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CHAPTER ONE


It still amazed Jeannette Delaney that she had actually had the nerve to leave her husband. Her father had left her mother when she had been quite a small child and she had always vowed that she would make her marriage work, no matter what. However, that hadn't turned out to be the case, she had tried and tried and tried but she hadn't been able to smooth things out with her husband, she knew deep in her heart that her own sexual frigidity was a lot to blame, was in fact the prime source of the anger and pain that her husband directed to her, but nothing she did seemed to work.
She had worked with a sex therapist for a while but even he hadn't been able to loosen her up and her husband's constant and brutal demands on her body had finally driven her out of his door. She had given in her resignation to the school where she taught and quite unbeknown to her husband she had written for another post at a school in Boulder, a small town near Denver.
She had waited patiently for their reply, enduring constant humiliation from her husband as she did so and finally she had received an answer from them. Her credentials were first rate and she had been accepted by the Board of Directors, a plane ticket was enclosed and she knew that the phase of her life with her husband was over.
She recalled her last night with Dennis, how he had come home drunk and she had realized that she had one last night to endure with him. It gave her a certain sense of satisfaction to know that she would never have to put up with his cruel, drunken ways again and somehow it hadn't been quite as difficult to endure his sexual attack. She had realized he was dead drunk from the moment she heard him fumbling with the door and he had grabbed her cruelly almost the moment he had entered the house.
"Come on baby, let's fuck," he had growled drunkenly, "I've been thinking about it for hours."
"Please Dennis," she had begged, "not now," but her pleas were to no avail, the drunken man wanted her and she knew that it was no use struggling with him, when he was in this kind of a mood she had to give in to him, it was all she could do.
She recalled now how he had grabbed her and carried her into the bedroom, throwing her on the bed savagely, tearing at her clothes as he did so. Suddenly she recalled she was naked and Dennis was tearing at his own clothes, muttering wildly as he did so, "you bitch, I'm going to fuck you when I want."
Remember, she had told herself over and over again inwardly, this is the last time, the very last time, tomorrow you'll be on the plane and it will all be over.
Then Dennis was by the bed, his massively throbbing cock standing proudly up like a truncheon against his hairy abdomen; then, without warning he was on top of her, clamping her to the bed with one heavily muscled arm. His greedy mouth had clamped down onto hers as he tried to pry open wide her legs with his knees.
"Come on you bitch, get those legs opened," he had growled.
Jeannette was desperate as she flailed her head from side to side to escape his cruel grasping hands, her short brown curly hair bobbing on the pillow as she groaned and sobbed, trying madly to remember that it was almost all over.
She felt her husband spread her smooth, white thighs even farther apart with his knees and ground his pelvis hard into her squirming defenselessly naked loins. The hollows of her buttocks jerked spasmodically, as he reached down between their two bodies to grasp his heatedly pulsating cock. He worked the blood-inflated head of his rigid shaft up and down the hot length of the narrow, hair-lined furrow until he found the snug little opening to her wetly cringing cunt. Ramming his long hard penis forward with all the strength of his back and legs, he drove his massive length into her tender pussy passage with one mercilessly vicious lunge.
Jeannette wilted before his attack, wailing in pain, her tormented body wildly thrashing on the bed, her flaring young hips jerking futilely back onto the soft mattress. All her efforts were useless; she was impaled on his hardened rod of flesh, impaled like a biologist's specimen on a display card, her legs flailing wildly out in her effort to escape.
His rock hard shaft of lust-filled maleness battered deeper into her warmly yielding flesh until his hair-covered loins crashed into hers with a resoundingly painful slap. Only a little white stretch of his cock showed above her hideously stretched cuntal lips, as he held it there, completely submerged in the secret recesses of her quivering belly, the warm; wet walls of her unwilling cunt tightly clasped around the great length and breadth of his phallus.
Dennis didn't wait. He didn't even give her a chance to adjust to the presence of his giant, hotly throbbing cock buried to the hilt in her pussy. He just began to fuck, ramming in and out of her widely stretched pussy like some feral, rutting animal, his only lustful thought to shoot his hot sticky load of impatiently churning semen deep up inside her soft-white belly where it belonged. After all, she was his wife!
He immediately began to pound into her with long, vicious strokes, closing his mind to her weeping as she sobbed in unbearable humiliation before his relentlessly pistoning shaft. He slid his hands down her wildly flailing body, shoving them under the backs of her thighs, pushing them up and back until her knees pressed into the mattress over her shoulders and she was rolled into a tight fleshy ball of anguished servility. Jeannette groaned over and over again as he maniacally fucked into the wide-spread split between her legs that was now completely open to his desire. His grinding groin smacked hard against her helplessly exposed vagina until he could hear the wet thud of his loins against hers. His shoulders propped against the backs of her shapely firm calves held her in the defenseless position as he savagely pummeled her.
"Oh Dennis, Dennis you can't. Nooooooooo!" she wailed piteously beneath him.
"Shut up bitch and move it, move your ass," he growled.
Reaching underneath her writhing body, he drove his hands under the full, white cheeks of her buttocks and cupped them tightly kneading at the softly warm flesh, pulling the globes far apart to emphasize with pain his cruel command.
"Please Dennis, you're killing me," she sobbed.
"Shut up and move your cunt," he commanded, painfully squeezing her fleshy ass cheeks.
Jeannette sobbed and commenced a jerky, unwilling rotation of her hips up against his riveting cock to escape the unbearable pain of his fingernails cutting into her flesh. Long red marks followed the paths of his punishing fingers, and her misery and subjugation grew proportionately with his sayage lust.
His long, hard strokes beat into her wet, tightly clasping passage. With each out-thrust, he withdrew his rigid hardness until only the lust-swollen head remained just inside her tortured cunt, then lunged forward with animal strength until his sperm-bloated balls banged into her wide-split anal crack. She groaned helplessly as her nakedly exposed vagina was plundered in his bestial onslaught, her ripe, young body driven back with each jackhammer thrust. Her arms were pinned to her sides by her updrawn legs, and she could feel the monstrous cock head heatedly slipping up and down inside her aching cunt.
Dennis suddenly speeded his penetration of her defenseless little pussy, riddling into her without thought of mercy or of her own pleasure. The sound of his deep animal-like grunts with her pitiful moans filled the room, mingling with the noise of flesh slapping against flesh and the moist sound of his pile-driving cock lancing in and out of her painfully burning cunt. Ignoring her cries of hurt and shame, he grasped and pinched at her supple young flesh beneath him. He wanted to possess and then destroy this frigid bitch who had never shown any willingness to fuck him back for all these months. Already distended by lust, his angrily pulsing cock swelled in the young wife's tight little pussy until he thought it would explode.
Lie plunged deep, deep up into her wildly quivering cunt, ramming mercilessly. Jeannette tried to hold back the squeal of pain, but she couldn't and she cried out again with each merciless thrust and whipped her legs in a vain effort to escape. It only made matters worse, for Dennis stroked harder and harder up within her, his steelhard battering flesh splitting her tightly yielding pussy as an axe would a log.
"Look, look you bitch," Dennis commanded. He raised his chest up slightly and she was forced to look down between her trembling young breasts to where his giant, ponderously throbbing penis violated her stretched vagina; she saw her pinkly puckered pussy lips slipping around his wetly glistening shaft as he rammed in and out – in and out.
"Ooooh, no, Dennis, please, please stop," she groaned. "I can't take all of you… you're hurting me… you're oh, God…"
Harder and faster Dennis went, a crazed bull without any feeling except for his wildly moving prick; his total commitment was to the fucking of a woman beneath him. Their genitals crashed together with lewdly responding slaps, colliding with sadistic repetition. Jeannette's stomach churned in repulsion and she waited in loathing for this brutal rape by her own husband to be concluded.
Dennis kept on drubbing in and out of her like some mad machine, like some rutting beast, as he felt the heatedly throbbing buildup inside his seething balls. There was a tickling at the base of his cock as he jammed into her tightly quivering cunt to the hilt, and he knew with a certainty now that he was about to cum. He rammed forward with all his energy, the full extent of his incited cock sunk cruelly far up into her tortured womb. Jeannette whimpered, a futile gesture which only seemed to excite Dennis more. He locked his mouth to hers as hotly impatient sperm began to rise in his body, and he crushed her firmly fleshed breasts to his chest and pushed her shoulders back. He forced his hands under the cheeks of her ass, pulling them up to meet him even more as his heavily-laden testicles screwed tightly down into the shadowy wide split crevice, of her buttocks.
Jeannette wailed loudly as she was plundered almost beyond endurance. He's mad. An insane rapist. He's going to kill me. Her arms were pinned down to her sides, and she could feel his monstrous, rigidly pulsing penis as it slid up and down her inflamed cuntal channel like a red-hot iron cudgel, could feel the savage beat of his testicles against her sweat-streaked inner thighs and the rush of cool air against her crevice every time he extracted his long, hard piston.
Dennis reached his explosion. Wildly, he thrust his tongue into her mouth again, and his mighty cock swelled with sudden hugeness as the sperm amassed inside it. Then he was groaning as he came. The white hot liquid shot into Jeannette like molten lava, spewing forth in giant fiery bursts, flooding the already overflowing cavern of her helplessly cringing pussy. Dennis skewered his young wife a few more times in an effort to milk his balls completely dry, and the enormous hardened shaft continued to send out never-ending rivers of cum until his pubic hair was matted and her upturned buttocks were saturated with the run-off.
Jeannette stared at him with tear-glazed, accusing eyes as the last hot dregs of sticky sperm spewed into her pussy, then he fell forward. His prick began to retreat, to grow limp, and he breathed deeply and with great satisfaction.
Jeannette lay still now, staring up at the ceiling, her tear-streaked face a contorted mass of pain. She knew that Dennis would fall asleep now, like an animal and that he would wake up in the morning, remembering what he had done and beg her to forgive him. It was always that way, she was fucked brutally by him when he was drunk and then like a lamb he would crawl to her to beg her forgiveness, but this time it would be too late, she would be gone, by the time he woke up in the morning she would be on an airplane to Colorado and he would have only a note on the kitchen table to remember her by, thank God! It was almost over.



CHAPTER TWO


The Henry Robbins School in Boulder wasn't quite what Jeannette had expected, it was far more permissive than the previous schools she'd taught in and it made Jeannette more than a little nervous to be confronted with her class every day. The girls were easy for her but the boys were something else, she was always having to deal with sexual innuendos and outrageous behavior, at first she had handled it by herself but more and more she had been sending boys to the Principal's office and she was becoming quite unpopular with them.
The Principal, Tom Packer, told her over and over again not to take the boys so seriously, they were only exercising their new-found freedom, he pleaded with her. Jeannette, however, was not so convinced, she was threatened by them and they knew it and it made her feel more than a little uncomfortable. On more than one occasion she had gotten the distinct feeling that the boys would lock her in the classroom one day and try to rape her, she always made sure that she wasn't alone with them.
The last school that Jeannette had taught in had been mostly female teachers with a sprinkling of men, most of whom were safely either old or married. The Henry Robbins School, however, was a different matter. There were only three other female teachers in the school besides Jeannette, the bulk of the staff being male, in fact the whole school had a strong male vibration, even the Principal Tom Packer was a bachelor and a handsome one at that!
Since Jeannette had been at the school however, she had been dating Jules Frank, he was a science master, also a bachelor and quite a catch. She had made it clear to him from their first date that he would have to go slowly, she didn't tell him about her husband, nor in fact that she was still married but she did indicate to him that she had been more than burned-out with male relationships and wanted to take her time getting to know him. Jules was getting impatient however, and in truth so was she. Although Dennis had fucked her so brutally and cruelly, she had been fucked and since arriving in Boulder she hadn't felt a man's penis inside of her, and much to her surprise she was beginning to feel horny, very horny. She had noticed of late how when she took a shower her nipples would harden and quiver excitedly from the contact with the towel, how her pussy would pulsate at times when she looked at Jules, she wasn't quite sure yet what she was going to do about it, but she knew that she would have to do something quite soon.
She looked at her watch now, it was almost seven o'clock, time for Jules to pick her up. They were going out to dinner and to a movie and they would have to jam if they were going to get everything into the evening they wanted to do, who knows, mused Jeannette, surprised herself that she was even thinking this way, who knows, perhaps tonight I'll give myself to Jules, he wants me so badly I know.

***

"That was a fabulous evening, Jules," Jeannette purred, a voice sounding slightly slurred from the drinks she had had over dinner, "would you like to come in and have a nightcap?"
Jules Frank felt his penis lurch in his pants at the thought of being inside Jeannette's house, this late at night, usually she left him at the door and he had to go home and take care of himself. Tonight, though, he had noticed a different gleam in her eyes, almost seductive and it surprised him after what she had told him when they had first met.
He wasn't a man to turn down such an offer though and immediately nodded his head enthusiastically, "love one Jeannette, fuel me up for the ride home," thinking wickedly to himself that hopefully he wouldn't be going back out in the cold again, not that night anyway!
Jeannette knew she was playing with fire, but she didn't care, she had a right to do whatever she wanted, she justified in her mind as she poured Jules a larger snifter of brandy, watching admiringly as he lit a fire in the hearth, and anyway he's my friend, why shouldn't he come into the house for a nightcap!
The two teachers sat quietly by the fire, drinking their brandy, both very aware of each other's presence, both thinking how nice it would be to be in each other's arms, yet neither of them daring to make the move. Suddenly, Jules realized that it was now or never and leaning over he placed a warmly loving kiss on his fellow teacher's lips.
Jeannette felt Jules' hot moist lips on hers and felt a little tingle of excitement run up and down her thigh, realizing that it was beginning again, would she be as frigid with Jules as she was with her husband. Suddenly the thought of her husband made her start and she pushed Jules away from her, her face registering the look of a frightened deer.
"What is it Jeannette," Jules asked quietly, "I want you, you know that and whoever hurt you before wasn't me, remember I'm someone else."
The frightened young teacher looked at Jules now and realized that she was being silly, he wasn't going to hurt her like her husband, he was a gentle, kind man. She rose now, taking Jules by the hand and with a womanly quality she had never known herself to have before she led him into the bedroom.
Jules was overjoyed, suddenly he felt close to his prize, close to the bet even that he had taken with the Principal that he would get the new teacher in bed before the month was out. He liked Jeannette, he liked her a lot, and he lusted after her body wildly, he could hardly believe that she was inviting him into her bedroom and he wondered whatever had made her change her mind – he didn't stop to think however, whatever it was, he would fuck her, by God he would fuck her that very night.
The pair of teachers began to undress slowly, hardly daring to look at each other until they were totally naked, Jules drew in his breath as he looked at the voluptuous body of the lovely woman standing before him realizing that he had been right all along, she was one hell of a woman. He knelt before her now, stroking her thighs, hearing her moan incessantly as he ran his tongue up and down her inner thigh. He picked her up then and gently laying her down on the bed, he parted her legs further, raising her knees a bit by placing her bare feet on top of his strong thighs. Through her toes, Jeannette could feel his rock hard penis and the bristly hairs of his pelvis. She tried to remove her foot, but he merely grasped her ankle and moved it up until the toes were actually resting on the wildly pulsating flesh of his mammoth penis itself.
Suddenly the beautiful young teacher jolted as she felt Jules' finger touch her vagina, his thumbs peeling back the inviting wetly red cavern of tender flesh and she heard her own breath start to come in ragged pants as the desire in her own body started to take over. She could feel his hands gently massaging her inner thighs as he spread her legs wider to a point where she was almost incapable of resisting, should she decide to suddenly change her mind. Then another jolt shot through her as his thumbs pressed against the expectant flesh and gently parted the tingling hair-lined lips. He slithered forward once again, his head abruptly bowed, and his hot hungry mouth fastened on her gently pulsating clitoris.
"Ahhhhhhhhh, no!" she said loudly, realizing suddenly the danger she was subjecting herself to.
Jules however paid no attention to Jeannette's cries, his mouth now had begun a gentle sucking motion on her outer cuntal lips, sucking them in and out in rhythm with the quick flickering of his tongue on her erect little clitoris.
"Stop it," Jeannette screamed, her brown curls bobbing frantically, "I've changed my mind, I don't want to do this."
Jeannette cringed now as Jules' hands massaged her quivering buttocks and quaking inner thighs. His lips – now hot and eager – were kissing and sucking her wetly cringing cunt. Sparks of unwanted delight were arching throughout the overly sensitive nerve ends up between her open thighs. Then, without warning, his tongue – hotly animated with a life all its own – shot like a hungry shark into the warmly wet cavern of her vagina. Down his probing tongue went, even deeper, until it was lodged like a small inquisitive penis fully inside her hollowed secret place.
"Aaaaagggggghhhhh, gaaaaaahhhh… Please, no," she writhed helplessly beneath him, "No, Jules, no, you can't do it. I don't want you to do it any more, please… please oh pulllll-eeeessssss…" The words spilled from her laxly open mouth even as her abdomen, with volition, rose in a wild eagerness to meet his voracious mouth.
Jules was grinning to himself knowing that he had got her going and knowing that he wasn't going to stop.
He pulled his mouth away and was delighted to hear her low moan of disappointment. He thought: I'm really going to turn her on now. And he laughed to himself, knowing she was going to be a very hot little piece before he got through with her. He decided to play her along. "I think, we'd better try that again," he grinned.
The heatedly aroused young teacher tried to sit upright, but his strongly dominating arms kept her pressed back against the bed. "No," she said, trying to gain control of her runaway emotions, "Jules, I've changed my mind, I told you that."
Jules merely smiled at his fellow teacher, tweaking her quiveringly erect clitoris, causing her to jump wildly. "I don't believe you," he smiled obscenely, as he bent his head forward again feasting his eyes on the ripe red lips of her vagina, framed so erotically with sparse, soft brown pubic hair. From her eagerly engorged clitoris, one droplet of hotly seeping vaginal juice glistened in the light; to Jules it was honey oozing from that sexually inflamed rosebud.
Jeannette moaned in mortal shame – feeling her own body betraying her – as Jules' tongue slowly and deliberately licked the soft brown curls of pubic hair aside to expose the seeping cavern leading to her innermost femaledom. She felt him breathe against her clitoris, and even the expulsion of his hot breath sent shooting tingles of ecstasy throughout her entire abdomen. Her voluptuous young body jerked automatically as once again the quivering tongue returned to her heatedly quivering vaginal opening. This time he was licking – like a thirsty animal lapping up sweet life-giving water – licking from her clitoris to her cringing anus. An agonized groan bubbled out of her lips. Valiantly, she made another half effort to escape him – knowing now that she was within seconds of losing all control. Never had she felt anything so wildly wicked, so wantonly wonderful as this, Dennis had never done anything like this to her, always fucking her quickly and brutally and leaving her quite unfulfilled.
"Please… Oh, God… Please stop… pulllll-eeze…" His long, hot probing tongue suddenly entered full-length into her aching pussy, and she screamed, "Ahhhhh…" The young teacher felt saliva bubble at the corners of her opened mouth, and she couldn't stop tossing back and forth. She wailed in desperate longing and unwilling passion as his tongue curled around her clitoris and his lips made lewd sucking noises at her primitively pulsating cuntal mouth. "Stop…" she said weakly, and she knew it was the last gasp of her dying decency. She felt his head shake and she knew it was all over.
Jeannette could hardly believe what was happening to her, she was being tongue fucked and eaten – yes, eaten alive.
Jules was forced to slip his hands under her buttocks when her wildly squirming pelvis kept slipping out of his mouth. He massaged the softly resilient cheeks of her ass as though he were kneading warm bread dough, then slipped one outstretched finger down the anal crevice and found the tiny quivering ring that would open her rectum. She jerked upward when the finger began making its resolute invasion, but the upward movement of her body only drove his tongue deeper into her hotly pulsing vaginal well. She cried out aloud, but her words were unintelligible. With one sudden, almost vicious movement, Jules' finger wormed into the tightly cringing little anus – going in as far as the middle knuckle.
"Gaaaaaaaggghshhh ohhhhhhh," she groaned. "Stop!" Jules' only answer was to make his tongue flicker like summer lightning across her blood-infused clitoris. He began moving his finger in and out of the squirming reluctant rectum.
Jeannette's mind was in a whirl, nothing mattered anymore to her except that deliciously fucking tongue bringing her to what she knew was going to be her first climax. Jules' tongue was a passport to a land of wild uninhibited passion and pleasure never before entered by her body and she wanted it.
The wantonly writhing teacher was only vaguely aware when Jules, without removing his mouth, drew her legs up and around his neck. Jeannette's buttocks clenched beneath his touch, and she cried out deliriously when a second finger joined the first in her rectum. When they were pulled out, she groaned in disappointment until, abruptly, she felt his tongue leaving her vagina and seek out the now slightly stretched little cavern. She screamed in uncontrollable rapture as his tongue licked sensuously against the tightly puckered little ring and then pushed its way in. The hedonistic pleasure was a runaway forest fire flaming through her! She could feel it roaring up the hills and canyons of her quaking flesh until suddenly, without warning, it crowned in one raging inferno of sexual bliss.
"Don't… do… that…" she cried, giving lie to her words by spreading her legs further apart and lifting her hotly aroused pelvis so he could get in deeper. The sound of her own lust-constricted voice brought tears to her eyes, for she realized that this was total degradation. For the first time in her life she had lost control of her traitorous body. Oh, God, nothing – nothing ever had been like this wildly plunging tongue that aroused her to this passion peak of willing subservience. And, finally, she fell back no longer fighting anything he did to her – made completely helpless by her own lust-incited body.
Jules changed tactics as he suddenly felt the fight go out of his fellow teacher. He began licking again – knowing, even if she didn't – that her hotly clutching and strangely clenching pussy was getting close to a shattering orgasm. He licked on and on – moving from clitoris to anus – deliberately touching at every spot where he knew there was a nerve ending.
Jeannette lay there feeling pleasure wash over her like a warm roaring tide, and her woman's body began crying out for fulfillment. She wondered dimly if it were possible to reach a climax this way. Then, barely conscious, her wildly squirming hips swivelled out of control grinding her hungrily clasping vagina harder and harder up into his eager face.
And then she felt it. She knew it was coming – that the gates to the wild untamed land so long denied her were swinging open. She had no idea what it would be like in that other country; she waited breathlessly as the approach appeared. Now, with Jules' fevered mouth clamped on her throbbing little clitoris, she began experiencing the first flush of her overpowering climax. Her vaginal walls began automatically squeezing, cervix dipping and rising in time to music only it could hear, clitoris shorting out in a blaze of fiery sparks! Even her rectum clenched and unclenched rapidly in a wild rhythm of its own.
Jules heard loud mewls of pleasure break out her wetly parted lips, and her tautly quivering breasts reddened, mottled, then turned almost magenta as the staining blood pumped into them. Her abdomen whipped back and forth like an insane pile driver! He felt her hands reach down viciously in a lust-maddened attempt to shove his face, nose, tongue, teeth, eyebrows, mustache, head and all deep inside her voraciously churning loins.
She was there! She was there! "Ahhhhhh! Aaaaaahhhhh Ohhhhhhhhhhh… aiiiiieeeee, I'm cumming… I'm cummmminnnnnnnggg!" And then she was jerking helplessly up against his face, her body pumping up and down in wild and uncontrolled abandon as the cataclysmic orgasm ripped like a powerful earthquake through her entire being. She was only vaguely aware of his hands groping and reaching, teasing her breasts and rectum while his tongue continued its insanely beautiful licking at the desperately throbbing entrance to her very soul.
Half an eternity later, Jeannette heard Jules moaning in her ear, as he nibbled and breathed sensually into it, "I'm going to fuck you now."
And she heard her desperate, almost hysterical voice say, "No… no… you can't."
But Jules wasn't listening now, she was ready to be fucked and he knew it, her moistly quivering pussy was enough to tell him that she was ready, quickly then, before she could protest, Jules lifted and draped Jeannette's knees up across his shoulders and dropped between her open thighs. His savagely throbbing cock was impatient to begin the invasion of this promised land. His breath was coming hoarsely now, and he knew he could not deny his prick its well-earned reward any longer. He pressed forward. The head of his cock touched the wetly fevered cuntal lips and her moan rose up to him. He let his throbbing shaft stay there for a moment, savoring the feeling of her soft resilient pubic hair against his aching glans. He pressed in, and felt the hardened rod of flesh slowly slip about an inch into her warmly cringing pussy.
"Oh, you're hurting, you're hurting," she moaned, "hurry up."
"As you say, ma'am," Jules grinned savagely, then he grunted and with one smooth stroke shoved it all the way in.
"Aaaaaaggghhhhh," she screamed, and the sound of her agony filled the little house. She was being split apart – torn asunder like a recalcitrant slave put between two draft horses. Her fingernails dug against his hairy chest and her legs splayed out wide in an effort to alleviate the pain. But it was no use. The white inexorable drill moved deeper into her defensively contracting belly. "No… stop! You're killing me…" And then Jeannette felt his hugely distended penis slam against her cervix and his testicles slap hard against her defenselessly upturned rectum. He was all the way into her; deeper by at least three inches than her husband had ever been. Her body was a sheet of red agonized flame – a flame that surged and swept upward like a fire storm with each pulsating beat of her tortured young vagina. Her breath was coming so hoarsely that she actually had to force words from her painfully contorted lips.
"Don't move it… Please." And then the tears began flowing… tears of pain and shame.
Jules knew he had let his emotions get the better of him. That one savage plunge into her helpless body was something he had not planned to do. He had wanted to take it easy – by stages – and bring her to a mewling chant of desire where she would beg… beg… beg!! He was afraid he might have injured her; he knew he had hurt her. She was so terribly tight, he hadn't realized she would be so tight!
Jeannette felt the cruel impalement up between her thighs, wanting desperately to have him take it out but afraid that the withdrawal would be as painful as the entry. She had never before in her life been so filled up there! It seemed as if her stomach was being stretched upward and outward from his instrument of maledom. And for the vagina itself; she knew beyond a doubt that it had ripped and was bleeding. She could even feel what she thought was blood trickling down the crevice between her buttocks. Had she looked, however, she would have realized – as the science teacher did – -that the viscous fluid came solely from the tortured walls of her vagina pouring out additional heated lubricant… a defensive slipperiness that would permit the sheath to accommodate the sword.
Jeannette took a deep shuddering breath, and Jules felt her abdominal muscles involuntarily pull upward with the expulsion of her breath. Her cervix dipped in reaction and scraped across the hotly throbbing head of his cock. He twitched. She moaned again. Then, miraculously, Jules felt her moistly warm vaginal lips themselves – tightly clasped like elastic around the end of his penis – move slightly.
The young teacher was not aware of her body responding automatically to the invasion. All she knew, for sure, was the pain seemed to be lessening a bit. She swallowed and her muscles relaxed to permit passage of the saliva from mouth to stomach. With the relaxation of these muscles, other tissues and tendons in the area of the cervix crept forward.
To Jules it was as though an expert massage artist were at work down there on the lust-sensitive head of his warmly surrounded prick. He twitched his cock, making it jerk upward inside her. This time, the only reaction from her was a brief grimace which might have been pain or something else. Now was the time, he thought. The bitch is ready for some real fucking, providing it's done gently at first.
Jules felt all her muscles suddenly tighten again as though she were attempting to protect herself from any feeling whatsoever.
"Relax," he crooned. "Just relax… I won't hurt you any more."
She sighed. "All… right. But please hurry. It still hurts."
Very very slowly, Jules began pulling back a bit. Her vaginal lips clung like a tight rubber band to the trunk of his penis – they seemed almost reluctant to let it leave. But Jules had no thoughts of leaving. He flexed the cheeks of his buttocks which caused his cock to throb in the tightly clinging passage. One flicker of pleasure crossed Jeannette's face. It was a momentary thing, but enough to let him know he was on the right track. When he had pulled about three inches of his long desire-hardened penis out of her wetly clasping pussy, he stopped. Then, slowly again… very slowly… he pushed it in, feeling it slip erotically through the warmly slickened walls of soft flesh.
Jeannette had felt him start to pull out and was surprised that there was no pain in the withdrawal. She felt his mammoth penis twitch and was pleased at the delight this one little motion brought her. She felt withdrawal stop and was surprised that the rebellious part of her mind was glad it wasn't being pulled out after all. Then she felt him move in again to the deepest depths of her womb and was delighted how very pleasurable it was. She could feel every muscular ridge on the thick trunk of his cock pressing out against the heatedly quivering walls of her vagina.
Within moments, he was slowly and tantalizingly pumping in and out of her. "No… ugh… you mustn't… Ugh… ugh…" She began, realizing that her pelvis was beginning to involuntarily elevate upward to meet him. God, her body was coming completely alive. She could suddenly feel everything, could feel the heat of his ears, as she clasped her knees against his head, could feel her nakedly exposed rectum throbbing in what she feared was expectation, could feel her breasts crying out for attention.
Now Jules began to rotate his hips, grinding his massively hardened penis deeper and deeper into her tight little cunt. He was not the least bit surprised to find an answering rotation movement coming from her. He had known the young teacher was beginning to heat up… in another minute or two, she would be ready for almost anything. Patiently, he rocked above her, stroking into her wetly clasping cunt with a long easy rhythm.
And then, in spite of her initial revulsion at being made love to by a man who was almost a stranger, Jeannette's mouth was beginning to open and close with passion. She no longer cared about anything but this long beautiful cock sawing into her as though she were a violin and it a bow – bringing with it a wild savage music she had never heard before. Gone were the thoughts of pride, or morals, of anything except the feeling… and a music older than Adam and Eve themselves.
With considerable surprise and pleasure, Jules suddenly felt her go wild beneath him. For a second, he thought she was cumming; then he realized that the cunt's motor had just been put into gear. It had only been idling before. Smiling triumphantly, he moved up higher on her body and without breaking his rhythm began nibbling at her breast.
"Agggghhhh," she moaned, feeling not only his hot lips on her sensitively aroused nipple but a new and even more wonderful sensation as his cock began really pressing against her clitoris. She dipped and revolved her pelvis hungrily keeping the clitoris in contact with his rigidly pistoning pole of flesh.
Jules, feeling the first vestiges of control leaving his body, began fucking into her with ever-increasing force. He lengthened the stroke, drawing his wildly throbbing cock almost all the way out before slamming it down home again. Faster and faster he worked. She met him each time. Her vaginal lips caressed his driving shaft as it went in – wetly sucked and massaged it as it came out. His scrotum was beginning to tighten – to swell – and he knew his time of release was coming close.
Jeannette's body was rocking from side to side now as she soared rapidly toward a pinnacle. Her head tossed back and forth like a buoy in a stormy sea and her breath whistled and rasped out of her in animal-like cries of passion. My God, she thought, I'm going to cum again. Never… never before had anything felt as wonderful as this. This man had mouthed her cunt until she was helpless with desire; he had made her reach a climax for the first time in her life! And now… and now! That gigantic wonderfully throbbing godhead was causing her senses to leave her. His huge penis had filled her with insane pleasure, and it was peaking… she was peaking! She fought her own climax; she didn't want it… because it would mean the end of it… he would leave her… he would pull his warm hardness out of her. And surprisingly, she began weeping. She was nothing more than a common slut! "Oh God!" she screamed.
Jules wanted her to cum first; he wasn't sure how close she was. Abruptly, he stopped.
"Don't stop now," she screamed.
Jules felt her wildly quivering cunt pulling and sucking desperately at his hardened cock. For Pete's sake, he thought, the hot crazy bitch was going to make him cum anyway… whether he moved or not! Quickly then, he withdrew his cock until only her thin hair-lined vaginal lips covered the head.
"Why are you stopping, go on," she pleaded.
"Beg me for it," he grinned obscenely.
"Do it to me," she groaned.
"Do what?" he commanded.
"Fuck me," she screamed. "Fuck me, please… fuck me, you bastard!" The sound of her own involuntary lewd expression caused the flames to leap even higher in her abdomen and she screamed again as she felt the cruel white submarine crash dive, sliding inexorably into the turbulent depths of her warm vaginal sea… "Ahhhhhhhhh, God…" she gasped, and the delight flowed over her in light waves of pleasure. Her legs quivered on either side of his thick shoulders and she reached up for his head, french-kissing him, sucking his tongue as though she was sucking voraciously on a cock. The bliss was unbearable. He slammed mercilessly into her vagina, and with the depths of each stroke she screamed from sheer lust and pleasure, sucking his tongue deep into her throat as though she wanted tongue and cock to meet midway in her body! She was close… coming closer… closer…
Jules moaned as he felt his own unbearable climax beginning deep within him. No amount of flexing ass muscles would keep this one away, he thought, and abruptly gave himself in to the overpowering sensation. He hammered his long rigid cudgel in and out as though it were a runaway pile driver, and then he felt the scalding heat as her vaginal walls began to seep the elixir that was the precursor to her climax. Beneath him, the young teacher's eyes suddenly widened in disbelief and her breath caught in her throat.
"I'm cumming," she shouted, "I'm cumming… Oh God… I'm… Yes… cummmg… Yes… Yes? Now… NOW… Aiiiiieeeeeee." Her nakedly voluptuous body twisted beneath him and then she was thrashing around, wantonly writhing with her mouth and cunt both sucking at him, while her vagina squirted its own white hot slipperiness around the impaling shaft.
Jules fucked her as if she would be the last fuck ever! He pounded into her, pinning the thrashing body to the bed, his breath coming in short hot gasps. The bitch continued to cum… she wouldn't stop. Her orgasm had been going on for at least a minute and still she thrashed and screamed. He dug deeper into the wetly quivering slit between her widespread legs, stretching it even wider. Then he was cumming! He felt the tortured pressure within his scrotum suddenly blow up and his seminal juices and cum roared down the subterranean tunnel of his cock to explode like a roman candle deep up into her wildly heaving belly. He fell forward against her breasts with an incredible feeling of delight and sensuality sweeping over him in a seismic wave of all consuming pleasure.
Jeannette felt the boiling white sperm pumping into her, and she worked vaginal muscles she had never known existed before to milk his penis in a desperate effort to consume every bit of every spurt. Her own orgasms were fading now, but her belly muscles still rippled and jumped from the unaccustomed delight and exertion.
The young teacher could hardly believe what was happening to her as she felt his sperm pump into her willing body, she had never felt this way with Dennis, never, it had all been over too quickly for her to climax and she had never understood the joys of sexual sharing. She had heard that it was terrific from other women but she herself had never known such bliss before, she felt as if she were flying through the air and almost as if she were the Goddess Diana herself riding her chariot for the Sun God.
Suddenly she realized that she had wasted years of her life being sexually frigid and it had taken this man to unleash her passion. She knew now that she was a woman, a real woman and that she had triumphed at long last, she would never deny herself this pleasure again.



CHAPTER THREE


Jeannette Delaney finally admitted to herself that she was an extreme romantic; after only having made love with Jules Frank once, she was already imagining being married to him, bearing his children, watching them grow old together. She knew that it was probably really foolish, that Jules didn't have any such thing in his mind but she couldn't help it, try as she may, her mind kept running around and around in circles and basically she realized that she was a one-man woman. Besides, Jules was such a fantastic lover, it was hard for her not to want to hold on to him, she could never imagine walking out of his door, not after the terrific fuck he had given her the previous evening.
She waited for him now, draped in a slinky old red silk velvet dress that she had inherited from her grandmother, one which was rather frumpy when her grandmother wore it but one which was extremely sexy on her now that she had altered it a little. She had had it in her closet for years and until today hadn't even thought to wear it or alter it, Jules however had been in her thoughts all day long and the idea of appearing slinky and sexy for him that evening occupied her mind most of the day.
She wanted to evoke him, to be the siren in his life and she wanted to make quite sure that he was a regular part of her existence, surely he wouldn't be able to resist her dressed this way!
She heard the doorbell ring and her heart quickened, running to the door she threw it open to be drawn up into his arms quickly and smothered with passionate kisses.
"Oh baby," he groaned, "I've been thinking about you all day long, I played a terrible game of soccer, I just couldn't get you out of my mind."
Jeannette laughed, delighted to hear that he was as much drawn to her as she was to him, it certainly made things easier, she couldn't bear the thought of not being able to make love with him.
"I've been thinking about you too," grinned Jeannette lewdly, feeling Jules' cock grinding into her near-naked body.
"Baby, let's fuck, I can't wait," Jules groaned, lifting the willing woman up off her feet and carrying her immediately into the bedroom.
Jeannette looked up at her lover from bed, feeling a great wave of tenderness well up within her as she gazed up at him, his broad shoulders, his craggy handsome face… and the beautiful penis she knew was buried beneath his pants, she loved all of him!
She wanted that penis. She wanted to kiss it – to pay homage to it. Never before had she desired the taste of one, but then never before had one brought her such sweet rapture.
"Darling I want you," she purred seductively, slipping her dress off her shoulders to reveal her tautly upthrust breasts, her ruby-red nipples springing to immediate hardness.
"Mmmmmmmm," groaned Jules drinking in her sensual beauty as he began to unbutton his shirt and then unzip his pants, pulling them off his body at the same time as he pulled his jockey shorts, revealing his hardened rod of flesh pulsating eagerly.
Jeannette stared now at Jules' cock. Oh God! It was so thickly rigid, she wanted it so badly and suddenly she knew what she really wanted more than anything else in the world, "Jules I want to kiss your penis," she moaned.
Jules' laugh rumbled out, "oh baby yes, YESSSSS," he shouted.
Slowly and seductively Jeannette reached up and touched the science master's cock, feeling every powerful ridge beneath the taut skin. Her eyes feasted hungrily upon it; she was beginning to understand many things. This, she thought, was the real staff of life. Her eyes were hazy – "smoky" – coming from the fires that were being kindled within her and the sight of the huge throbbing God's head already oozing love from the eye of the glans.
She licked her lips in anticipation, then cupped the lust-bloated sac of sperm, evaluating it. Her lips kissed the underside of the velvety moist head and Jules quivered like a powerful stallion at bay. Then her tongue lashed out, making circles around the entire head of the cock. Her own body reacted and she trembled with a suppressed power. Sighing with pleasure, she opened her mouth wide and accepted the strongly pulsing penis. She began to suck on it, gentle little milking motions that came from an instinctive knowledge older than time itself. She thrilled to the residual taste of Jules' cock like nothing had ever given her pleasure in her life before, feeling that somehow she were completing a circle of life as she took his hot, excitedly throbbing cock deep within the soft, wet folds of her cheeks.
Jules' hands dropped to Jeannette's wet hair and pulled her face even closer to him. She began running her tongue along the sensitive underside of his lust-hardened shaft and the sensations were causing great thunderheads to build up in his belly. "Suck it," he panted, "Suck it, Jeannette." He lifted his right leg and placed his knee on the pillow alongside her head. A second later, he was straddling her breasts and kneeling above her face. He began violently jerking his loins forward at her beautiful face intent in the motion of fucking.
Jeannette cupped his rock-hard buttocks in the palms of her hands. She liked him in this position; it gave her a masochistic pleasure to know that she was almost incapable of moving her head in any direction now except up and down on that vibrantly wonderful penis. She slavered up and down, instinct telling her to use her tongue and teeth against the spongy head.
Jules slowly moved his pelvis back and forth so that her wetly ovalled lips – like the voracious lips of a hot, hairless vagina – slid along the trunk. God, he thought in wonderment, nothing had ever felt this good before! She obviously was inexperienced in this type of thing, but the maddening heat of her tightly compressed mouth and the way she used her tongue was absolutely fantastic! He'd had blow jobs before from women; some of them had been masters at it, and with them he hadn't cared enough to want to know where they had learned the art or who had taught them. With them, the act had been a grotesque parody of sexual intercourse. With this innocent young teacher, though, it was something else – something of a greater dimension. He knew he was going to cum soon, already his boiling cauldron of semen was beginning to seek avenues of escape. He put both hands on his hips and straightened his shoulders so he could look straight down into her face as he sawed in and out of her mouth. Her wetly ovalled lips contrasted with the blood-infused fleshy shaft which pumped into her. Her hungry mouth was so tight around his cock that the flesh of her sucking lips were pulled out like the hot opening of a volcanic crater – each time he made a withdrawal.
Jeannette, lost in a frenzy of delight, was only vaguely aware of his saying, "Better stop, or I'm going to cum." She merely sucked harder. She wanted to taste his sperm; she wanted the boiling eruption in her mouth! Yet..? What would he think about her? Reluctantly, she unfastened her lips from around his desire-throbbing cock. When she looked up at him, Jules seemed twenty feet tall – staring down at her as though his head were somewhere near the ceiling. He was breathing rapidly, and she could see his stomach muscles quivering as he fought for control. She swallowed and forced herself to say, "Do you want to cum in my mouth?"
Jules fought a battle within himself. Yes, he wanted to cum in that wonderful mouth, but… at the same time… he wanted to fuck her. Maybe, if she were willing later tonight, they'd get around to other ways. Right now, though, there was one thing he wanted more than any other.
"I want to fuck you," he said firmly. "Fuck your tight little cunt!"
"Oh, my darling… Yes! Then do it now…" Jeannette was amazed that the term of endearment was coming from her lips. She abruptly realized there was an unfulfilled feeling down in her heatedly pulsating vagina; that the feeling of hunger rapidly swept away all other desire. She wanted him inside her; she wanted him to be a part of her – and her to be a part of him. Joined in fucking. "Now… do it… now… Fuck me, Jules," she repeated, and opened her legs wide to receive him.
Jules put his hands beneath her knees and pushed them back until they were against the pillow. Her tight defenseless pussy was revealed beneath him; the outer lips a darker than normal color from her intense excitement, the inner lips pumping out a viscous lubricant, and the little glistening clitoris engorged with blood and ready… ready… ready…
Jules put the mushroomed head of his massively throbbing cock against the parted and ready lips of her moistened vagina. He pushed forward, and the beating head parted the sparse wet curls of pubic hair and slipped easily down through the two sets of tightly clasping cuntal lips.
"Oooooooohhhhh," she crooned, and her eyelids flickered in rapture.
"You like that?" he asked, not really needing assurance, but wanting to hear her say it.
"Oh God… yes… It's beautiful."
Jules pushed in a bit further; he knew he had to take this in easy stages for the position was one which would permit him to go at least two inches deeper into her. Too rapid an entry would result in pain or injury. When he had gotten about three inches inside her, he began slow withdrawal movements coupled with tiny, controlled jerking of his cock. He felt a responding twitch from her warmly surrounding vaginal walls.
"Ahhhhhhh…" she panted, and tried to rock back and forth on the hardened spear stuck up between her thighs.
Jeannette could feel his scrotum teasingly brush against her naked, uplifted buttocks, and she reached down and around to fondle his balls with a fevered joyousness. Jules began moving in and out, and she was sure she had taken all he had. She could feel the insistent head of his maledom pressing against the cervix, knocking at the door to her womb. The shaft – like hard iron and soft feather – rubbed the sensitive inside of her vagina.
"Oooooooohhhhhhh," she wailed, for now he was going deeper. "You're hurting…" she began, but then she felt his pubic hair tickling the backs of her thighs and knew that he was in as far as he could go. Joyously, she realized she had taken all of him; they were a perfect fit!
Now his movements became masterful; she could feel him in complete command of the situation, and so she lay there eagerly grinding her buttocks around in tiny teasing circles, as he pounded in and out of her quivering young body.
Her entire belly was afire as her mind screamed out its insane delight. Nothing had ever been so wonderful, so wild and free. She knew she had become a woman! She was really being fucked and she was responding as a woman – a hot, tempestuous woman, full of fire for the man she loved! She didn't even wonder about her use of the alien phrase "the man she loved".
Jules was aware that she was approaching another explosive orgasm. Her voluptuous body was fighting… him down there; it was as if he had hooked into a mighty game fish that was attempting to dislodge the hook. Her pelvis jerked and revolved madly, but there wasn't much she could do because of the position. It was then that Jules decided to hold back his own climax and see just how much he could do for her.
He clamped down on his sphincter muscles and began pounding into her with a demonic fury, screwing his long hard cock even harder and deeper into her wantonly writhing cunt until it seemed her battered cervix would be dislodged. Her hot passageways screamed for more, and the powerful interior muscles of her vagina clasped his pounding shaft like the tentacles of a starving octopus. Her anus clenched and unclenched as though it wanted to bite his sperm bloated balls as they slapped down in a ceaseless drumbeat of heavy lust against her upturned buttocks.
Jeannette tossed her head from side to side, her mouth laxly open and her eyes focused in disbelief at her own knees rocking above her head. "Ohhhhh… ohhhhh," she said, with each shove of his thickly pounding cock into her. It was a chant, a liturgy of love, a song whose tempo speeded up as she felt her body taking over. "Ohhhh… oooohhhh… oooohhhh… Ahhhh?"
Suddenly, Jeannette punched her pelvis up with almost super-human strength, and her legs splayed out until it seemed as if she was splitting herself right down the middle. The scream of delight bubbled out of her mouth. "I'm cumming… AaaaaaaIIIIIIIIeeeeeeee… Yes, cummmmmiiinnnnng darling!" She abandonedly grovelled beneath him, and her fingernails dug long bloody furrows down his back. Then she fell back lifeless on the mattress.
Jules slowed his pace to the point where he merely bobbed in and out of her like the soft surging of the tide. He knew he could bring her on again by continuing this gentle movement, and so he bided his time. A slow movement in, gentle partial withdrawal, slow in, pull out… slow in… pull out…
From somewhere way out beyond the furthermost planet of her emotional solar system, Jeannette's errant mind began returning to her body. The wild storm that had arced through the heavens of her nerves had moved on; now there was only the sensual, almost hypnotic movement in and out of her grateful vagina.
Jules was aware of the returning sensations in her young body. Knowing she would soon be cramped by her present position, he released her captive legs and pulled them down alongside her hips. She immediately lifted her knees and wrapped her long tapered legs around his thighs. Her knees pressed in tightly against and partially around his buttocks.
She was groaning – not a sound of pain, but of guttural wonderment – and the sound spewed from her throat. The sexually delirious teacher couldn't believe what was happening to her; she had reached some beautifully high, wind-swept plateau – a land of pure sensation! She was cumming again. She reached up for his head and pulled his face down to her. Passionately, she kissed him, grinding her tongue into his mouth… and then she whispered, "I'm cumming."
This time her climax was different – just as powerful and strong, but more controlled. She found she could manage it – bring it along – play it and make it peak like a musical piece. But, only seconds later, she discovered that in reality his hotly moving cock was the baton – that he was conducting the symphony of sensation – and she was only a player following directions.
"Oooooooh, God, ooooooooh, God! So wonderful so gooooooood!" she sang, feeling unwanted tears welling up in her eyes. She wrapped her arms and legs tightly around him, and pulled his hairy chest down into the softly throbbing pillows of her ripe breasts. She discovered that pulling him down against her this way caused his penis to ride higher against her clitoris… and a wild wantoness was on her again… "I'm cumming… again…" she whimpered, and her body thrashed under him.
Jules knew that in spite of all his control he was nearing the end of his efforts. His balls had begun to throb painfully, and suppressed excitement had swollen his cock until it felt as though the opening in the head was large enough to take a pencil.
"I'm cumming…" she screamed for the second time in less than twenty seconds, and her body jerked and twisted as though she were in the throes of a huge, uncontrollable, religious seizure. Her face was contorted in lust, and her mouth opened and closed ceaselessly as her nostrils flared like an untamed wildly bucking animal's.
It's time, Jules thought! He plunged up and up, deeper and deeper into the warmly clasping cuntal caverns beneath him. He let the sensations flow up his thickly pulsating column of flesh where they spread out through the scrotum and overflowed into his churning belly.
Jeannette's forehead, face, and shoulders glistened with the sheen of sweat. Her breasts felt as if they were balloons being pumped full of hot scented air, and her vagina and uterus felt as if they were being stuffed with electric eels, all throwing off electric charges… and wiggling up deeper, ever deeper, into her innermost femaledom. She knew instinctively that each preceding orgasm had been like a higher step on a high diving board, that she had reached the top, and now there was a swan dive to be made into the warm waters of oblivion. There was nothing that could stop her from making the dive, and Jules was suddenly fucking her like a mad man as he sought to join her downward flight.
"Cum with me, Jules… cum…" she pleaded. "Cum with me… cum in me…" She wanted him to make the dive with her; she was giving herself completely to him. No man had ever had this from her before! It was a gift! "Cum darling… my darling… please cum…!"
And Jules, hearing the words, felt the dam gates slowly opening with him. He slithered his hands under the wildly pumping cheeks of her buttocks and cupped them tightly – pulling them toward him for greater access to her wide-open and pleading young cunt. He drove into her with all his strength – wanting to give her everything he had! He could feel the smooth, hotly clinging flesh of her cunt massaging and sucking at his jerking cock. He fucked into her hard, ramming every last inch into the hot willing hole down between her legs. A cry started within her, and at first it sounded like the low moan of the arctic winds blowing across the poles; the sound grew in intensity until it was the shriek of a typhoon levelling everything before it.
"Aaaiiieeeee… I'm cumming!" She screamed, and it was the cry of a hawk – an eagle-diving from great heights. Her smoky eyes stared, unseeing, at things beyond both of them. Her buttocks waved in wanton abandonment from side to side, screwing her wetly quivering cunt up and down on his pistoning cock.
Jeannette's wildly thrashing body triggered his own climax. He could feel the velvet explosion beginning somewhere around his spine. It spread rapidly to his balls. Jules increased the intensity of his strokes, feeling his scrotum swing like an iron wrecking ball against the trembling walls of her fleshy buttocks.
Then he was there! Its intensity frightened him for a moment. Then he let everything go. Her arms had him in a death-like grip, as he gasped into her open mouth. "I'm cumming…"
Her words were almost incomprehensible when she panted, "Cum in me… cum… dar-lee-nng."
Jules heard the whimpering moan from her and felt her knees flexing and unflexing powerfully back against his driving hips as she sought to assist him. With a low moan of ecstasy, he exploded inside her, and the white hot lava of his violently spewing cum erupted far up inside the pulsating depths of her womb.
His cock continued to spurt and throb for a long minute, then it gradually stilled. Deep inside her womb, he could feel her muscles loosening, the uterine walls deflating, the cervix returning to its normal position, and the vaginal lips twitching like the lips of a slowly dying fish.
Jules Frank sucked in his breath quietly, feeling the immense pleasure his fellow teacher had given him filling his whole body. He had fucked her on a bet but now he was in love with her, she captivated him, made him feel like he was the only man in the world for her, no other woman had ever given him this feeling of completeness within himself. He looked down now at her angelic face, surrounded by her soft brown curls, her darting green eyes covered by her eyelids and darling long-fringed lashes, her pert ruby red mouth relaxed in a smile as she obviously drifted within to the tune of her own ecstasy… but he had given her this joy and now suddenly he didn't want any of the other teachers to have her, oh God! He didn't want to share her after all!



CHAPTER FOUR


Jeannette Delaney was happier than she had been in years and she sang happily as she cleaned and tidied her house. It was the weekend again, a whole week of sensual bliss and splendour had been here in the arms of her new lover, Jules. Every day after school they had met secretly and wyled away the hours together. Jeannette was a little disappointed that Jules didn't want to be seen with her in public, he felt it wasn't good for the school's image but she accepted his decision, happy at least to be with him!
Her brow darkened for a moment however as she thought of her class, several boys had been giving her a great deal of trouble lately and she was almost ready to go to the Principal about them, in fact she had even threatened to do so. The alarm on Rick Davis' face however had been enough to change her mind, she didn't want to traumatise her class so soon into the school year, yet on the other hand she felt that she was being dominated by this particular gang of boys, and a gang they certainly were. More than once she had seen them congregated in the school yard during recess and it seemed to her then, that the rest of the school was afraid of them.
The beautiful teacher pushed them out of her mind however, she didn't want to think ugly thoughts, she just wanted to think about Jules. He was coming over for dinner and she wanted the house to look especially attractive for him.
Suddenly Jeannette stiffened, was she imagining it or was someone in the house, she listened intently, yes there it was again, someone was definitely in the house, they must have come in by the back door. The frightened young teacher quickly made her way to the front door but not before she was pounced on from behind, a large hand covered her mouth. "Keep your mouth shut baby, and you won't get hurt," she heard Rick Davis growl.
Jeannette tried to scream but she couldn't, then she tried biting on the young boy's hand, but that was impossible too, suddenly she realized that he wasn't alone and as he pulled her around to face the living room she saw not one but four boys staring lewdly at her and fear shot through her as she realised what they all wanted.
Rick Davis began to sneer now, slowly licking his lips with his long tongue as he stared at the voluptuous body of the beautiful teacher, "guess what we're here for, teach?" he snarled.
Jeannette tried to talk once again but still she couldn't, Rick's hand was clamped on her mouth too tightly.
"Let go of her mouth, she can't breathe," John Parks begged the older boy.
"Not unless she promises not to scream," sneered Rick.
The frightened teacher nodded her head frantically, she wouldn't scream, she didn't want to anger them, she had no idea what they would do to her if she did.
Slowly Rick Davis removed his hand from her mouth and with one swift movement he reached out and grabbed her breast brazenly, "come on Rick," she heard Dick Boone say, "let's get on with it, my cock's harder than a spike already."
Jeannette's head swiveled frantically from one hardened face to the other, it was true they had really come to her house to fuck her.
"Come on baby, let's see your pussy," sneered Rick Davis, still massaging her breast roughly.
Jeannette shrank in terror from the lust-contorted faces of the boys in front of her, this was a horror she had never reckoned with that they would have the nerve to come to her house and attack her, she was trembling so violently that her legs hardly supported her and she swayed, but was caught immediately by Rick, his arms enfolding her.
"We'll help you Mrs. Delaney," John Parks grinned lewdly, starting to tug at her blouse with one hand whilst Dick Boone unzipped her skirt.
The frightened teacher's head began to swim, she felt a sense of uselessness sweep over her and she suddenly realized that she was trapped in a situation and it wouldn't be resolved until she had given herself to each and every one of them, they all wanted to fuck her, it was obvious to her now!
"What do you want me to do," she stammered.
"Strip!" Dick Boone commanded.
"In front of everyone?" she whispered.
"Every last bit of your clothing and in front of all of us," Rick Davis grinned lewdly.
Her blouse and skirt were on the floor now and reaching behind her back, Jeannette unhooked her brassiere until her white, firmly quivering breasts were naked and in full view of the boys. They sucked in their breath loudly and suddenly Jeannette started to tremble as she slipped her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and peeled them down over her full rounded hips. Her brown triangle of softly curling pubic hair exposed to their lust-dazed young eyes, bringing another round of excited gasps. She stood there, trembling in fear, feeling more obscenely naked than ever before in her life.
"Hot damn," groaned John Parks, "I can see her pussy lips and everything. Jesus, she's a fine piece of fucking tail, Rick."
"You're going to see a lot more of her than just this," sneered Rick, "alright baby, lie down on the floor and spread your legs, we want to see all of your pretty pussy. Ahhhh…"
Resigned and fearful, knowing full well she couldn't escape from all four of them without being brutally beaten, the frightened teacher did as she was told, her stomach rippling with a queer combination of fear and surprisingly, excitement! There was something so terrible and wretched about exposing her shamefully naked body before all these young boys, that it was almost exciting.
"Open those thighs wider," Rick commanded, "now put your finger in your cunt and play with yourself. I bet you do that all the time anyway," he snickered, "come on make your cunt all nice and hot while we watch you."
The mortally terrified young teacher now traced her finger all the way down her trembling body, shuddering as her finger touched the exposed hard bud of her sensitive clitoris. A shock wave of sexual arousal rippled through her as her fingernail grazed the tender bud, and she shook with a momentarily uncontrollable throb of desire.
Rick Davis was breathing heavily now as he watched his teacher finger fucking herself and he rubbed his crotch with his hand to try to control the wild throbbings of his anxious cock. Slowly he began to unbuckle his pants, he couldn't wait any longer!
Jeannette gasped as through her lust she saw the giant blue-veined shaft and rich, blood heavy head of Rick Davis' cock – the cock which looked as though it was too huge and heavy for his thin body to support. He was going to fuck her in front of everyone and unconsciously she wored her cunt for his entrance, a new salaciousness taking over her dizzy, subjugated brain as she gazed upwards at the boy.
Rick lowered his muscular body down near her mouth until she could see every grain, every pore of his wildly gyrating penis in close-up, and he hissed menacingly at her: "Take my cock in your mouth, teach. Take my cock in your mouth, and suck me off!"
The young teacher let out a mewl of surprised rebellion, she couldn't do that! She just couldn't!
"Didn't you hear me, Goddamn it, you're going to do as you're told, you bitch! Now, put my cock in your fucking mouth!"
Jeannette tried to resist but it was no use, suddenly hands were pulling on her head and forcing her mouth towards the purple bulbous head of Rick's cock.
Jeannette stared at the lust-swollen head of Rick's eager young penis which glistened wetly with its thin sheen of lubrication. It seemed to her a symbol of everything despicable and sick in the world at that horrid moment. "Ohhhhhhh," she mewled in abject misery as she bent her head forward.
She kissed the tip of his purplish cock-head hesitantly, and tasted the pungent tang of strong male secretions. Wild tremors coursed through her. But instead of disgust and a feeling of nausea which she had thought she would experience, there were the same rippling spasms of subservient delight which she had felt last night when she had been sucking Jules' cock. Incredibly she had to admit the taste of his penis was actually pleasant to her. It was hard, yet fleshy and resilient, and gave her wetly trembling lips a peculiar feeling of warmth and desire as if the boy's long, fleshy hardness was some delicious stick of candy which she couldn't get enough of. Tentatively, still unsettled and fearful, Jeannette lavished her wet tongue along the whole glans, then brushed and grazed along the heatedly palpitating shaft from its wide underside to its coronal ridge. Then she was washing and playing and caressing with increased fervor with every lapping stroke.
The debased young teacher parted her moistly glistening lips and opened her fevered mouth, letting his penis slide along the full length of her tongue. Tiny drops of pearl-colored lubricating fluid seeping from the tip of his hotly throbbing cock, filling the cavern between her cheeks with its pungent, salty taste. Yes, she had been wrong! She had thought she'd hate to suck this vile, young cock, but now, forced to do it, she found the lewd forcible perversion shamefully exciting. Moaning faintly, Jeannette bobbed her head up and down along his pulsing penile shaft, feeling its spongy head hit the back of her throat. She moved so that she could continue to slide the fingers of one hand into the open wet slit of her clasping pussy, feeling her heated vaginal walls squeeze against her own probing finger, and she felt Rick start a slow undulation of his hips, sliding his long thick cock in and out of her tightly ovaled mouth in time to her own movements, his hands still viciously entwined in her hair.
Rick Davis grinned lewdly as he fucked his wildly throbbing cock into his terrified teacher's mouth, watching gloatingly as her lust-contorted face sucked and licked at his relentless shaft. His eyes feasted on her fingers fucking her own dilated cunt too, and her heaving ripe thighs, and then on the thick, pummeling shaft of his cock. She hungrily sucked his young penis like a wanton whore and, as blood seethed in his veins and his cum boiled in his balls, the young boy drove forward like a pile-driver. Sinking his pounding cock even further into the beautiful teacher's tender mouth, his pubic hair brushed the tip of her nose and his balls danced with slapping unison against her helplessly uptilted chin. He could feel that his orgasm was about ready to explode, and feverishly he sought for his release. "Shit… shit… shit, shit, shit…" he groaned.
And then the other boys saw something that in all their many lewd and perverted orgies, they'd never seen before! Rick suddenly jerked his cock out of Jeannette's hungrily clasping mouth and held his huge red glans about two inches from her lips.
"No, no, no, please," she mewled abjectly, her fingers wildly slipping inside her hair-lined cunt and her ovalled mouth gaping wide open. As if in answer, Rick Davis' penis began to spew hot, sticky white cum directly into the wet cavern of her mouth. She immediately opened it wider and thrust out her glistening lips in a lewd effort to drink his cum.
The thick, quick streams spurted from his cock hole like milk from a cow's teat, and Jeannette swallowed voraciously to keep up from being overflowed and losing a single precious drop of his hot, lust-incited fluid. Debauched and abused beyond repair, the young teacher desperately lifted her head off the floor, her pussy still a writhing and contracting fury of unquenchable desire which her fingers couldn't control or put out, and piteously she pleaded. "Please fuck me. Put your penis inside me. My cunt's on fire don't leave me like this. I beg you, fuck me!"
Rick Davis laughed lewdly and rolled to one side and sat up. "In due time I'll fuck you, you bitch when I feel you've earned it."
Her breathing came in short, hard gasps, and her glazed brain was filled with a starved and unsated passion, that was matched by her belly and loins aching in a seething unfilled lust.
"Me first, let me go first," John Parks groaned.
"No me," yelled Larry Heller for the first time, as if he had just come to life in the room.
Jeannette stared at the latest voice, Larry, oh he was such a quiet boy in class, she could hardly believe he was even part of this gang. She sighed resignedly, they were all going to fuck her at some time so it really didn't matter who went next. Her voluptuously naked body was one seething mass of animal-like passion. She was crying out for release, only dimly aware that she was cowering on the floor as the boys gleefully watched her shamefully writhing young cunt.
Tears of wretched humiliation poured from her tortured eyes. She had to have cock. Cock with a capital C. Cock deep inside her young womb.
She moaned in fatalistic anguish as Larry Haller came over her now, looking down on her misery and laughing.
Suddenly she felt his hands on her body and a deep, indescribably erotic jolt passed through her frayed nerves. Oh God, how debasing it was to have his hands roaming over her body and yet how her body was loving it!
Desire-driven flames rose higher around the pinkly glistening lips of Jeannette's cunt as she felt Larry's weight on top of her, and as he guided his thick hardened penis straight into her nakedly writhing pussy she heard herself give out a low, low moan. Then she felt his ramming shaft pierce her deeply boring hotly into the yielding softness of her sensually receptive belly, "Aaaagggh!" she cried out in animal delight!
Jeannette only had one maddened thought at that moment; she wanted him deeper, wanted him to burrow further into her hotly quivering cunt! She groaned and splayed her legs wide out on the floor to give the boy greater access. "Fuck me deeper," she cried.
As if in apology, Larry rammed his tongue in her mouth, and Jeannette sucked thirstily at his drooling saliva in wild frenzy. Her body was caught in a whirlpool of swirling lust as his jerking cock pistoned into her mercilessly. The brutal thuds of his young loins smacking into her lifted pelvis noisily, and she felt her long-delayed climax beginning… she was so close. As she bucked uncontrollably up against the youth, she felt his plunging cock stiffen without warning and spurt its white-hot liquid far into the hidden recesses of her tortured womb. Jeannette moaned in frustration, for he had cum too soon! He'd left her only a second away from her own orgasm, and she strained against his rapidly deflating cock, and cried out in anguish when he rolled away from her with a happy, satiated smile.
"Fuck me please, anyone," she groaned, "please fuck me."
Dick Boone threw himself forward and laying his rigidly pulsating penis between the valley of her ripely young full breasts he cupped his hands around their quivering mounds and pushed them together, trapping his throbbing hardness between their softness. Jeannette looked down her nose and watched her tightly held breasts, she felt it throb against the sensitive flesh, sending sheets of hot licking flame roaring down to the quivering slit of her hotly palpitating cunt.
"No! Fuck me, fuck me, please, please! Not there! Not there!"
Dick slid his blue-veined cock faster and faster between her straining breasts, ignoring her anguished pleas. Desperately he pumped faster and faster, ignoring the horror in the teacher's wild eyes. Then, his lust-heated cum spurted out in great hot sticky streams over her heaving young breasts, ran across her creamy white shoulders, splashed against her neck and chin, and sent flying droplets to cling to her cheeks, forehead and flaying hair.
"God!" she screamed at the top of her lungs, "I want a man in me! Now!" Her vagina was a steaming hot cavern that sucked and quivered hollowly on nothing. Her body was going to explode if someone didn't stuff his penis in her soon! She sobbed hysterically crying out for deliverance.
Rick Davis grinned lewdly, he could wait for another time, "Go get her Johnnie boy," he commanded, "fuck her like she wants."
Suddenly Jeannette felt a heavy body drop over her, and a beautiful cock being plunged into her belly. In urgent frenzy she locked her legs tightly around his back and jerked her hips up, gyrating wildly, holding the boy deep in the needing hole of her gripping vagina. John came quickly, his hot juice splashing her womb, and then she felt the cool rush of air against her fevered genitals as he left her. Oh God! Too fast!
Larry Haller leaped up again and rammed his wildly trembling cock deep into the writhing teacher's belly with a violent thrust.
"Ahhhh," Jeannette wailed as she felt his penis hit the top of her burning channel, crushing her cervix, making her writhe hot and delirious in a seldom-seen wantoness. "Yes, oh yes… fuck faster… fuck faster!"
The once naive, once virginal teacher strained desperately against his ramming prick; she bucked crazily, arching and rearing her white, wide-stretched ass like the insatiable bitch in heat that she was.
John Parks groaned and whined out a torrent of insensible words, rotating his thighs, splitting the walls of her milking hot vagina with each pounding stroke. Then, he too, gave a coarse cry as the glans hole at the tip of his blood swollen penis opened and began spewing hotly thick semen into her writhing belly, just as the others had. Pulsating geysers of sperm flooded through her loins, spurting from his wildly jerking cock buried in her churning, still unsatisfied cunt. Jeannette opened her dazed eyes as the youth removed his limp cock, and another young boy took his place almost without a pause.
Jeannette looked up to see that Dick Boone was on top of her once again, his prick slipping almost immediately into her overflowing, hot pussy as he did. Then holding her white, slippery thigh he bounced the kneeling girl up and down on his lust-hardened length of flesh, while she arched over his pumping body and spread her legs wide on either side. A different, more provocative view was presented. There was the up-tilted anus, the crevice of her cum-glistening vaginal slit, all wetly pink and nibbling at the virile young penis sawing upwards into the tender hair-fringed pussy.
Jeannette was moaning and groaning now, incapable of either controlling the boys or her own spasming need to find final release from her wild, spiraling excitement. When John Parks finally screamed out his release, her womb was once more filled with alien, strange seed that hit her inner belly with a savage, boiling cream, she dropped off of the boy and lay panting on the floor, her loins still twitching and jerking with unrequited lust.
"Please let me rest now," she groaned, in spite of the fact that she still felt unfulfilled. Suddenly Jeannette opened her eyes to see Rick Davis' monstrously pulsating penis pointing directly at her, then a shock rippled through her as her straining, defenseless little cunt felt the wetly trembling head of his mammoth prick graze her already sperm-drenched vaginal lips. The shock traveled from the base of her loins to the top of her skull, where it shattered and splintered in a shower of wanton abandonment. Her pussy jerked involuntarily forward to nibble hungrily at it, and nothing else existed in the world except the huge, fiery sword of hard flesh! She had to be filled in spite of what the boy might do to her. There was only the reality of his mighty young cock probing into her hotly steaming vaginal furrow, blindly searching for her little cuntal mouth, then suddenly Rick flicked his hips and forced his blood-filled cock brutally into the open lips of her rubbery flesh.
Jeannette threw her head wildly from side to side, "Ahhhhhggggg!" she screamed and desperately kicked her legs, trying to free her brutally impaled vagina. In her wild passion she'd overestimated herself, and she'd been right in her first, fearful reaction, Rick Davis' cock was too big for her pussy. "Nooooooo… noooooo," she sobbed hysterically, tears gushing from her swollen eyes, but her struggling protests and feeble resistance only brought more crushing thrusts from the boy. His massively heated cock plowed deeper through her soft flesh and smashed her inner organs into tiny tight balls that could not move. His penis seemed to be coming out her throat, out her mouth, curling around her brain!
Suddenly it stopped with an earth-shattering jolt as Rick thudded heavily against her white, defenselessly upturned buttocks, his inflated sperm-bloated balls smacking heavily into the wide-spread crevice, his huge cock imbedded to its hilt. The boy lay still for a moment while the stunned and wide-eyed teacher became adjusted to the huge presence of his shaft. He lewdly savored the way her pain-contorted face slowly relaxed, her tightly clenched teeth opening with a soft laugh sigh. Then, unable to control himself further, he began a slow revolving motion with his hips, as he ground his mammoth cock in and out of Jeannette's wet, tightly stretched cunt thrusting forward mercilessly to batter her pain-wracked body hard against the floor, expanding the still fearfully cringing hot walls of her vagina until her pussy fit around his penis like a well-tailored glove of flesh.
The tortured young teacher was only dimly aware that the other boys were closing in like a ring of predatory animals until she felt their many hands covering her body like a thousand tiny insects. Yet she couldn't think about them now as her hips started an unconscious response to the huge cock fucking her and to the thousand groping fingers and the mass of leering faces surrounding her.
"Ohhhh, yes, yes…" Jeannette crooned, "Oh God, yes. Fuck me like this…" She squirmed lewdly as their hands teased her voluptuous young flesh. Cocks were everywhere it seemed – she was a prisoner of them and the great flesh piston fucking into her hotly throbbing cunt.
"Oh don't stop, don't ever stop!" she grunted and she gyrated her thighs and buttocks faster in a vain attempt to match the poles of hardened flesh above her and in her. Then, unconsciously, her hands tightly grasped a couple of the wavering penises, and she started to stroke them hard and viciously in communal rhythm to the cock pummeling her wildly quivering vagina. She was no longer a naive young teacher, now she was a great morass of wanton female flesh, unable to think or breathe but only feel.
Suddenly she felt Rick's cock jerk once, then he too was grunting out his release of heated semen, shooting the hot, torrential flood of sperm deep up inside her. The load ricocheted wildly back against her battered cervix and flowed obscenely from her matted hair-lined cuntal lips to drip down between the crevice of her still uncontrollably convulsing buttocks. Other penises similarly exploded, bathing her in a shower of mixed semen as the lustful, virile young boys from her high school class, drenched her already sticky, wet flesh, her proud breasts and her passion-lined face with surges of hot, white gushing seed.
And Jeannette's long-sought wish came true, for the utter lewdness, the total rage of the brutal gang rape had finally been enough to trigger her own impending climax simultaneously with the boy's urgent releases. She screwed her tight young buttocks up hard against Rick Davis' wildly ejaculating penis. With a scream coming out her wide open, sperm glistening mouth, she felt her body burst into a flaming Roman-candle of orgasm. She screamed, her legs flailing the floor on either side of Rick's rampaging cock still fucking into her. Then her strength was gone and she collapsed as Rick slowly removed his limp penis from her semen-drenched pussy.
"You're the most insatiable fuck in the world baby," he groaned, "who else wants her."
Jeannette groaned now as yet another cock plunged into her, she couldn't see who it was anymore, her eyes were glazed with a lust that she couldn't remove and she knew that this was a way of life for her now. So long had she denied her true self that now it had been unleashed she wanted it to go on and on. She knew, deep in her heart that she should have been ashamed of her behavior and yet she knew she was not, she realized now that it didn't matter to her who fucked her, it was the feel of a cock inside of her insatiable pussy that mattered. She had thought she loved Jules with a passion deep and true and yet these boys had released a passion in her parallel to him.
She was a wanton whore, a woman who lived only for a nice juicy penis inside her pussy, she finally had to admit it to herself and she had the boys to thank, for they had truly revealed to her the nature of her being… she was a wanton whore!



CHAPTER FIVE


News travels very fast in a small town and before the afternoon was out, Jules Frank received the shattering news that his latest girlfriend had allowed four boys to fuck her, that was enough for him. He had at first taken Jeannette Delaney out on a dare from the Principal and the football coach but after the first date he had found that he had liked her a lot and nothing would induce him, from thereafter to discuss his private life with her.
Jules had lived in Boulder for a long time and he knew that when a new woman came to town she was fair game for the large number of bachelors that lived there. They all belonged to a club of sorts, called the "pussy swingers". Most girls, when they found out about the club went along with the rules, everyone got a little of everyone that way but Jules had been determined to keep Jeannette to himself.
Now, his heart hurt that she had even allowed the boys to fuck her, not even caring to find out the details from Jeannette herself, he decided that she was after all a whore, just like all the other women he'd known in his life, it was time to consult with his friend the Principal.
"She's fair game now, she's fair game I tell you," Tom Packer groaned, when he heard that some boys from the school had actually succeeded in getting into the new school teacher's pants. "Thought you could keep her for yourself didn't you Frank."
"I bet you she won't yield to you," Jules groaned.
"How much," Tom Packer grinned lewdly, knowing full well that he had the best track record in town.
"I bet you a weekend's skiing."
"Okay, you're on, look you cancel your date with her for tonight, then I'll call her and invite her over here for dinner. She surely won't suspect anything, after all I am the Principal of the school. I'll call you and Riley if I get to fuck her and maybe even get a piece of the action for yourselves," smiled Tom Packer, jubilant that he was at last going to get a crack at the beautiful young teacher.
Jules Frank hung up the telephone and immediately called Jeannette. She sounded tired and strained and he wasn't surprised, knowing what she had been up to earlier on in the day. She didn't even seem to mind when he cancelled their date. Everything seemed set, now it was up to the Principal. He was sad, sad and suddenly he felt rather old!

***

Jeannette Delaney sipped her drink quietly, she had been rather relieved when the Principal had called and invited her for dinner, telling her he was a gourmet cook and also that he was looking forward to spending a little free time with her. At this point in the game, Jeannette didn't care, the thought crossed her mind that the Principal would come on to her, but nothing seemed real to Jeannette anymore, nothing at all.
Dinner passed equally as quietly and in no time at all Jeannette was back by the fireside, sipping a liquor and talking softly to the Principal.
Tom Packer was thrilled, he was being very laid-back and charming but he had other plans in mind, hopefully it wouldn't be too long before he could put them into operation. Jeannette had had a fair amount to drink, a couple of cocktails before dinner, a whole bottle of wine with dinner and now she was on her second liquor, surely enough alcohol to knock any woman on her ass. Tom had done this a few times and it always succeeded!
The Principal moved over on the couch next to the sexy young teacher and lightly laid his hand on her thigh, he heard her draw in her breath sharply and wondered what she was going to do, he waited a while, but she did nothing.
Then he slipped his hand underneath her dress and edged up closer to her pulsating pussy mound, she was only wearing panties, a garter belt and nylons, so he could easily get his fingers underneath the crotchband of her panties, to probe searchingly for her tiny clitoris. The warmth of her faintly trembling loins was transmitted to his hand, as he found the little erectile bud and stroked it, gently. Jeannette murmured huskily, deep in her throat, "Oh that feels good… but… not… right… not supposed to…"
She extracted herself from his arms and drunkenly fell back against the couch, her legs spread wide apart. Moments later she became aware that Tom had pulled her dress and brassiere off and laid her down flat. Her hips were raised by a throw pillow and her long legs were splayed out when the Principal fell into position between them. He knelt at the end of the sofa, her marvelously warm legs draping prettily over his shoulders. Jeannette smiled drunkenly up at him from her slanted position.
Suddenly, without warning, she wanted to be fucked, and she reached out to the waistband of her panty-hose to remove them. He put out a warning hand, saying, "No leave them on for now. I want to unwrap you a little at a time."
"W-what," she said, a little puzzled.
"I want to lick your cunt through your panty-hose!"
Trembling with excitement now, the Principal dipped his head to Jeannette's widespread thighs. The thin nylon covering clearly outlined the warmly perfumed cuntal lips that nestled there. His wetly quivering tongue came out to touch her and the moistness of his tongue instantly absorbed into the thin material. Then, more boldly, he buried his tongue into it and began to lick hungrily over the nylon enshrouded spot that housed her little clitoris.
Even through her panty-hose, he felt it throb against his tongue. It was slowly rising, and through the dampness of the material, he could feel it hardening as though no barrier existed. Out of curiosity, he pulled back to look, and there under the cloth, he could see the exact outline of the little hooded phallus. He returned to his hungry licking, moving his tongue through the full length of her rapidly dampening slit, starting at the anus and pressuring upward to her now wildly throbbing clitoral bud.
Her vagina began to move in tiny desperate circles up against his mouth, and she began to gasp, her breath coming in short, chest-heaving spurts. A low mewling of pleasure bubbled constantly from her laxly open mouth. Then, she reached out to his head, tangling her fingers in his hair to help guide his tongue on her.
"Oh! Oh. Ohhh. OOOOOoooohhhh! That's it! Oh, my God! That's wonderful!" she breathed.
The material of her panty-hose was moist clear through now. Tom could feel the stickiness of his own hot saliva on the nylon making her loins slippery and moist. The effect was not lost on him. His cock had become painfully erect, its thick length spearing out against his trousers and shorts. He jerked his clothes off feverishly, then nakedly returned to his position.
Suddenly, her legs tightened around his head, trapping him there, momentarily, as she moaned aloud. "Oh… I can't wait – any longer!"
He raised his head from her wantonly writhing pelvis as she relaxed her thighs, lewdly splaying them to either side. He looked up her voluptuous young body past the dimpling little navel, through the "vee" of her firmly fleshed breasts to see her deep sparkling green eyes glazed with passion, her mouth working, her whole face a contorted mask of sexual ecstasy.
"Are you ready… for me to fuck you…?" he asked.
"Yes… no… take off my panty-hose, now, quick! Take 'em off!"
He stood to his feet, grabbed the waistband of the panty-hose and peeled them from her, reveling in the white, perfectly sculpted taper of her thighs and the softly rounded curves of her calves.
Carelessly, he tossed the hose aside and knelt swiftly between her nakedly spread legs once more. Her hair-ringed little cuntal mouth glistened wetly from the moistness of his saliva, and he could see the small, pink, inner petals peeping out between the thicker folds of the outer, fleshy lips showing the puffiness and slight discoloration of intense sexual arousal. "Oh, God!" he groaned.
She whispered dazed, "Do you like…?"
"I love it," he groaned as he buried his mouth in the succulently pulsating flesh of her femaleness, his tongue lashing out into the hot opening to taste her then, with frantic energy he used his long, agile tongue to bore deeply into her moistly heated pussy flesh. He sucked and nibbled, savoring the rare flavor of cunt. Christ! He had heard of things like this, but they were in books or they happened to other people… never to Tom Packer.
Dropping his head again to her impatiently waiting vagina he plunged his tongue deep into her. He swirled his tongue wildly in it, then heard her lust-constricted voice instructing him, "suck me darling… suck me… eat me."
Tom's mouth ovaled, his lips protruding slightly as he plastered his mouth to the pinkly glistening opening and began to suck, drawing in his breath in huge gulps as the heady aroma of her femaleness assaulted his senses. He felt the erotic shock of his licking in her body; she trembled and quivered, uncontrollably, and her mewls of pleasure were changed to full throated moans of sensually heated pleasure. God! This was wild… WILD! He was ecstatic! Rock-hard!
Then he became aware of her hands. The beautiful teacher's slim fingers had moved down on either side of his working mouth, and he felt her pull the fleshy, outer lips of her pussy apart, widening the moist gap fully to his hotly sucking lips. She was speaking again, of voluptuous rapture, coaching him, encouragingly.
"Put your lips… inside my vagina… as far as they'll go… and suck hard! Oh, suck hard… darling!"
He did! Tom puckered his lips and moved them in hard into the soft, satiny flesh of her dripping cuntal opening, attempting to thrust them in as far as they would go and began to suck with renewed effort, while wanton moans and squeals came incessantly from deep in her throat.
"Oh God! Aaaaaaaah! That's it darling! Eat me. Suck me! Suck me! Suck hard, darling! Ooooooooooohhhhh!"
"I want to fuck you baby," groaned Tom, "but I want to suck you first."
Jeannette laughed wildly now reaching out to stroke his heatedly throbbing shaft, "let's fuck on the floor," she groaned.
The Principal lay down now and the teacher positioned herself so that she was kneeling over him, upside down, her hot young loins above his face, her head directly over his aching, massively throbbing cock. He looked up into her wide-open pussy and clamping his mouth hard, he began nibbling so that his lips were thrust deep up into her. He sucked hard! Jesus!
The exquisite shock of her warmly wet lips as they slipped over the sensitive head of his cock caused him to flex his buttocks, to shove his hugely distended cock up toward her. He looked down the length of his body through the arch of her ripe young breasts hanging down to his stomach. The erect little nipples speared into his flesh, tantalizingly, as he saw his painfully aching penis disappearing into her mouth. The warm, moist cavern enfolded his cock… caressed him, but she did not suck on it. She only held it sheathed in her softly ovaled lips… saving him for later, when he would ram that hardened flesh to the hilt deep up in her tight little cunt… Christ!
With his mouth wetly plastered to her cuntal opening, he began to suck crazily, his cheeks hollowing with the pressure. Tom's lungs ached; his jaw felt cramped, but still he worked, slaving away, conscious that her frantic young loins were moving faster now, in lewdly lascivious circles, centering on his sucking ups, as her mewling moans and gasps of pure erotic pleasure echoed loudly in the room. He worked harder, sucking, stabbing, fucking and he absently realized that she was cumming.
Jeannette kneeled up, allowing Tom's thick cock to slide from her mouth, her hands moving to her breasts to stroke and knead, her fingers squeezing hard at the spiky, sensitive nipples. Then, her hands smoothed down over her tautly rippling stomach to the triangle at the "vee" of her thighs, to meet and hold the sensations there, clasping them to her, as the surf of her orgasm washed over her in wave after curling wave of ecstatic sexual release.
"Aaaaaaagggggghhhhhhhhh! Oh, God! That's it! I'm cumminggggggggggg!"
Then, she collapsed, falling limply forward on top of him, her head between his legs, his cock nestled throbbingly in the cleft between her full rounded breasts. As her orgasm subsided, she sighed, "Oh, oh, oh… ohhhhhh… good… good!"
Tom didn't waste a second. Deftly, he turned the young teacher onto her back, reversed himself, and knelt between her relaxed, wide-open thighs. She was still in the final throes of her orgasm, but he knew that with very little stimulation she would be able to cum again and again.
Jeannette sensed his intention, as he moved into position over her. Her sex and alcohol-glazed eyes opened slowly, and tried to focus on him. She smiled. "Oh, yes, lover… Oh, yesssss, darling. Now!!! Fuck me, lover!!! Fuck me hard!!!"
He reached down to make the coupling, guiding the lust-inflated head of his cock to the flowered open hole of her cunt. There was no need for foreplay or further stimulation. She was ready. He was ready. All there was for them was sensate flesh… hard cock and receptive cunt.
The panting principal could feel the moistly heated opening of her vagina throbbing with urgent need as his fingers guided his long hard penis straight into her pussy opening. The silken hair, wet from his sucking mouth, parted under the pressure from the bulbous head of his hardened flesh. Then, with one long, smooth stroke, he plunged his hips forward to ram his steel-hard lange of flesh deep, deep up into her belly, all the way to the cervix, fucking past it to lodge against the far back wall of her womb. She was so ready, so receptive… so fully lubricated that there was no resistance. His cock slid into her like a saber into a well-oiled scabbard, the smooth, moist walls of her cunt slipping warmly around his impatient flesh like a sheath.
"Ooooooooooooooohhhhhhhh!" she moaned, crooning in renewed ecstasy as he began to fuck into her with slow, deep strokes, and her whole insides flowered open to receive him, their fiery warmth transmitted to him through the moistly clasping walls of her cuntal passage. She began to murmur, almost incoherently, as her voluptuous young body began to move with his, countering… fucking back, her loins moving against him, her little strength apparent in the wildly gyrating pelvis that matched his every stroke.
"Ooooooooooooohhhhh, God, darling! OOOOOOooooohhhhh! That feels… so good! Oh God! Fuck harder! Fuck me harder! Oh, yes… hard! Like that! Deep and hard! Ram your cock in me! All the way in! I want your cock deep in my cunt! Fuck my cunt! Oh God! Fuck my cunt! Harder! Harder!" she chanted. It was a litany of wild, untamed lewdness! The lovely teacher was beautifully, crazily, drunk… and shamelessly aroused to the point of near insanity.
She whimpered in agonized anguish, her arms wrapped tightly about his neck, pulling him close to her. His lean, muscular body came down against her, crushing the mounding soft whiteness of her breasts between them.
Then, he felt her hands as they tightly dug into his buttocks. Using the strength of her arms to pull him deep into her, while her loins wantonly ground up against his massive cock in urgent need. Tom heard her moaning gasps come faster and shorter.
Under him, she groaned aloud, and her body convulsed, uncontrollably, as she suddenly came to another orgasm. She was loud and shrill. "Fuck me, haaaarrrrddddddd lover! I'm cumming… again! Aaaaaaaaagggghhhh! Ooooooooooh! Oooooooohhhhh!"
Tom kept plunging his long, hard cock deep into her wildly throbbing cunt as her orgasm continued, and she gasped for breath, wanting it to go on and on… forever!
"Don't stop… Oh darling… don't stop fucking me! Keep fucking – hard!" she whimpered, caught up in a sexual delirium that left her hopelessly mewling in ecstasy.
Jeannette's sensual young body jerked and nakedly writhed under him, and she moaned ceaselessly, her face contorted into a mask of erotic passion. Her mouth moved with spasmodic little tremblings, as her nostrils flared and eyes closed. Breath was harsh and dry in her throat as untamed, feral, animal-like desire seized and held her in its grip, her whole being caught up in the writhing coils of wild desire.
"Ooooooohhhhhh, God! Darling… do it to me! I've got to cum… again! Hurt me a little! Shove your finger… in my ass!" she cried up into the room, her voice unnatural, hoarse with passion.
The Principal was shocked momentarily by her words, her bizarre, yes, even lewd request, but he knew, almost instinctively that it was right. Some women liked this stimulation.
Without hesitation, he slid his hands under her wildly pumping buttocks, feeling them strong, yet pliant in the palms of his hands as he cupped them up to him tightly, raising them off the floor to obtain greater access to her open, demanding loins. Then, reaching under, he probed up between her buttocks, still continuing his pile-driving pummeling into the hot, liquid depths of her young cunt, to search for the secret, tightly puckered little hole that was hidden there. Tom stretched wide the crevice of her buttocks, searching with the tip of his middle finger for her anus, until he found it and circled it tantalizingly. He felt the uncontrollable tremors in her body… tremblings of eager anticipation.
"Shove it in! Shove your finger right up my asshole!" she screamed, her eyes rolling drunkenly in her head.
Warm, viscous droplets of moisture dribbled down from the widespread cleft of her soft, hair-lined pussy where his throbbing blood-engorged shaft was pistoning sleekly in and out of her. It moistened the tiny, puckered opening, supplying enough lubricant for his searching finger. Then, uncertainly, he pushed hard, feeling the elastic little orifice reluctantly stretching until, suddenly, the tiny tight anal ring opened up under pressure and the tip of his finger popped smoothly into the softly warm sponginess of her rectum. His finger slid into the hot, rubbery passage all the way up to the first knuckle. Jeannette's body jerked forward beneath him and she gasped with the shock of first pain.
"Oooooooh, God! That hurts good… lover!"
Tom thrust again, shoving it up to the second joint of his middle finger. She jerked her legs apart to wave, frantically in the air above them, her toes curling into the soles of her feet, while below, she squirmed her softly fleshed buttocks back and away from the sudden searing pain in her anus.
Grinding down into her with all the strength of his hips, back and thighs, Tom could feel the smooth, coral flesh of her cunt, clasping and unclasping like a fish-mouth around his thick cock. He fucked into her with all he had, straining to ram the last inch of plundering penis up into her wide-stretched cleft, raising a new wail of ecstatic pleasure from her as he maintained the same pounding rhythm with his finger that was sunk so deep up into her anal passage.
"Oh! Oh, oh. AAAAaaaaaaauuuuuggggghhhhh! God! Oh, God!" she grunted as he bored into her, fucking her in perfect cadence, between cock and finger, feeling the bloated sensitive head of his own throbbing penis as it slid past the finger lodged in her backside, only a thin wall of membrane separating them. Christ! It was beautiful.
Jeannette was lost in a morass of sexual sensations from the dual ravishment of her loins, a masochistic pleasure filling her from cock-stuffed cunt to the top of her brown head. Her hands worked on his buttocks, pulling him into her. Then they moved up his back, the nails digging deep into his naked flesh. Frantically, she urged him on, the fingernails like the rowel of a spur, a goad to even more rigorous fucking into her unsatisfied cunt. Gratefully she felt him begin to mercilessly pound into her wide-open and defenseless vagina.
Wet smacking noises resounded in the room with the twin jackhammer strokes Tom drove into her – cock in cunt and finger wedged in tightly clasping anus. Her body was saturated, slippery with the sex sweat that the ever-rising erotic rapture brought out on her flesh. The teacher's body gyrated wildly, her fevered little pussy moving in perfect counterpoint to his driving sensuous rhythm, and her head was insanely flung, repeatedly, from side to side. Jeannette twisted and turned, every part of her nakedly voluptuous body expressing the ecstasy she experienced as she jerked her widespread legs up to where her thighs were mashed in hard against her throbbing breasts.
"Tom… lover! Darling… deeper… and harder! Fuck me harder! Fuck me! Make me cum… hard! Faster! Harder… and deep! Deeeeep! Aaaaaaugh! Nowwwwww! Fuck me! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" she begged, pleading with him to end the agony for her, her climax obviously nearing for her. Tom knew that he would bring her to the pinnacle, and he breathed a sigh of relief knowing that he had given her something she really desired!
Suddenly Jeannette convulsed beneath him, "Oh God!" she cried out, "God! I'm going to cum… now! Now! NOW! I'm cummmmnimmmmmmmmminnnng! Oh God! Ummmmmm. Cummmmmmmminnnnnnnngggggggg! OOOOooooh!"
Tom Packer kept driving into her. His own climax just moments away, seared the tube of his penis, demanding its release. Although he had thought he had been drained dry, he could feel still more urgency of release.
Now, Jeannette's orgasm started a slow, aching pressure deep in his balls, and he knew that there was a load of his sperm there waiting to be spewed out through the nozzle of his thundering cock.
"Oh Christ! Oh, shit! I'm cumming! AAAAAgggh!" he grunted, suddenly increasing the tempo and the brutality of his strokes, his pelvis smashing into hers with a harsh slap of flesh on flesh, the ragged, pink flanges of her cunt punished, viciously, as he stabbed his rock-hard ever-expanding cock deep up into the furthest recesses of the naked young teacher's whitely quivering little belly.
Then he really felt it coming to him and throwing his arms around her knees, he shoved her wearily trembling thighs over her shoulders, as far as they would go, pressuring them back, inhumanly, cruelly, as he ground down into her defenselessly yielding cunt. Wild groans of passion streamed from her, as she still went on and on in her own soaring, extended climax.
Jeannette whimpered wildly with delight, she was in the throes of an ecstasy that was beyond any that she had experienced so far. She writhed and bucked now as she felt the Principal's semen shooting hotly into her clasping cunt, she didn't want to lose any of it, it was hers and she wanted it all!
Gone from her mind now were all thoughts of Jules or the wretched boys who had used her so cruelly only that afternoon, her only reality was the wildly jerking cock plunging in and out of her pussy, the hot snaking tongue in her mouth and the feeling of power that was sweeping over her entire body. She was free now, free from all the restrictions that had bound her for so many years, making her a miserable wife to Dennis and a killjoy to herself, never again would she deny herself this ecstasy, this pleasure of pleasure, this union of man and woman as old as time itself!



CHAPTER SIX


The sun was streaming through the latticed windows of the small cottage the Principal owned on the outskirts of town. Jeannette Delaney groaned and turned over in the bed, feeling the warmth of her lids, not quite wanting to wake up, in fact not wanting to wake up at all. What was it that she didn't want to wake up to, she half wondered as she slowly drifted to consciousness. It was at that moment that the beautiful young teacher opened her eyes and sat up in bed, a look of stark terror crossing her face as she realized she was still in the Principal's house and the memory of her behavior during the previous evening flooded fully in her mind.
She shook her head as if trying to escape that which she knew to be true as the horrors began to pile into her brain. She remembered feeling very drunk, not caring about Jules anymore or the boys who had fucked her so brutally, then she remembered the Principal's fingers on her hungry, yearning vagina and after that everything seemed to be a blur, except that she remembered that she had been fucked and fucked royally by her superior.
She looked around the room, wildly, trying to think of how she could get out of the house without seeing the Principal, without seeing anyone. It was at that moment that loud voices came to her ears and they seemed to be headed in her direction.
"I tell you she's a whore and wanton slut, she let me do anything I wanted to her," she heard the Principal say in a loud boasting voice.
"I don't believe it," she then heard Jules Frank scream out and she realized with a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that her world was crumbling rapidly.
"What I want to know is, is she going to give me a little of this tasty cunt of hers," she then heard the football coach Andy Riley sneer.
Jeannette cringed in the bed, where could she go to hide – there was no-where. Suddenly the door was flung open and the next thing she heard was Jules Frank screaming at the top of his lungs, "Bitch! Bitch! Whoring bitch!"
"Alright baby, it's going to be all three of us," sneered Tom Packer, moving over to the bed and ripping sheets away from her protesting body in one swift movement.
Suddenly Jeannette felt a penis banging against her mouth and leaning forward, knowing the futility of protest, she took it into her mouth, ovalling her lips, swirling her tongue around its smooth rubbery head, a tear trickling forlornly down her cheek as she looked up to see that it was Jules' cock she had in her mouth.
The Principal meanwhile, grasped her nipple in his fingers, rolling the coral hue to instant hardness, then his mouth followed his hand until he had the entire hardened nipple in his sucking mouth and sucked and licked at it; then finally, chewing gently, eliciting a rising moan of passion from the helpless young teacher's lips.
Jeannette sucked on Jules' massive prick, bringing him to rock-hard erection, his sensitive organ responding to her and growing larger and harder every moment. She could feel it throbbing and growing in her mouth as she began to bob her head, taking all of his hard hot flesh into the moist cavern of her mouth and down the back of her throat. Jules watched, fascinated, as he saw her do it again. Then, he saw that the tiny wet ridges of flesh from the inside of her lips were being pulled in again as her head moved to absorb his cock to the fullest.
Andy Riley watched for several moments, his eyes devouring the brown haired voluptuousness of her, his eyes sweeping over the curving thighs and buttocks, the proud, high rounded smoothness of her jutting breasts, the clear complexion and the mysterious green eyes. Yes, he decided, this bitch was one of the sexiest fucking chicks he had ever seen. He felt the impact of his passion beginning to build in his loins, gunning his erection even higher. God! He was getting hot! He had thought he would never get that hot just watching! Christ! He had to get into her, too!
When Jeannette had reluctantly begun to suck on Jules' cock, she had offered a little prayer of hope that at least they hadn't decided to beat her.
Tom, lying beside her, was fondling and kissing her breasts. Jeannette could feel the hot breath near her skin, followed by the wet greedy mouth and lips on the tender nipples that popped so eagerly into tight hard little berries of growing desire.
"You guys don't know what you're missing… look what I've found!" Andy laughed. Jeannette felt the bed shake with his weight as he settled between her legs where she couldn't see him. Jules' cock was still fucking into her mouth with slow, deep strokes. Suddenly she arched and choked around the great cock, her whole body trembling violently as Andy's wetly quivering young tongue sliced through her pussy lips from clitoris to asshole. It was as though he'd prodded her with a cattle prod! Oh God!
"God! What a beautiful, delectable pussy," Andy said in obvious awe as he stared down at her.
"Please," she pleaded, removing her mouth briefly. "Not this way… I don't want to… please?"
"Come on," Jules snarled, "you're acting like a shit-scared, Goddamned high school kid. You like it, baby, remember?"
A second later, Jeannette thought she was becoming sick for the room seemed to be going around. It wasn't though; it was the insides of her head that were. She heard Tom Packer cackle and, as she watched, Jeannette saw his shoulder dip as he pushed the greedily licking football coach away from the pussy. He bent over her and then she felt his tongue tickling her wetly quivering vagina lips. She jerked and begged, "No, no!" but the long tongue trailed on down her cuntal lips, and then stroked the outer part of her thigh.
"Now me," Andy said, grinning lewdly, and bent down. Jeannette jumped again as his tongue caressed her sopping narrow slit and inner thighs. The touch of the different tongues was lewdly electrifying.
"My turn," Tom Packer said gruffly, and bending over her he allowed his tongue to just barely flick at her clitoris. A jolt of pleasure shot through her. "Aaaaaaaah," she squirmed, "don't…"
Andy's cruelly grinning face swirled out of sight only to be replaced by Tom's, who stared affectionately down at her. "I never had this much fun bobbing for apples before!" He smiled, and his head dipped to trace a heatedly erotic path from her cuntal lips down to her tiny quivering anus. "Ugggggggh! Please…" she begged, "Let me up… Not this way."
The tongue touches started coming faster and lasting longer as the student and the Principal began speeding the tempo of their bobbing heads.
Jeannette pleaded with them, a pleading that became more and more urgent as the tongues started bringing an unwanted life to her vagina. It was torment. It felt horrible… horrible! No… No! Beautiful! Jeannette fought against the sensations to no avail; she wanted to respond to the delightful titillation they were receiving. The low moans of distress began changing, almost imperceptibly, to tiny mewls of unwanted pleasure and excitement.
Jeannette felt an almost overpowering sense of shame as she realized what was happening to her. Those tongues, that delicious tickling, were fanning the banked fires deep within her womb. She knew she was losing the battle for control of her body – knew it with a certainty when, without volition, her pelvis raised eagerly and sought out the continuing, delightful touch of one tongue. Her breath was coming faster, and she began whipping her body around – not in an effort to escape but to keep the sensation constant.
She barely heard Jules' short snort of contemptuous laughter and his voice, hoarse with a desire of his own, as he twisted his head to look. "Jesus… look at the machinery going to work… I'll bet she's got a Rolls marine engine working that cunt."
Jeannette's head bounced from side to side, and her eyes were beginning to glaze in passion. The tongue tickling was driving her insane. She had to make them stop! She screamed and her body thrashed against Jules' confining body that knelt over with his heatedly throbbing cock smearing droplets of viscous liquid over her throat and breasts as he rubbed his penis against her naked upper torso and face. The wildly sensual flicking and caressing from the tongues didn't stop. If anything, it grew in intensity and tempo! One of them, she didn't know which one, was concentrating on her tiny defensively clenching rectal mouth. Another on her clitoris, vagina and inner thighs. All parts of her genitals eagerly looked forward to their own lick, and each of them lunged wantonly upward when its time for caressing came. The lascivious stroking against her moist slit had caused a flood of lubricant to pour out; it ran like a tiny river down to her madly puckering anus.
She was going out of her mind. Her body had cast off all her mental and emotional restraints! Now it bucked and gamboled as though it had never had an inhibition in its life!
It was her voice, she recognized it – even though it was a guttural croak – that cried out, "Oh… no… Please stop it. Please! I… I can't stand it… Pluuuuuuu-eeeze."
One of them – was it Jules? Yes… Jules used his penis to tantalizingly play with the soft tender area under her arms. Then he used his rigid velvet-headed cock on her breasts. And, in spite of her raging torment, she felt a disappointment that the tongue at her anus had gone on to another part of her body. She could feel it slathering one hipbone.
That one teasing tongue working at her clitoris stayed, however, and made its appointed rounds. It circled the engorged little column of flesh; it created its own electricity. Jeannette could hear Jules' cruel laughter as she pumped her tormented body eagerly up against that torturing tongue. She was beginning to weep again from shame, from degradation… and from the knowledge that she no longer was master of her own body or mind. Against her will, her breasts had peaked to a mottled hardness as Jules' pulsating cock drew imaginary halos around the areolae. And then, as if by some signal, the two heatedly quivering tongues went to work at the same time on her cunt. She heard their exclamations as her body writhed; she heard their laughter as her pelvis strained up toward the ceiling in desperate effort to prolong the contact. She was close to cumming. The insane torment and teasing had caused her to reach a trembling plateau of pleasure. She held her breath… Yes… she was almost there. She reached for it… and reached. Then, with an absolute feeling of disbelief, she realized they were no longer using their tongues!
Her voice in a shrill scream of agony, cried out, "You can't stop now!" She sobbed and pleaded, "Please don't stop!"
Andy and Tom both laughed like hyenas; Jules looked amused. None seemed to feel any empathy toward her.
She turned, pleading, "Jules…" and could go on no further for her body was quivering, and she was sobbing so loudly that it was impossible to speak any longer.
Tom Packer said loudly, "My God, look at her! I've never seen a cunt so hot for it before! I'm going to fuck it right now!"
Through a haze of lust and frustration, Jeannette heard Jules' impatient snarl. "Oh no you don't! Not until I give the word."
Oh God! How low could she sink? Here she was spread-eagled and crying to be fucked, while men fought over her like dogs around a bitch in heat. This had to be the bottom of the pit of depravity, for she knew – instinctively that the true reason she wanted the fighting and snarling to end was so that the fucking could begin!
Somewhere over to the right, Andy's voice came, "I'm going to eat it again." This was echoed by Tom, "I'd like a little eating pussy too."
Jeannette felt the bed creak. The room revolved in her mind, her eyes closed. Her body hook with unsuppressed shudders, and her breath came in rasping uneven whistles from her lust-constricted throat.
Andy groaned, sucking in his breath at the beautiful sight which was a feast for his eyes.
The lewd itching of his cock and balls had reached the unbearable stage, and the pounding build-up of semen was making his whole body ache. Yet he felt mesmerized as he gazed at the moistly shadowed cunt with its sleek combination of softly curling pubic hair and this, almost fluorescent pink slit running the length of her cuntal furrow. He leaned over her and pressed his thumbs on either side of her cunt, the delicious odor of her bittersweet vagina assailing his young nostrils. Tiny drops of seminal fluid trickled from his painfully throbbing organ, slipping down the gaping head and stickily wetting his matted pubic hair.
The football coach slowly lowered his head until he was inches from her twitching pussy. He felt her warm inner thighs as they pulsed and quivered expectantly, and he heard her breath stop as it caught in her throat. Then he leaned still closer and opened the fleshy lips around her erected clitoris, touching the bud with the tip of his tongue. Jeannette shook convulsively.
All the wantonly aroused teacher knew was that someone was between her legs. She opened her eyes, but they could not focus properly at first. That "someone" was kneeling, and even as she watched, she saw the head drop, and a wetly quivering tongue begin to probe the love-starved and impatient lips of her vagina.
Her body responded automatically, convulsively jerking, and a loud moan spewed from her lips as she sought to avoid more of this perverted wickedness in public. "Aaaaaaaaagggggghh God! You mustn't…" But even as her lying words bubbled to her lips, her body was already betraying her. That tongue unmercifully scoured her defenseless little cunt. She wailed like a banshee as his moistly voracious mouth clamped like a wet suction cup on her vaginal lips, and the tongue flickered like heat lightning in and out of her pussy.
Straining, then she stared around her. She saw Jules and Tom. Then it must be Andy, she thought, "Andy…" and it was a cry of ecstasy as she felt her body begin to reverberate. Suddenly she fell back and gave herself completely to his perverted licking. The football coach licked on and on, moving from clitoris to vagina and anus. He was bringing her release, she could feel it coming and her body cried out for fulfillment. She raised her desire-heavy pelvis up to his face and she groaned and bubbled with each deliciously heated swipe of his tongue.
Her body had climbed from the plateau to the moment of truth. She was close to cumming now that she could feel nerve endings vibrating like strings of a harp. This was it, she thought. She reached toward those golden apples of the sun and then… Realizing Andy had sadistically stopped, she screamed.
"Please… oh, God!" and deep shuddering sobs wracked her body.
She heard the voice, as though it were coming from a million miles off, "don't worry, sweetheart. Here's old long-tongued Tom," and then, miraculously, she felt a new and different tongue down there; it moved in and out as surely and as strongly as a small penis. Above her impending orgasm, she could feel only love for this man who was doing this for her.
Jeannette cried and clutched him tighter, her groans driving his mouth to faster and more frantic actions. She was completely lost in enrapturement, every muscle of her thighs strained toward his maddening inquiry between her legs. He plunged his tongue deeper, only to withdraw it slightly and rim the ragged edges, taunting it mercilessly.
"Oh! Ohhhhh! Agggggggh!" she panted, splaying her legs out wide to allow Tom more access. The Principal could feel her heatedly sopping flesh curl around his long extended tongue as the walls of her lust-ravaged pussy opened and closed in lewd sucking motion, attempting to milk his tongue, pulling it deeper within her insatiable hole. It was as if he were being swallowed by a hair-lined whirlpool, devoured completely. Her legs snaked back to close over his head and shoulders, trapping his face against her soft, squirming pussy. His nose was pressed against her quiveringly erect clitoris, forcing him to inhale the pungent aromas of her lusty, gluttonous cunt. The tang made him wild with desire! If he didn't fuck her soon, he was going to burst!
Tom involuntarily began to thrust against the bedspread, flexing his long tortured penis against the pliant mattress. Every thought was lost. Nothing mattered except the pulsating inflamed young pussy of the young aroused teacher which was wrapped around his hungry, searching mouth.
"Jesus! Jesus Christ!" Andy marveled.
"I'm… I'm…" she panted, and then screamed, "I'm cummmmmmmminnnnggggg… I'm cummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmminnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnngggggggggggg." She writhed and twisted with inarticulate sounds of passion pouring out of her mouth. Her face was twisted in a grotesque parody of lust, and her body bucked against the bed in deep feral abandonment.
Jeannette was only vaguely aware of someone else's mouth on her left breast, another mouth on her lips. She gratefully parted her lips to welcome the passionately probing tongue… and could feel, over and above her own continuing orgasm, a new and different excitement building in her. She immediately raised her knees and played her legs even wider in a lewd invitation for anyone to do what they liked down there between her thighs. Her hands were free, and she put them around the neck of the person kissing her.
Now there were gentle ministrations going on about her cunt. Someone was stroking her gently down there and a second later, a large middle finger was tentatively inserted in her vagina, then a second… and a third, "Ohhhhhhhh!" she moaned as the fingers began sawing in and out.
Jeannette felt a complete impotency to fight any further indignity to her body and emotions, simply lay back and let them do what they wished. A warm comfortable glow was spreading through her body.
Two mouths still sucked voraciously at her breasts, and she could feel her nipples coming back to life. The fire spread from her firmly fleshed mounds down to her naval and then to her hotly twitching young cunt, where three fingers moved in and out in a delicious harmony of pure sensation. Her flames were rapidly fanned by the rising winds of her own wanton desire. She wanted to cum again, she needed to cum again. She wanted to be fucked!
Jeannette plunged both hands out to find the stiff throbbing penises of the two men sucking on her breasts. Without further hesitation she took a heatedly pulsating shaft in each clenched fist of her hands, and the fluttering sensations in her full young breasts moved to her loins, setting them afire.
Jeannette felt wildly free at last! Now, as she dared to do what she so long had resisted, she realized what had been the root of her sexual problem all along. By repressing her desires for her husband Dennis, by hiding the carnal love of his body from even herself, she had shut off all interest in physical respite. The frustration and resentment had built and festered like an angry boil, ruining any relationship which might have grown between Dennis and her, her and any other man. But the exhilarating freedom she felt now as she fondled two wonderfully virile cocks showed her the stupidity of her past life. Most every God-fearing, Bible-spouting person in the world would loathe her, condemn her for what she was doing – but were they right? Was not she a better, more complete woman now than before when she rejected the love and needs of a man? Oh yes – oh yes!
Jeannette sighed, the tactile sense of her hands rubbing the vitally warm cocks making her more excited than she had ever been before! The animal heat of the two penises spread like wildfire through her, caused her nakedly quivering thighs and abdomen to leap in wild excitement. Hands pressed and caressed the soft flesh of her nakedness, driving the young teacher into an unthinking, shuddering mass of sensations as she pressed her pussy tightly upward to the lewd finger.
"Jeannette!" The voice was coarse, rough, demanding. Everything else was gently, peaceful, loving. She ignored the voice. "Jeannette." The fingers in her open cunt cruelly jabbed down there, and a fingernail painfully scraped her vaginal walls. She cried out and opened her eyes.
Jules smiled when he saw he had her attention finally. She saw him kneeling between her legs, his face twisted in a brutal animal-like lust. Her eyes fell down to his chest to his hard belly and to the wildly throbbing penis standing out like a hammer handle from the bristly blonde patch of pubic hair. He smiled as he stroked the pulsing shaft which seemed monstrous in size. Jeannette continued to stare at it; and felt the return of shame again. She looked down at Tom and Andy's hungry mouths locked on her breasts. The awful realization of what was being done to her filled her mind with a new humiliation and despair. Opening her eyes was a mistake.
"I'm going to fuck you 'til your eyes pop right out of that lovely little head of yours," Jules said. "You won't be able to walk for a week after."
"No… I-I… don't want…" she began.
Jules simply said, "Shut up. Put it in for me." He took her little hand and placed it on his cock.
Jeannette pulled back as though she had touched a poisonous snake. It did her no good, for seconds later Jules had her hand captive again. "Put it in, I said," he growled.
"Oh God…" she began, and in abject surrender, tightened her hand around the long rigid shaft of warmly throbbing flesh.
"Go on," he said, a little more gently this time, and lowered his hips to her widespread legs. "Stick it in. You know where it goes."
She gasped and guided the blinded giant of his hugely beating cock to the open cave of her cunt. She fumbled for a moment, then felt the thick bulbous head touching her wetly sensitive cuntal lips. The touch of his hardened penis sent unwanted spasms of ecstasy through her abdomen. Jeannette felt him push, and then she was abruptly whining with pleasure as the wildly beating rod of flesh slid through the wide-open portals of her femaledom.
"Ohhhhhhhh," she panted, then lied. "Please don't I don't want you to…" As the big brutal shaft pressured into her, the young teacher attempted to grind her buttocks down into the mattress to escape the impaling pain. The movement only brought her clitoris into electrifying contact with the sinking staff. Jules continued his merciless impalement, and his cock slowly slid inch by inch into her piteously cringing pussy. He filled her completely, and she could feel every wrinkle, every variegation on his pulsating maledom through the tortured walls of her vagina.
Andy was gazing down at the full-length nudity of the brown-haired teacher. Damn! She's beautiful! I want her, I want her, he intoned silently to himself.
Roughly now, Jules grabbed Jeannette by the elbows and brought her almost to a sitting position, his cock still in her. His face came closer to hers, and he ground out, "You've got no choice baby! Let Tom get under you. I don't want to get rough with you…"
Whimpering in his grasp, she moaned, "I'll t-try…"
Tom moved in behind her, squirming and levering her shapely legs apart until he lay under her. He leered down the length of her, pure lust in his eyes now as he reached under and slowly parted the soft, white mounds of her buttocks with both hands. For a moment, she resisted him, tensing the muscles of her backside, but she knew she could not deny him. After all, all he wanted to do was kiss her there again! Slowly, she relaxed and his hands spread her firmly rounded ass-cheeks wide to give access to the brownish nether ring of her anus, tightly puckered and throbbing in its nest at the bottom of her clefted backside. Now, he motioned to Jules to help him. Jules held her thus wide-apart while the Principal wet his outstretched middle finger with saliva and began probing into the tender sponginess of her rectum until his finger jerked with his entry, the pain of it startling and surprising at first. Then, Tom thrust into her to the palm, moving his finger in her, worming around, stretching her in preparation for the entry of his thick, elongated cock. Jeannette groaned her submission of his finger sawing in and out of her rectum.
Jules grunted. "Christ! That's enough! She ought to be ready now!"
Tom pushed upward, pressing the whole of his long hard cock up to the shadowy crevice of her rectum, the bulbous head resting against the tiny, tightly pulsing hole. He reached down underneath them again and stretched the soft, white moons of her buttocks apart. Then, taking aim, he pressed his hips upward, directing his staff of hardened male flesh straight into the tightly clenched anus that defensively resisted his entrance. He thrust harder and, suddenly, the smoothly rounded blood-engorged head of his cock popped through the elastic little ring of flesh into the depths of her anal passage. Jeannette groaned aloud with the pain of his entrance, an entrance that had not been fully prepared. Her hips moved upward to escape the cruel impalement, but Tom was determinedly unrelenting; he shoved harder, his massively thick cock moving into her inch by inch until it was embedded deep up in her back channel. He stopped, resting there while her cruelly stretched rectum adjusted to him. It took only a few moments, then he realized that the interior muscles of her anus were milking at him, creating charged sensations of delicious sexual rapture! Damn! She's really something else!
"Christ Almighty! That's a tight little asshole!" Tom gasped, his teeth clenched. He repressed his urge to begin fucking into her as he glanced up to see the new teacher showing some impatience. Instead, he gripped her firmly rounded hips in his hands and pulled her so that her buttocks came back tight against him. Then, with deliberate slowness, he took several long, smooth strokes into her, expecting that she would moan with the pain of it. He was surprised when he felt her move, countering him, already fucking back and moaning with pleasure.
"Ooooooooooooooh! Oh, God! Aaaaaaaaagh!" she groaned. "Oh yesssss! Fuck my ass… Tom… Fuck it hard please Tom, fuck it… fuck it… hard."
Heeding his demand now, Tom locked his hands on Jeannette's hips to pull her thighs wider for Jules, making sure though that his long, throbbing cock was still embedded deep up in the spongy flesh of her tiny, hairless anus. She lay full length on her back, limply, against his chest and belly, her white tapering legs splayed widely out on the outside of his long, hairy limbs.
Jules was on her in an instant like a wild, starving animal. He wedged himself again between her widespread white columns, straddling Tom's knees and pushed her smoothly tapering thighs even further apart. He took his hard, painfully aching cock into her open vaginal portal, ramming it home to the hilt in her with one long, smooth stroke, his pubic bone crashing, resoundingly into her delicate wet mound. He howled as it slid deep up into her young belly alongside and almost joining with Tom's eagerly pulsating cock already buried far up into her rectum. The thin membrane that separated them seemed only to disappear, as he felt the other man's organ so plainly. Christ! That's a funny feeling… almost like his cock and mine were just lying right next to each other! The thought almost maddened him with desire and he knew he was going to fuck this young teacher until she was unable to walk.
Jeannette felt more filled with cock than she ever thought possible! The two hardened rods of male flesh simultaneously in her belly seemed to occupy every available space, and the sensations the marvelous, deliciously erotic sensations they generated – were driving her wild! It was she who initiated the slow backward and forward movements of her pelvis, salaciously screwing her rectum back onto the skewering instrument of the man under her, his cock sliding in and out of her tightly clasping anal passage with ease. Then shoving her hips up at Jules, on top of her, her cunt climbing up the hard shaft of flesh, the greedily sucking pussy devouring him hungrily. It took but a moment or two for all three of them to establish a mutual and natural rhythm, as Jeannette sandwiched helplessly between the two men began to be buffeted back and forth between them, her body pliant and bending to the will of their cock-rhythm. A constant low mewl of pleasure came from her lips as the two men surged into her, now, without mercy or thought of the pain they might cause her.
"Fuck me… hard! Hard!" she squealed, suddenly.
"Okay baby… you asked for it!" Jules panted. "We're going to fuck you half to death!"
True to his word, he began to grind into her with longer, harder strokes, ramming far up into her heatedly quivering pussy and fucking past her uterus to strike against the back wall of her cuntal passage. Jules lay still for a moment, then made his cock jerk deep inside her.
"Aaaaaaaaaggggggggh," she responded, feeling the forbidden rapture spreading like warm honey through her loins. Her strained passageway had rapidly become accustomed to the invading penises, and her low moans of protest had changed to small, involuntary whimpers of uncontrolled pleasure. Jules started rotating his hips and screwing his cock even deeper, and soon she felt the spongy head of it beating relentlessly against her sensitive cervix. He rocked above her, stroking in a long easy rhythm which she found almost unbearable in its erotic sensations.
Andy had let up on her breasts, and the football coach now knelt on top of the bed watching her face go from shadow to light as the clouds of passion boiled across her sky. She was panting now, her wet mouth wide open. Beads of perspiration had formed on her forehead and her neck tendons stood out like steel cables as the two men fucked her simultaneously.
She felt nothing… no shame, no remorse, no despair – nothing! – except those wonderfully vibrant cocks that were ramming into her like pile-drivers!
"AAAAgggggghhhhhhh," she screamed, and her face reflected pain and shame, and yet at the same time, some unfathomable thing – masochistic joy perhaps. The helpless teacher made a frantic, last twisting effort to pull her lewdly stretching rectum away from the cruel invading cudgel, but Tom held tightly to her from below. Both men brutally jabbed their long hard shafts as deep as they could in punishment for her protest. "AAAAgggghhhh!"
"Punish me, oh punish me," she mewled, not knowing why she wanted to be punished. A moment later she was whimpering, "fuck me… fuck me harder in the asshole and punish me." The shame and humiliation had left the young teacher now, leaving behind only uncontrollable spasms of delight that continued to build with each inward thrust of the two lustfully driving cocks.
Now, as Andy Riley gently took her head and turned it around toward him, she was to find that two cocks were really not enough for her. She wanted more! She stared gratefully toward the football coach as his powerfully throbbing penis was lowered salaciously toward her mouth. She parted her softly wet lips in a smile of child-like delight and wrapped her fist warmly around his masculinity, jerking it impatiently toward her and slowly began sucking on the impaling rod of deliciousness.
Only then – being fucked in all her bodily orifices by three men – did she feel the full humiliation, her debasement was complete… and, the never-before experienced sensations that coursed through her and excited her were not to be denied. She was almost unconscious from the lewd feeling of the three strong men who pummeled her; Tom below, Jules above and Andy's cock sawing in and out of her mouth!
Suddenly Jeannette heard Tom rasping and moaning like a man about to have a heart attack, and then abruptly spewing obscenities, he started ramming his hardened and expanding shaft of flesh in as far as it would reach into the tightly clenching depths of her rectum.
"Oh! Oooooohhhh! Ooooooooooooo!" Andy began to chant above her, kneeling up and reaching down with both hands to hold Jeannette's mouth firmly on his pistoning cock. "I'm going to cum! Oh Christ! Lick me, suck me! Aaaaaggggh!" He sagged down on top of Jeannette's face and the beautiful teacher had to use the strength of her arms to shove him off, then she choked and gagged as the white hot spurts of his cum began spewing into her wide-open mouth. The taste of his young seed triggered the vaporous beginning of her own orgasm. Suddenly, there was no space, no time, as she felt as though she had been flung out of orbit and was headed for deep space, free and uninhibited… and she knew it was so close. As from a great distance, she heard her own voice, "Oh, dear Godddddd! Fuck harder! Bring me! Oh God make me cum! Haaaaaaaarrrrdddddddddd!"
Her emotions had come full circle to this bed, where Jules and Tom were still pounding between her widespread legs and her own convulsively jerking limbs. She was being punished between them like a puppet with two sets of strings being pulled this way and that.
Now, it was Tom under her who panted aloud, "Oh shit! I'm cumming… too!"
Then his hot semen was jetting from the nozzle of his long, hard cock deep into her hotly clenching rectum in convulsive pumping spurts of white scalding sperm. He rammed it to the hilt for the final expression of his cum, raising up off the mattress and lifting both Jeannette and Jules as his back arched to thrust his pelvis up at her widely cloven backside.
Jeannette felt him deep up in her anus as his penis expanded and exploded in her, splashing his male sperm into the far hidden depths of her back channel, and she felt an unexplained delirium, a dizziness or lightheaded feeling. But it was a feeling she enjoyed, a feeling almost of being intoxicated, drunk. Yes, that was it, she was sex-drunk!
Jeannette felt the squirts of hot boiling semen flooding her bowels. Tom was acting like a sex-crazed maniac now as he pounded his wildly ejaculating penis into the hot rubbery depths of her rectum. He stayed hard and erect… and he continued to cum… continued to cum until the white hot cream bubbled and gurgled out of her anus, to run in a shining white river across her madly thrashing white buttocks and down over the crumpled bedspread.
Jeannette quivered above him, enjoying now the majesty of Jules' still hardy prick slamming into her. And now, as though the best team had returned to action, Jules and Jeannette bucked in unison… pounding cock and cunt with a hypnotic savage rhythm. Jeannette knew she was cumming. She didn't encourage it; as a matter of fact, she fought it. She didn't want a climax – not yet! She wanted to feel it all, to experience it all. Everything! Her body had other ideas, however. It began to twist and surge and turn to catch every wanton movement they made. She was afire with unholy delight! Her senses were failing. The beautiful taste of the football coach's cum in her mouth was slowly fading. Her breasts were numb, her heart pounding… her ears deafened to the obscene encouragements. And suddenly, an earthquake of passion began its tremoring devastation of her body! She tried to tell them all she was cumming, but all she got out of her mouth was a strangled unintelligible sound.
Jules was speeding up his movements now. His long, massively heated cock banged hard against her cervix, bringing an undescribable erotic feeling of pure animal lust and pleasure to her.
Jeannette was aware that Andy had taken her head in his hands and was making violent pumping movements once more. "Bring it up again… milk me, baby; make it hard!" he pleaded. And Jeannette tried to obey, only to be rewarded with a throat-rending lunge that shoved his softening prick all the way back against her gullet. She gagged. She was being smothered to death in his pubic hair. She didn't care. She could die now… she would die and be happy! It was her punishment. Her lips sucked his now flaccid prick as though she were a starving infant until her eyes widened and her mouth opened in a scream as her triple climax overpowered all the other nerve functions and shorted out nerve ganglions that had her naked body twitching and jerking uncontrollably. She was cumming! She was cumming! "Aaaaaaagggggghhhh!" she screamed shrilly.
Jules made one powerful lunge that almost rent Jeannette's body, and then yelled ecstatically as his overpowering orgasm brought a twisted agony to his face. The shamefully aroused young teacher rubbed her own breasts, all the while feeling Jules' throbbing prick drowning her pussy in his seminal juices. And then, miraculously, she felt the velvet vibrations in her vagina spread to her anus. She was coming there, too! She splayed her legs even wider in an effort to hold Tom's cock deep up there in her ass. She pushed back against his still hard penis and was rewarded with one last plunge that went deeper than she had ever believed possible. It stayed there… and pumped the last drops of a seemingly interminable flood of cum into her already impossibly flooded rectum.
Jeannette was lost now in the continuing climax, only vaguely aware that the men had removed their cocks from her battered body… and then suddenly she was filled again and she opened her eyes wide to see Andy Riley, the football coach plunging wildly into her. Then she was cumming again and again and again until she thought it would never end. On and on and on, up and up and up she rode, the space within her opening up to more and more delight. She knew that the men were amazed by her, she was even amazed by herself, she had never thought of herself being this sensual of a woman and yet now she realized that she had never really known herself at all. Now having been satisfied by three men she was beginning to know herself a little better. One thing was clear in her mind, however; this couldn't go on. First the boys in her class and now three of the men from school, it was too much. The Principal would have to behave honourably, he would have to give her a good reference so that she could get another job somewhere else and start again, this time concentrating on only one man in her life. She knew that basically she was a one-man woman and that now she knew how to satisfy a man, she would be able to keep one.
She had all of these beautiful men to thank for the gift of herself however, them and the boys from earlier on in the day. Without them she would never have known what a sexy, full-blooded woman she was!



CHAPTER SEVEN


"We will be arriving in O'Hare Airport in ten minutes, fasten your seatbelts please," the blonde stewardess said.
Jeannette felt a hand on hers and she turned to look directly into the blue eyes of the attractive man sitting next to her with whom she had been talking most of the flight; for the last few minutes however, her attention had gone back to Boulder and the loves she had left there!
"Fasten your seatbelt, Jeannette," he said kindly, "and by the way, would you care for dinner tonight."
"I'd love it," said Jeannette smiling seductively at the attractive man, and whatever else you want to give me, she thought obscenely, glancing down at the crotch of his pants where she thought she could see his penis throbbing gently, hopefully it was waiting for her… well she was ready!
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