes, Sheila, I want to discuss your book report, if you don't mind."
"I don't mind. Where's your office?"
I told her.
"All right, sir. I'll be waiting for you." And with that she left.
I crouched down in my chair and wrestled with my conscience. What was I doing now? This would really jeopardize my career, far more than my previous shenanigans. But how could I resist such a tempting situation? Here was a gorgeous, sexy sixteen-year-old obviously taunting me to fuck her. It was just too much to pass up. If she had been a dog it would been different. But Miss Sheila James had a lush teeny body. I would have to take the risk, there were no two ways about it.
I gathered my papers together and stood up. I took a deep breath and headed out to the hall and down to my office. Sheila was sitting straight and stiff at the edge of a chair when I went in and closed the door behind me. I didn't lock it when I went in. That left me a chance to back out if I got a last-minute dose of scruples.
I sat behind my desk and smiled at her. She smiled back at me.
"Well, let's see now, Sheila, where should we begin?"
"Wherever you like, sir." "Um, yes, yes…," I muttered. I was starting to lose my nerve. I was hoping she would make the first move. "Well, the book you did your report on was a strange one, don't you think, Sheila?"
"Yeah, it sure was strange."
"Do you often read books like that?"
"Oh, sometimes," she said. "When I need to get some excitement. There's not much of that up here, you know. Excitement, that is. Until you got here."
Now we were making progress.
"What do I have to do with it one way or the other?" I asked, leaning forward in my seat.
"Well, maybe you can… excite me, so I won't need to use any stupid dirty books."
"Wouldn't that get me in a whole lot of trouble, Sheila? What if someone found out?"
"So what? It's not that important. I'm not a virgin, after all. You wouldn't be doing anything that hasn't already been done to me before."
I was a little taken aback by her brazenness. I don't know what I expected, but it did make me nervous, the way she came right out with what she wanted or expected.
She ran her tongue over her lips and looked up at me with a fire in her eyes. I circled around her. I mumbled this and that, running my eyes all over her lovely body.
"Yes, that was a very interesting book report," I said, remembering the juicier passages.
My right hand began to drift down, slowly, from her shoulder to her budding breast, and I began to massage it, slowly, with a rhythmic movement, around and around, avoiding the tip at first, saving that for later, cupping the youthfully pert globe in my fingers and pinching and kneading the firm flesh. It had a feel that was out of this world, tingling with the raw sexuality of awakening womanhood.
Now I moved my hand inside the blouse, inside the bra, and then touched the diamond-hard nipple, rolling it on the ball of my finger, back and forth, pressing it in only to let it pop out again stiffer and stronger.
"Ohhhh," the girl moaned. "That's nice…"
She shivered erotically. Her legs began to spread apart, so that her cunt could open up, so that the air could get in at it, fan that fire.
I carefully dipped my free hand down to her thighs and gently I allowed my fingers to creep up towards the warm wetness of her eager young slit.
"Oh God, yes, my pussy, touch it," the girl breathed heatedly. "Touch it… touch my cunt!"
She threw her head back as my fingers touched the edge of her pussy. She moaned softly. Her legs opened wider. To look at her you would have thought she was a thirty-year-old vixen instead of a high school nymphet.
I pressed inward, touching the warm, hair-lined lips and in further to the sweaty hole itself, feeling it swell with a rush of blood. I felt her clitoris bulge up, rigid and tingling wildly. My middle finger came in contact with this hot bud and she began to gasp with delight.
"Ohhhh! Oh, Mr. Eastman, that's so nice, yes, the way you touch my cunt, mmmmm…"
I pressed myself closer to her and increased the pressure on her erogenous zones. My hands, one on her breast and the other on her pussy, began to rub faster, harder and harder across the sensitive beads of her nipples and down at that other bud, her clit. She was building to a climax now, and her hips shook frantically on the chair. She was sweating. Ecstasy was flowing through that sexy body.
My right hand squeezed tighter on her breast, manipulating the nipple still further, rolling it with maddening delight under the ball of my thumb.
"Oh God," she cried. "I'm coming, I'm really coming… it's too much… it's beautiful!"
I increased the strokes of my flashing fingers on her hot, trembling clitoris.
"Ohhhh!" she moaned in a gasped whisper, her body shaking with an almost demonic vibration, like she was possessed by an evil, sexual spirit.
I continued to rub and rub that hard, tingling clit, even as I could see that I was releasing bursting waves of pleasure that must have seared every nerve in her beautiful body. My right hand continued to squeeze and pinch her tender titties, plucking on the nipples, pressing is on them.
Down below, her pussy was pouring a warm, thick liquid all over the place, down onto my wrist and onto the floor. I had seen horny women before, but this was almost ridiculous. Her cunt spewed like a bursting dam.
And still she moaned. "Yes, yes, oh, I'm coming, Mr. Eastman! You make me come so fine!"
"Oh, baby," I laughed back at her, "I bet this is the best lesson any teacher's ever given you, Huh?"
"Mmmmm! Mmmmm!" she groaned, drained of all coherence, only tingling with delicious orgasm.
I slowed my strokes now, as I saw that her first tremendous climax was reaching its peak. I slowed down and then I began to withdraw my sticky fingers, gradually taking them out of her trembling, secreting honeypot.
Sheila James lay back in the chair then, when I had stopped massaging her. She sighed and closed her eyes tight, her nostrils flaring dramatically. One of her hands moved down to her pussy and cupped it, holding it in the warmth and the frenzy of the vibrations still there.
I got up, my bones cracking. I stretched my hands and wrung them to get the cramps out. Yet another debilitating workout that would put me in the grave before my time.
I walked back to my desk, then turned to her and mockingly asked, "Did you enjoy that?"
I don't know why I expected her to feel a little embarrassed by her show of erotic emotion, but she wasn't. She only said that she enjoyed it a whole fuck of a lot, and she wanted more.
"You're still going to fuck me, aren't you? I mean, you can't let me get away with just this…"
"No, of course not," I laughed. "Christ, what would your mother say if she heard you?"
"Search me. She's probably somewhere getting laid right now too, so what's the difference?"
"None, I guess."
"Okay then, stop the chatter," she nodded, her eyes aglitter with lust. "Come on, Mr. Eastman, take your cock out and fuck me!"
"Aren't you worried at all that we might get caught? That Mr. Hoag or somebody might come in here and see you with your pussy hanging out?"
"I don't give a shit, Mr. Eastman. What can they do, throw me out? Great! I'll go somewhere where there's men for a change, no matter what my parents say."
I could see there were probably psychological aspects to her rebellion, and I wasn't interested in learning them, so I didn't ask any more questions.
"Oh, but if you're so worried, then hold on a second… we better do this…"
She got up, stepped to the door and locked it. And to think that before she got to the office I was wondering how I might go about trying to seduce her! Just lucky I wasn't a faggot as some of the gossips were saying, or there would have been even more frustrated females at that blessed Mountainview Girls School.
Now she came forward and stood before my desk.
"Did you like the way my pussy felt, Mr. Eastman?" she asked, gently petting her own muff.
"I believe I did, yes…"
She smiled and nodded her pretty head. Then she lifted her skirt up and hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her tight panties and quickly brought them down to her ankles. She kicked them the rest of the way off. She lifted her leg and put it on the edge of the desk. She put a hand on her cunt, spreading the lips wide and showing me all the juicy bright pink meat that lay within.
"You want some of that, teacher?"
I was speechless. My cock flamed with lust, hardening again so fast that it was positively painful to keep it inside my pants any longer. So I dropped my trousers and my underpants and scurried around to the schoolgirl.
"Here's my pussy all for you," she whispered. "It's all wet and ready, Mr. Eastman."
"It looks that way, all right. You act like you knew all along we'd be here together."
"I had an idea we might. I thought maybe that book report of mine might get you interested and show you that I was-interested, that is."
"So this is all a setup, huh?" I said, laughing at my own self-deluding ego, thinking that I had set the trap for the horny innocent.
"Isn't it neat the way I got you here with me? And now you're gonna do what I want, aren't you, teacher?"
"I guess I am," I laughed again, seeing her stroke her hairy pink pussy and wave it at me.
My prick strained toward the ceiling. I couldn't take my eyes off that juicy, exposed cunt of hers, the way she caressed it and flaunted it, knowing full well what it was doing to me and would do to any man she showed it to. My prick jerked violently, and I clutched it firmly and stroked it slowly, not wishing to spill so much as a single drop of seed before I jammed it inside her lovely lambpit.
She put her leg to the floor now and dropped down on her knees before me. She took hold of my cock at the base and sighed and licked her lips at it.
"Gosh, it's such a big one, I've never seen one this big before, Mr. Eastman, darling. All of my boyfriends had little skinny ones…"
"That's what separates the men from the boys, dear girl," I said, snorting with arousal.
^She nodded her head slowly, smiling. She opened her tiny pink lips, with their dab of womanly lipstick smeared across them, and she pressed the head of my cock into her mouth. Cupping my balls with both hands, she nibbled away.
My juices were leaking, running out of the sides of her mouth, as she fed inch after inch of my organ into her throat. She was built small, but she was very enthusiastic and determined to take me all in.
"That's it, baby, that's the style… remind me to give you an A on your report card for something or other… oral hygiene perhaps…"
She gagged slightly and slipped the prick from her mouth. She coughed and looked up at me dreamily.
"And remind me to give you an A for the taste of your beautiful cock, Mr. Eastman, sir…"
She caught her breath, then stuffed my manhood back into her mouth. Her tongue stroked the underside of the shaft, pressing into the sensitive, blood-gorged veins, licking off the dribbling semen as she went along.
I moaned with full satisfaction, alive with pleasurable sensations. I patted her head, encouraging her, just like a teacher would encourage a struggling student. Of course, in this case she wasn't working on any difficult algebra problem but was sucking away at my stiff prick.
In and out my cock went, as she sucked violently with every part of her mouth, lips and tongue and gums and teeth, caressing and chewing and digging. Her hands moved down and pinched and poked at my balls which were inflamed with passion just as my shaft was, and turned bright red from it. Up and down she moved her lovely, innocent face, up and down off my cock, swallowing it all, rising up, swallowing again, dropping her lips down to the thick base, smacking down solidly so that it made my balls quiver violently.
"Suck, baby, suck! Ohhhh! Yeah, that's the way, that's nice, Sheila, up and down, faster!"
Her fingers moved up along the shaft and when she raised her mouth to the tip, only covering the head, she would rub her hands around it, a brisk massage. And then she recovered the whole yard, swallowing it up good, sucking, inhaling all the swelling sperm. She may have been young, but innocent she certainly wasn't. She knew just how to suck a cock to give the man a real run for his money.
How many other girls were there at Mountain view who were as horny and proficient? Would that be my next step, making student after student, until I had fucked every tight young cunt in my classroom?
"Baby, let me suck your pussy while you eat my cock, okay?" I said to her.
"Yes, yes," she said, unhooking from my spewing prick. "How should we do it?"
"Stand up."
She stood, and I twisted my hands around, grabbing her by the hips, left hand on right hip, right hand on left hip. I bounced her a couple of times, seeing that she was light enough for it.
"Up you go," I said.
"Hey, what are you doing?"
I slowly turned her upside down. Her skirt billowed down to her waist, leaving her ass and cunt completely naked now. I raised her up higher, getting her into position.
"What are you going to do?" she asked nervously.
I turned her around now, so that her cunt faced me. Her face was down before my rigid cock. I saw her tongue stretch out eagerly towards the stiff pole.
"Hold my legs, Sharon."
She held me and we were set, me to suck her and vice versa, all at the same time, and standing up.
"Suck my cock, baby, while I nibble on this wet mess here," I told her. I held tautly to her ass cheeks, making sure she didn't slip out of my grip and crack her skull on the floor. Then she opened her legs, hanging them over my shoulders. I proceeded to dip my tongue in and out of that delicious teenaged pussy. It was wetter than ever and red hot. Her cunt made loud liquid noises as I ran my tongue through it, lapping up the milky foam that was all around. The smell was fantastic, and nearly overwhelming. The first deep breath I took while I was poised over her open pussy made me swoon and my knees buckle. But I regained my balance just in time and continued my assault on her.
"Ohhhh! Oggggg!" she gasped, taking my cock into her mouth and probing it with her tongue.
I dug my tongue all along the smooth, pink valley of her cunt, licking up the foam, digging in on the meat. Her crotch began to palpitate and the white secretion came out now like suds from a dirty sponge. I sucked at this flowing gash, my tongue delightedly slapping and toying with her erect clit.
She groaned and moaned, and as she began to rise to a new peak from the hard slaps of my tongue on her crotch, she sucked harder in her excitement, working more viciously and erotically on the cock meat stuck deep down her throat.
When she reached her climax she threw her head back, disengaging from my hotly climbing cock and crying out with passion. She shook and nearly pulled out of my grip, her hairy pink box spasmed and spewing, opening wider around my face, pulling my features in then gripping my face tightly for several painful seconds there.
"Unggghhh! Don't stop, don't stop! Eat me! Eat my cunt, Mr. Eastman, yes, yes!"
I did as she requested, not that I would have considered any alternative, so tightly was she holding my face into her bubbling, climaxing heat.
And then a new wave swept over her, and she shook more violently, till I did lose my grip on her bottom and she started to slide to the floor at a fast clip. In that split second I tried to get a new hold on her and she tried to grab my leg to stop her fall. I ended up falling backwards, with her body corkscrewed on top of me.
"Owww!" we both cried out, me especially, since she had fallen pretty heavily on my throbbing cock.
"Gosh, I'm sorry," she shrieked, crawling around, grabbing my member in both hands, jerking it up and down a few times and then swallowing it all down her throat with one loud, wet gulp, right to the base.
She sucked on it for another couple of minutes, until it was close to ejaculating. Then I pushed her away and we both stood up. Her hands stuck to my cock, clutching it midway, jerking slowly back and forth.
"We better get down to business," I told her. "We haven't got all day, you know. There's no telling when someone might just walk down that hall and knock on the door. Or pass by and hear us talking-or moaning. Come on, let's get it done and not press our luck."
"Okay, okay, what are your instructions, Teacher?"
"Sit up on the desk," I said. "Just on the edge."
"Back to the desk. Yes, I guess that's where you should teach your lessons from."
She did as I said, her feet and pussy dangling off the edge of the wooden desk.
"Now put your hands behind you for balance and lean back. That's it. Now I'll fuck you, Sheila. And see if you can't learn a thing or two from your instructor."
She stroked a hand over her red-brown pussy hairs, leaving a clear, open path into her fuckhole.
I jerked on my rod several times as I stepped up into the position for insertion. Now my cock was primed for a full-scale attack, one without mercy-not that I expected her to ask for any, mind you.
She reached for my prick before I could insert it. It throbbed wildly in her hand and she pulled it against the mound of her quaking cunt, slapping it into the curly hairs.
"Yes, yes, fuck me! You're really gonna do it! God, I can't believe this is happening!"
"Believe it, Sheila…"
She bent the straining cock head down, down to the lips of her cunt, and she pressed it against the quivering, hot meat. She gasped and rocked and pulled me inward. Three inches, four and five.
"Oh! Ohhhh!" she groaned.
My hands went under her ass, spreading her cheeks as wide as I could, parting her thighs, holding back as she slowly fed all of my length up into her churning interior, that quaking, shaking honeyhole.
Then I was in all the way and she gasped violently. She screamed for me to fuck her, fuck her hard! Her pussy sucked on my shaft, keeping me tight within her. I pulled back only with a great deal of effort. Her body quaked with each inch I withdrew. But I made it out again, out as far as the thick, bloated head.
"You really want it, don't you, Sheila?" I taunted her. "Yeah, I can feel that pussy snapping at me like a hungry fish… well, don't worry, you're gonna get it…"
I lunged in, so fiercely she was momentarily breathless. She had an agonized expression on her face, like she had been shot in the back. She whimpered, groaned, grunted, but coughed out that I should continue.
I withdrew, slowly, slowly, and then again slammed my rod into her. I stabbed back in all the way to the thick, throbbing base, to my balls.
"Aggggg!" she cried out, shaking from head to toe. She scratched at me. "Yes, yes, stick it in, all of it, your long, long cock! Oh, God, that's good!"
I drove my tumescent lance through her middle and out again, back and forth. In and out, deeper and deeper. Her cunt was like melted butter to my phallic thrusts. She raised her legs up higher, finally hooking them straight above my shoulders. This gave me maximum entry, her cunt fully spread and panting for all of me. She clutched and scratched at my arms, lifting and shaking her cunt around my invading prick.
Again and again my loins thudded against hers, as my dick was swallowed up by her wet, rubbery interior. It was hot in there, like an oven. The desk shook, and I remembered for an instant the similar encounter I had had such a short time before with darling Linda, fucking that secretary's equally horny pussy.
But Christ, I thought, even though that was scarcely three days before, it seemed like an eternity ago, a lifetime's experience ago-all of those panting, hungry women were screwing up not only my values but my fucking sense of time!
The desk started to slide, jerk by jerk, just as it had when I had fucked Linda. I held onto the edge of it with both hands, meanwhile taking deep breaths and pumping, pumping, in and put, back and forth.
"Oh! Ohhhh!'* the teenager screamed, scratching me, bobbing her head to and fro. "Fuck my sweet cunt!"
Well, folks, I can tell you, there is little on this earth to equal the feel of ripe teenybopper pussy when the teeny in question is really hot to trot. The cunt positively burned around my pole, made love to it a million exquisite, indescribable ways. It became wetter and wetter, but a sticky wetness like some sensual quicksand that clung to me and pulled me in deeper and deeper each time I slammed inside of her, burying my long, rigid dick in that young quim.
Her whole body was heated, really. Her eyes were tightly closed and her head was jerking spasmodically from side to side. She stretched back on the desktop and dug her head into it, as if trying to squirm into the wood, to conjoin and be one with everything she touched. She sobbed and moaned and screamed and bit into her hand when she threatened to wail a little too loudly for safety.
"Yes, yes, fuck me, your cock, your big, beautiful cock… oh, Mr. Eastman, you do know how to make a young girl like me feel good, don't you!"
She had a mocking streak in her, but I thought she had more than a little sincerity mixed into melodramatic outcries like that previous one.
One could only wonder, with a sense of awe, how Miss James would turn out in a few more years' time. She would make some man a good mistress one day, but I didn't see her settling down to any proper monogamous marriage.
In and out, I moved through that sexy cunt, driving, digging, back and forth, faster, faster. I was reaching my peak and couldn't hold it back much longer. But there didn't seem any reason to, since the other half of the partnership was certainly at her prime again, as high as I had ever seen any chick, shaking and groaning and scratching like a madwoman.
But still, her cunt clawed and dragged on me, as if begging me to continue, to keep arousing it.
"I'm gonna come, baby, I've got to… I can't hold off any longer, Sheila…"
"Noooo! Not yeti" she Shuddered. "A little more… fuck me a little more… my cunt… my cunt needs more… more!"
Her cunt needed more! So I heaved backwards, sucked in a deep breath, and slammed my length of shivering manhood deep into her pulsating valley. The cunt writhed and jerked over my prick. She moaned and groaned, shuddering all over from the intensity of her orgasm.
"Yes yes. yes! Don't stop! That's it! That's it! Oh, do it, Mr. Eastman! Fuck my pussy! Don't stop!"
I plowed on, on and on, faster, harder, giving her what she wanted, but knowing that I was losing control, that the come was going to sweep up and out of its own accord.
"I'm sorry, baby," I grunted, "but all good things must come to an end…"
I couldn't hold back another second. My cock was going to explode if I didn't come off immediately. It was like sticking one's finger in the barrel of a gun and then pulling the trigger. I had to let it out.
"Now, baby, now…"
"No!"
I dug my nails into the undersides of her thighs. I pressed my prick into the tight, grasping cleavage of her swollen gash, held it there for one infinite, ecstatic moment, and then I ripped it out to all but three inches of my throbbing, orgasmic shaft. And then I started to explode.
"Ahhhhhhh!"
"Yes, yes, yes!" she screamed. "Come! Come all through me, drench my pussy!"
The come pounded through her devastated cunt, and she screamed like it was drowning her. More and more seed shot into that clasping hot box. I clamped back tight against her bucking loins and held there, as wave after orgasmic wave swept over me with pure undiluted pleasure.
"Oh, God," I moaned at the ceiling, hanging my head back, crying out, like a wolf baying at the moon. "Oh, shit, that's good, that's fine…"
I shuddered some more as the orgasm subsided, leaving me totally spent, a panting heap falling against the girl as she writhed from side to side on the desk. She kissed me and pulled me tight against her. I could feel her young, pert breasts heaving wildly from the exertion.
"Wow… wow, that was something else," she breathed at me, kissing me on the ear. "Yeah, you're some fucking good teacher. I've got to hand it to you."
"Well let's keep it a bit of a secret, all right? I don't want to lose my job just yet if I can help it, honey. And I bet you'd like me to stay around here, too-"
"Of course, so we can do this again and again."
"Then bear it in mind. Keep quiet about this. I know how you girls get when you're together, blab blab."
"Oh, I won't blab on this one, not too much, anyway. I want to keep you a secret," she said. "Otherwise, all the other girls will be going after you and then you'll be all worn out and won't be able to give me your best shot."
"Very practical reasoning."
"Oh, yeah. I want you here at the school, so you can fuck me every fucking day."
"Well let's not get ahead of ourselves," I told her, kissing her pouting, hot lips. "I'm sure we can work out some acceptable arrangement which you’ll enjoy."
"Okay, Mr. Eastman. Whatever you say, you're the teacher, right?" she winked.
I stood up off of her and sat on the desk.
"All right, honey, you better get going now. I’m sure you have homework to do or something like that."
"Oh, there's no rush, Mr. Eastman. We don't have to sign in at the dorm for another half an hour. That's plenty of time for another hot fuck."
"A half an hour. huh? Well Sheila, darling, even though we do have all of a half hour left to us, I think honestly we should wait a little longer than that till our next bout. So why don't you get your tight little panties back on, and get the hell out of here so I can catch my breath."
"Oh, all right," she sighed grumpily.
"And remember what I said about not blabbing what happened here to all of your friends."
"No, just to the extra special ones."
There was a knock at the door.
I froze, mouth agape, my usual reaction in such situations. Sheila looked at me in horror. I put my forefinger to my lips and signaled to her to be silent. She didn't have to be told that, though, for she was already holding her breath and biting down on her knuckles.
There was another knock. And a third. Then a voice, a woman's voice, faintly familiar.
"Mr. Eastman, Mr. Eastman?"
I frantically tried to figure out who it was, but I couldn't place the voice with any of my recent intimates. At least if it was Linda or Miss Jobert or someone of their ilk I wouldn't have quite as much to worry about.
Then she identified herself: "It's me… it's Mrs. Hudson. Your know, the art teacher?"
Of course. The woman I had met in front of the school, the one with the big tits and bigger ass.
"What's wrong? Can't you answer me? Do you need help? I heard your voice as I was coming down the hall so I know you're in there. Open up, please."
She shook the door, turning the handle back and forth. I could see she wasn't going to be ignored.
I quickly directed Sheila James to the underside of my desk. She scurried under, her round pink ass the last thing I saw as she crawled out of sight.
"Just… just a second, Mrs. Hudson," I then said. "I was just changing my clothes."
"Oh, that's all right, then. I thought there was something the matter. Who were you talking to?"
"I was talking on the phone," I quickly said, then remembered there was no phone in my office at the moment. "I mean, to someone outside, out the window."
"Oh. Come on, open the door."
"Yes, yes, one second, let me get my pants on…"
I jumped into my trousers and headed for the door. Just as I was about to turn the lock, I saw one of Sheila's shoes lying in the middle of the floor. I scooped it up and threw it behind the desk with the girl.
I whispered to Sheila, "Stay down. I'll try to get rid other or go out with her. You leave when the coast is clear. You got that?"
"Okay," she whispered back.
I opened the door. "Hi there," Mrs. Hudson smiled. "What's going on here, lover boy? You didn't need to lock the likes of me out."
"I was changing my clothes, Mrs. Hudson. Sorry to seem so suspicious, but you wouldn't want one of the innocent young girls here walking in while I was undressed, would you?" I asked her.
"Oh, of course not, I'd be jealous, ha ha, little joke." She stepped into the office.
"What did you want to see me about?" I asked her, before she came in any further.
"Oh, don't you remember what we talked about the other day, when we met?"
"No… what was that? I've forgotten."
"Oh, you remember, you naughty boy! You agreed to pose for me. Pose for a sketch, remember?"
"Oh, oh yes," I muttered, looking back at the desk, wondering what Sheila was thinking about that. "But we didn't set the date for it, did we?"
"Oh, so what? No time like the present. I won't be back up here for a couple of days, and the school's deserted, we've got the place to ourselves, if you can see the advantage in that, Mr. Eastman."
"Yes, but, I had some things to do-"
"Oh, do them later, for heaven's sake. Come on now, I won't be put off. I've got an itch… an itch to paint you, I mean, silly boy!"
"But, Mrs. Hudson-"
"I want to see you in oils…"
She was advancing into the office, staring at the painting that hung behind the desk. I decided I had better get her out of there as soon as possible. In another moment she would be looking down at Sheila's bare fanny. "All right, Mrs. Hudson, let's go."
"What? Oh, good."
"Where are we going for this?"
"My studio. My classroom. Come along."
I followed her out, closing the office door as soon as I could. We went down to the basement where her studio had been set up. She had placed velvet curtains over the trail of pipes on the ceiling, and there were several examples of the Mountainview students' attempts at art.
"How do you like it?" she asked.
"Yes, it's nice," I said.
"I have more privacy down here than in one of the classrooms upstairs, you know."
"Yes, I can see that."
She got out a fresh canvas and set it up on an easel. She got her paints out of a drawer and then got a smock out of the desk. She put the smock on, covering the provocatively tight pants and sweater she was wearing.
"Okay, why don't you take your clothes off now. Mr. Eastman?" she then said.
"What?"
"I told you to take your clothes off, Mr. Eastman."
I sighed,*That's what I thought you said." You and every other woman I meet.



Chapter Nine


Well, when a woman tells me something like that, no matter how weary I am from just having finished sucking and fucking a very athletic young woman, what do you think I do?
I take off my clothes. When I got my trousers off I saw to my surprise, and Mrs. Hudson's surprise, that there was nothing more to take off.
"My, aren't we bohemian," she said.
"Huh?"
"No underdrawers, Mr. Eastman? That's rather an unconventional habit, I must say."
I had dressed so fast and under such duress when she came in, that I had forgotten to put on my underpants.
"I must have forgotten them this morning." I told her.
"Naughty boy. What would happen if you were in an accident? What would your mother say? There you would be with nothing under your torn pants but your manhood."
"Well," I said. "as long as that wasn't damaged in the accident, I don't really give a shit."
"Heh heh heh," she laughed meaningfully, and I noticed that she was really giving my prick a looking over. She peered at it as if she was figuring on doing a portrait of that alone-which would be different, anyway.
"What's the matter now? " I asked wearily.
"Oh, oh nothing," she mumbled distractedly, still not able to tear her eyes from my prick. "It's… it's so wet."
"Hm!"
She was right. My cock was gleaming with spilt semen, and quite a bit of shiny spew from Sheila's teenage cunt. I tried to wipe it off casually, which is a difficult thing to pull off. Then I straightened up.
"You… you weren't doing anything you shouldn't when I knocked on that door, were you, Mr. Eastman?"
"What are you talking about?" I said guiltily.
"Well, I mean, it does look like you've been, uh, active, recently, and I did hear noises from your office when I was approaching. Was there anyone in there with you?"
"Ha! No, no, of course not, whatever could make you think such a thing! You're imagining things, Mrs. Hudson, and I wish you would stop it."
"Yes, yes… maybe you're right… My, what a large one you have there… so wet… perhaps it needs to be exercised, Mr. Eastman. Do you think so?"
"Oh. I exercise it from time to time."
She wagged a reproving finger at me. "But I don't mean masturbation. Not for a handsome, vital man like you. Why, any woman would be delighted… to have relations with you… why, even me, a married woman."
"Is that, uh… so," I said uncomfortably.
She moved toward me, and I could see her fingers clenching and opening, as if she was getting ready to grab something. I had an idea what that something might be.
Suddenly, the absurdity of it all sent an erotic chill down my spine and I felt it in my cock. Somehow, the prick jumped up spasmodically, growing several inches from its wilted state. I didn't know how to stop such a thing from happening. So I just sighed and wondered what would happen next.
"I think we better get started with the painting now, huh, Mrs. Hudson?"
"Yes, yes…"
Then she took hold of my prick and squeezed it, making it grow several more inches. Suddenly she was holding a good eight or nine inches of thick meat in her hand and pressing on it to make it throb ' anxiously from side to side.
"Yes, I think I'd much prefer a picture of you with your cock all long and hard, Mr. Eastman…"
"But… but that's not how they are in the museums…"
She jerked me back and forth several times, and from somewhere or other a drop of fresh come swelled up out of the head. She smiled at it and jerked some more. There was no stopping her now, nor my prick either, for that matter.
Well, there are certain situations we all come to from time to time, when we can see there is no point in trying to fight the inevitable. In the face of such situations, the best thing to do is relax and enjoy the experience. Tired as I was, I decided to do just that. Besides. Mrs. Hudson did have a rather bewitching pair of tits and a wide, plump ass.
She smiled at me. “This will make a very nice picture, don't you think?"
"But not for your husband," I smiled.
"Oh, he doesn't care. not any more. He only married me to prove to the world that he wasn't queer. Unfortunately, he never proved it to me."
"That's too bad. And I can see that you have a very healthy appetite."
"And no one to feed me," she said sexily, tugging gently but firmly on my thickening prick.
"No one?”
"Oh, the occasional man. Like you. Perhaps you can be more than an occasion, hm? Perhaps we can arrange to meet on a regular basis. It would be rewarding for both of us."
"No doubt," I mumbled, wondering how I could fit her into my already overcrowded schedule.
"Kiss me. Mr. Eastman. Kiss me hard. And then make love to me, hard…"
She squeezed my cock and pulled me closer to her, into her tight, warm embrace.
"All right, I surrender…”
I grabbed her around the waist, then lowered my grip to her wide, fleshy bottom.
"Take me," she said.
I pressed my mouth against hers and she forced her tongue into my mouth. It was very wet and she moved it against the roof of my mouth and over my tongue and teeth. She moaned and her whole body shuddered with the oral contact. My stiff cock bobbed around at her front. We kissed for a few moments, then I got my hands at the waistband of her trousers. I tore them down to her knees in one violent tug. Then I grabbed a handful of panty girdle and ripped that down, too. A full ripe growth of pussy hair gleamed and shimmered at me, jet black, matted down from the pressure of her girdle.
I touched and explored the various folds around her crotch. She was voluptuous all right, with soft, ample flesh and a plump, fat cunt. I touched my cock to the long black hairs sprouting from her mound. The hairs sprang around the cock head and eagerly invited it in. Her pussy was as soft and inviting as a goosefeather pillow.
"Get over there," I said and backed her over to the table she was expecting me to stand on to pose. "That's it. Get back on the table and open your legs…"
"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me with that big fat cock of yours, Mr. Eastman!"
"That's what I had in mind, yeah."
I pried apart her fleshy thighs and positioned myself up between them. I gripped her legs, throwing them high into the air, draping them over my shoulders as I crouched into her open middle. I pointed my big, pulsating prick down at her quivering cunt lips. She stopped the nervous struggling she was doing and held her breath, waiting for me to stick my dick inside. For a few seconds more I teased her by rubbing the aching head of my dick around and around outside her wide, wet, shuddering cavern, and this made her dizzy with anticipation.
"God, stick it in, stick it in!"
I hunched up tight against her splayed thighs and I began to push my cock in with all the force I had. She cried out and shook all over as my organ touched base. I pulled out again and shoved it back even rougher.
"Owwwww! Ohhhh! That's good, Mr. Eastman, that's very, very good… do it again!"
I slammed into her again, full force, and dragged my way out against the opposition of her squeezing cunt jaws. When I had withdrawn as far as two inches from my tip, she jumped and wailed loudly.
"Put it back! Put it back all the way, please!"
I pushed in, slowly this time, inch at a time, watching her agonized gestures as I gradually refilled her. I stopped, took a breath, which I very much needed, and then let it whoosh out. All her muscles went limp with my next withdrawal. She was a bundle of nerves. But she opened up and let me in even deeper on the next plunge.
“Oggggg!” she growled. “Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck my hot cunt, Mr. Eastman!"
She reached out to take hold of my shoulders but I eluded her and she ended up with my bare ass instead. She clutched my tensed buttocks with both hands, prying the cheeks apart and sticking her long nails into the valley. Her nails must have been three inches long. I don't know how she could have managed to paint with them. And masturbating must have been a pretty ticklish endeavor for her. She dug these nails into the soft skin of my ass, scratching for blood. She worked them up and down the ridge of thick hairs that grew between my cheeks. But it did have an exciting effect on me. She stretched the hand and clawed with those nails till she was scratching at my anus. I flexed it open and she pushed in. My sphincter tensed wildly, and it made my cock feel an added thrill of excitement. Three inches of painted nail went into my asshole and she turned the finger from side to side, making the sensations increase immeasurably.
"Oh God, baby." I mumbled. "You're really asking for trouble, and I'm gonna give it to you!"
I took a deep, long breath, stretched my muscles above her, and rammed in again. And again, faster, harder, my prick smashing so deeply into her hot hole that I thought I was going to tear right through to her bowels.
"Oh! Oh! Mr. Eastman! You beautiful stud! Yes, yes! That's it, that's good, that feels so good… I'm starting to come now, I am, I am! Ohhhh! My cunt!”
I grunted and drew my yard back. When she felt my cock slipping out of that bubbling quim, she naturally panicked, as they all do, frantically squeezing her cunt jaws together, trying her best to keep my pumping prick within her.
My ass zoomed up and down, my sinewy cheeks spreading and closing on her heatedly exploring fingernails, as I drove my cock in and out of her, again and again. My chest beaded with a sticky sweat and the beads dropped down, splattering on her belly and on the thick growth of black hair above her open, undulating cunt.
I shook and sweated and growled at her. I squeezed at her plump, soft thighs, prying them apart as far as I could manage, giving myself more and more room to lunge in, deeper and deeper against that exploding orifice.
It was quite a bout. My prick was writhing with pleasurable sensation. Each time I rammed into her I felt as if fireworks were going off in my groin. I continued to screw and screw this horny art teacher while gradually my entire body became ignited with an ecstatic fire. The itching, burning sensations rippled through me, right up to my brain, and I realized then that it was only a matter of seconds before I would be shooting my hot juices through her churning insides. My thrusting, pummeling prick smashed in and out at an alarming speed, like an express train, so fast I came close several times to losing my balance and tumbling all over her.
"I’m going to come, Mrs. Hudson," I grunted loudly, plunging and lunging into her boiling mine.
"Yes, yes, now!"
With a crazed shriek she pulled me towards her and threw her cunt up in the air to meet the downward plunge of my prick. With my long, fat piston buried all the way inside her, she began having one hell of an orgasm.
I was coming myself now, but violently working to hold back the actual jism, hanging on cloud nine, in total ecstasy for one sublime second after another.
Her cunt shook spectacularly, the heavy jaws springing open and clamping shut faster and faster around the shaft of my rod. Warm juice flowed from her opening.
"Now, baby, now!" I cried out when I knew I couldn't keep my fluids back any longer.
My heaving prick trembled, from the bulbous tip right down to the dangling balls, and finally the first steaming squirt rocketed into her.
"There, baby! There! Take it up that sweet, wet pussy! God! All of it!"
My prick exploded again and again, filling her hole with a flood of sudsy sperm. There was so damn much of it I was afraid I would cut a canal in that opening. It finally overflowed, pouring out of her flared cunt and running down the crack of her ass as I continued my pumping, still spewing prime, bubbling white stuff. It poured onto my balls, onto the table, down onto the floor, making a puddle of white cream between my feet. And I was still coming.
At last the final ounce made its way up her funnel and I slowly slid back out and dropped my throbbing, spent cock onto the soft pillow of her black bush. I slumped forward and collapsed over her.
"Did you like that, Mrs. Hudson?" I asked. "
"Beautiful… you are an artist yourself, Mr. Eastman… and what a brush you work with!"
When I caught my breath I pushed off of her and got dressed. She wanted to do the painting after all, but I told her I had done my share of modeling for that day.
I climbed the staircase to the ground floor and made my way out to the rear parking lot where I had left my car. I put on the engine and backed out of my space. As I was going down the driveway, I saw something in the rear-view mirror. I turned around and gave it a glance, but there was nothing there then. But something distracted me again as I was pulling onto the road and heading for home. I heard the sound of someone clearing their throat. I stretched around and looked back at the floor of the back seat. Two interesting objects were crouched down there in the back.
One of them was Sheila James. The other was a girl named Judy something, from the same class of mine.
I should have known better than to believe Sheila would keep her mouth shut about our relationship. Already she had brought a friend into the picture. And I had little doubt what their plans might be. But I was determined not to be blackmailed into doing anything I didn't feel like doing.
"What's going on?" I asked, turning back to the road before nearly running off of it.
"Shh!" Sheila cautioned me. "Keep driving, don't talk to us. We're all going to your place for a visit, okay?"
"Is that so?"
"Yeah. It'll be fun. Mr. Eastman. Judy here is lots of fun. She fucks even better than I do."
I heaved a sigh and wondered whether I should stop the car and throw them out. It might be hard to explain if somebody saw them now. But then again, did I really want two horny teenyboppers running around my house? I had had a long day teaching and fucking.
Oh well, perhaps I could argue with them once we got inside. I could reason with them.
Ha!
I pulled in the driveway of my house and up flat against the door so we could sneak right in. The girls scurried out and through the door. I followed. They rushed into the living room and made themselves at home.
"Now what is it you girls want me to do for you, anyway?" I asked them.
"We want you to fuck us!" they said in unison, giggling like the little girls they were.
"Well, well see about that. Let me get you something to drink, and maybe you'll have second thoughts, guilty consciences, if you know what such things are…”
I wanted to get them ginger ales, hut they insisted on martinis, doubles. After they finished them, their eyes were swimming. They began giggling foolishly.
"Don't you want to fuck us?" Sheila asked.
"Yeah, sure, maybe later."
But they wouldn't be put off from getting their jollies. If I wouldn't cooperate they had other alternatives. Judy took out two sloppily wrapped cigarettes. They lit the marijuana and took several deep tokes apiece. Then they began to remove their clothes.
In another minute they were both naked. I sat down and watched the show. Sheila cupped her hands on either side of Judy's melon-shaped tits and squeezed them. The nipples became quite stiff. Sheila caught the long left nipple between her teeth. Her fingers, meanwhile, combed through the girl's pubes and down to the open lips of her hole.
They took another toke apiece.
I could see the wetness growing inside Judy's pussy and drops of milky come were dribbling out as her excitement mounted. She groaned loudly as Sheila dipped her tongue down into her pussy and began lapping at it.
"Mmmmm,” she moaned.
Her pink cunt glistened with secretion and clinging saliva. Sheila slipped her hands onto the girl's other tit and brought her mouth slowly towards it. She closed her lips over it and began sucking. She moved her head back and forth on her schoolmate's tit, sucking it intensely. For several minutes she sucked and chewed and licked, the nipples getting swollen to a bright pink color. And all this while she was jamming her hand up the pretty schoolgirl's cunt and grabbing an occasional hit from the joints.
I just sat back an‹l watched it all.
At last it came time for them to reverse positions. Judy's eyes darted to the reddish thatch between Sheila's legs. Sheila opened her legs wide and Judy positioned herself between them. She braced her hands on her thighs and bent her head down to her snatch. Sheila. gasped with delight as she felt the other girl's tongue licking its way slowly up and down the length of her trembling, wet slit.
Sheila gently guided Judy's head up and down. Her tongue began to lap more furiously, burrowing straight through the scarlet-tinged hair and into the gash itself, up to the tingling ruby red clit, and on into the depths of the hole, licking and sucking away voraciously.
"Ohhhhh!" Sheila moaned. "Oh. that's good! Are you watching us, Mr. Eastman? Are you watching her eat my lovely pussy? Isn't it sexy? Don't you want to join us?"
“Yeah, yeah sure," I said. "In a minute or two."
And in fact it was having its effect on me, giving me one stiff, throbbing erection- which I reluctantly took out of my pants and held in my hand.
Sheila spread her legs wider apart and thrust her ass forward, to make it easier for Judy to get her tongue in there. The latter girl's face burrowed closer and closer, until her nose was completely buried in the pretty gash. They were certainly enjoying each other. I had a good idea this wasn't the first time that Sheila had had Judy's tongue wriggling around inside her cunt, licking her, making her come. Well, they had to do something when there were no boys around, right?
I started jerking on my prick as the atmosphere got under my skin, watching these naked teenaged girls, with their cunts open and their juices flowing.
And then Mrs. Hoag came into the room.
She stood speechless for several seconds, staring at the spectacle of her husband's students so strangely occupied, balling each other in my living room. And the spectacle of me, an upstanding teacher, sitting and watching them with my prick out and hard.
"Oh, my God," she mumbled, "what's going on here?"
The girls didn't pay any attention to her.
"Hello, baby." I said. "We're just having a party here. Care to join us?"
"I..I ^never expected this!"
"Go on, take off your clothes and join the fun. I bet you would like to taste young Judy's pussy, wouldn't you?"
She just stared at them and shook her head in surprise.
"God," she said, "you're too much. You go after all of them, don't you?"
“They go after me!" I laughed. "Just the way you did the other night-if you remember."
She inched her way to me, eyes riveted on the two Mountainview girls writhing on the floor, their tongues now in each other's assholes as they moved into the 69 position. When Mrs. Hoag was standing beside me I thrust a hand up her dress. She wasn't wearing any panties, I quickly realized. She had come dressed to kill. And her honeypot was very warm and sticky. It was obvious that she was having one of her horny spells and had come over for my aid and comfort. I pushed my fingers into the wet cunt and worked them around in a circular motion, around and around, making her grind her hips and groan with pleasure. I pushed all of three fingers into that tight, hot quim, and there was room for more.
I moved another hand under her dress, up to the tight curls of her bush. I tugged on them, uncurled several of them, playing with her, making her buck and grind erotically.
I pushed my other hand in deeper, up into that gooey hole. She was ready and I was willing.
"Come on. Mrs. Hoag, straddle me."
"Yes, yes," she muttered frantically. "Stick your dick into me… fill my hot hole!"
She mounted me, grabbing my cock with both hands and pressing the head below the taut labes. Her hole caught me and then she sank down, every inch filling her.
"Ohhhhh! God, that feels good, you can't imagine…"
She began to bounce, slowly, up and down, lifting her cunt up the length of my shaft then dropping back down again, up and down, rhythmically, sensually. Her eyes were closed and she hung her head back, probably not even thinking about me, or caring who I was as long as I kept my long prick hard and let her ride it.
I glanced across and saw that Sheila and Judy were graduating to more esoteric stunts. Sheila was attempting to fist-fuck her friend and already had most of her hand and wrist up Judy's open, aching pussy.
"Oh! Oh! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Mrs. Hoag suddenly shouted at the top of her trembling lungs.
"Look. look," Judy whispered. "Look who's here, will you! It's Mrs. Hoag… and Mr. Eastman's fucking her good!"
"Hello, Mrs. Hoag," Sheila said. “That Mr. Eastman, he fucks real good, doesn't he?"
Mrs. Hoag, needless to say, ignored them. She was off on her own voluptuous journey, eyes clenched, nostrils flaring violently, grinding her teeth, wiggling her ass around me, the jaws of her pussy clenching, loosening, quivering all around my hard prick.
And then another visitor entered the room. I looked back and saw him standing in the hallway, eyes wide, fists clenched. It was Mr. Hoag.
"Helen!" he croaked. "Mr… Mr. Eastman! Gaaaa…" He backed out of sight. Mrs. Hoag saw him, trembled, then continued fucking. Her body flushed as her orgasm peaked. She sighed convulsively.
Suddenly, Mr. Hoag came running out of the kitchen, swinging a butcher knife.
"I'm going to kill you! Both of you!" he exclaimed, and ran for us, decapitation obviously on his mind.
I lifted Mrs. Hoag up, till my cock slithered out of her damp hole and dropped her on her pretty ass, right on the floor, blocking Mr. Hoag's attack and tripping him up. They rolled over together.
I quickly examined the situation, and I saw how limited were my options. Then I hurried into my bedroom, tossed the few things I had unpacked back into my suitcase, closed it, and started for the front door.
Mr. Hoag was up and about by then, though, and nearly caught me with that butcher knife. His wife was cowering on a couch in the living room. Sheila and Judy were still screwing on the floor, stoned out of their minds and not giving a shit about anything, I guess. I turned on my heels and ran for a side window, Mr. Hoag gave pursuit, but I was younger and faster.
I made it to my car and drove off into the sunset. And frankly. I think I was well out of it. 
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