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I was bored, that was my excuse, my excuse for what I had done. I was so ashamed. I’d been in the small wooden shed at the back of the playing fields with Jeremy, the new sports teacher. He was so young, blonde and handsome, I only went there for a chat, maybe a kiss but suddenly my hot French blood got the better of me and before I realised I had removed his black jogging shorts. I could sense his erection, it had been an eternity since I had seen a long hard erection and I released it, admired it, licked it, then like some French whore let it rest on the lips of my small red mouth.

I watched Jeremy rocking back and forward, his body demanding more and slowly I opened my mouth and tasted the tip of his cock. He moaned loudly and I let my mouth taste more of the long hard object, I was enjoying myself, it had been so long since I had felt like a whore, a woman, I needed it. Jeremy was moaning louder and I pulled and licked him harder and harder until suddenly in horror I felt a warm rush of air, stark light and John James standing at the doorway.

Of all the people to see me in this position it had to be him, he was in my 6th form class, was my pupil for French and general administration, he was arrogant and rude, I didn’t like him at all! 

“Miss!” he said startled, “What are you doing?” 

I quickly released Jeremy’s penis from my mouth and noticed my male partner was too embarrassed to speak. 

“Nothinng,” I said my thick French accent sounding strange against my pupil’s clear English. “Nothinng, now go, I vill speek tu u latur.”

John however just lingered in the doorway taking in the view of me on my knees, Jeremy’s now flaccid penis in front of my face and my clothing half undone. 

“Zut, I vas zo stupeed,” I thought.

“Gooo!” 

I screamed at him and I watched him as he smiled at me then turn to leave. 

“See you later miss,” he said coolly.

Jeremy quickly pulled up his trousers and dashed out of the shed without saying a word, it was obviously not good for his career prospects to be playing about with the headmaster’s wife. I was left alone and a straightened my grey French trousers, re- aligned my bra, re-buttoned my white blouse and put some more red lipstick on the lips that I had just been using so expertly.

My mind and body were racing, what was I to do?

The boy was a menace, from the first day at this grey Comprehensive school I had sensed his smart, cocky attitude. Along with all the pupils in my form they recognised how young and inexperienced I was, and dealing with 30 boisterous 18-year old girls and boys in lessons and assembly were always a nightmare for me. 

John however was the worst, he was nearly 6 foot, broad and lean and he used his size and presence to intimidate me; I was only a little over 5 feet myself and I was always screaming for quiet above the class’s uproar. He was also fair-haired, hazel eyed and popular and was very much the leader in a large section of the class.

And now he had this on me, I felt like crying but knew that I had to deal with it the best way I could, to protect me, my husband and the good name of the school. I felt like laughing, there was no good name to this school, it was large, dirty, full of ignorant English children and as I sat in the darkness of the shed I recalled what had led me to this sad dry existence.

I had been enjoying my life in France, I had been only 18 at senior school when James, now my husband had arrived to teach English. He seemed so refined and polite not at all like the boys at my school that seemed only to want me for sex.

I had to admit I had terrible morals at school, most of the boys in my class had fucked me or felt me and I had the reputation of being the class whore. I had to face so much teasing about my big breasts and reputation that it was such a pleasure to find that James liked me just for myself. We broke the rules and secretly started to see each other outside the sanctity of the school and I fell in love with the kind and respectful way he treated me.

He was nearly 40 but it didn’t seem to matter and over the year he was at the school we became extremely close. We slept together but sex with him was never exciting and I still let many of the local boys fuck me when they wanted.

It wasn’t that I was a bad girl but from the first sexual experience I just loved the feel of a young man’s cock inside me, fucking me, making me feel dirty, soiled, like a woman. 

I don’t know why I agreed to follow James to England, to take an English teaching course at a university near him and then finally to marry him. But I did and that was how I ended up, at only 23 teaching French to English delinquents in a school where my husband was now headmaster. James had gone so old so quickly, within a year of marriage our sex life had died and for the last couple of years I had been extremely unhappy with my husband becoming more and more involved with his job’s workload.

Since our marriage I had been faithful to him but my recent transfer to this school, being surrounded by so many young people who were so near my own age had re-activated my dormant libido. I now often though about my former life a schoolgirl, with fondness, I would be happy to take all the insults I used to endure just for some one to take me and fuck me! 

God, I realised that I’d I loved being the school whore those few years ago, there was no one to hurt but myself, but now I had this, this terrible mess that I had got myself into.

The dalliance with Jeremy had been a mistake, no my marriage was a mistake but I was committed, I started to walk back to my classroom my head still in a melee of confusion.

I somehow managed to get through the day, I always ensured that my large breasts were as usual camouflaged by my large baggy shirt and I never on any occasion wore anything but trousers at my lessons. 

I sometime watched with envy the girls in their short black skirts, black knickers and white shirts; they seemed to have so much youth and freedom. 

John James was in my final lesson of the day, thankfully he appeared to not show any sign of what he had witness that afternoon and as the lesson concluded amongst the normal bustle and noise I asked him to stay, to ensure his silence. The class left with their normal rudeness and finally their was only myself and this tall young man. 

“John,” I said trying to treat him as an adult, “I mus t’ank u fur ur maturitee.”

The boy focussed his large hazel eyes on me and I withered. 

“You mean for not telling anyone that you had the sports teacher’s dick in your mouth!” he said bluntly.

“Zat iz veree crud’ John… Jeremee an’ mee ‘re jus gud friendz.”

I saw John’s eyes sparkle with mischief. 

“Does our good old headmaster know?” he said, teasingly.

“Noo,” I replied “An’ ‘e iz non goeeng tu no, iz ‘e John, becauze jentlemen du non discuz zush tings?”

“Am I a gentleman?” the boy replied, “Really?”

“Oui, John,” I told him, “Non pleeze let uz forget eet ‘az happeened.”

I offered him my small hand; he took it softly and shook it. 

“You’ve got lovely hands miss,” he said.

I felt a knot in my stomach. 

“Pleeze John,” I asked.

The boy stroked his sharp chin. 

“ I need to think about it miss, at my age seeing these things can unsettle you…I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

And with nothing further- he did not wait, for me to excuse him- he left.     

I finished my brief paperwork and walked the few hundred yards to my house that was perched on the side of the front drive to the school, it was as though I could not escape the place but it was free, a perk of the job as my husband said. As normal James was weighed down with paperwork, we spoke briefly over dinner and as I looked at his grey long craggy, bearded face I felt sorry for him, I could not allow, at any cost, my indiscretion to destroy him.

I slept in the spare room, there seemed little point us sleeping together; he always woke me coming to bed so late and, well nothing ever happened anyway. I could not sleep however; I always wore a long French white chiffon gown and I felt the fine material caress my naked body. I couldn’t help but think about Jeremy, even though I had been caught I wanted to finish sucking him, I imagined him smothering me with his come, I wanted to feel that rich sticky substance again.

I pulled the gown up and felt my wetness, I masturbated most nights, always fantasising about my youth, dirty Demi they used to call me, dirty, dirty Demi that used to fuck all the boys, God, I wanted her back. But I had sorted everything out, John would co-operate, my adventure was over!  

James had already left for the school when I awoke, and after showering I put on the expensive French silk underwear that I always wore beneath my staid dry clothes. I wanted to wear a short tight top to tease the boys with my big breasts but I was a teacher, it was impossible. John was waiting for me when I arrived; there was nobody in the class. 

“Miss” he said, “I need to talk to you.”

I sat calmly at my desk looking up to the youth towering above me; I could feel my whole body surging with panic. 

“Oui,” I said as softly as I could.

The boy looked into my green eyes. 

“I haven’t been able to sleep miss, all night. All I can see is your mouth around that man’s prick, it’s unnerving me, I’ve got to tell someone.”

“Noo” I gasped, “U cannot.” 

“I have to miss” he said, “I’m sorry.” 

“Iz zere notheeng I can du tu shange ur mind John, pleeze?” I whispered desperately, sensing the arrival of the other students at any time.

“I don’t know,” he replied, shaking his head. 

“If I could just see the incident again, maybe I could get it out of my mind.”

“Non I cannot,” I said, shocked.

“Yeah, yeah miss I understand but I only saw bit of it, it’s going over and over in my head, I’ve got to tell somebody or I’ll explode.”

I could see he was unsettled, what was I to do? He was going to tell someone, I had to play for time.

“Let mee zee John,” I smiled at him, “I vill speek tu u lateer.”

The boy went to his desk and my mind erupted into confusion, all I had to do was give Jeremy a blow-job and the incident would finally be over, the alternative, the alternative was too awful to contemplate. I spoke to Jeremy at tea break and after some cajoling he readily agreed to meet me at 1p.m in the shed and promised he would bring a lock this time.

I whispered to John when I passed him in the corridor. 

“1p.m.but zis iz ze end of eet, du u understand?”

“Yes miss,” he said innocently, “I’m sure I’ll be clear after I’ve seen it all.”   

My body was on fire, I could not admit even to myself how much the arrangement excited me and as I walked into the dark shed I felt my vagina soaked with my juices. I sensed John at the window and turned to see Jeremy lock the door and move to me in a sudden rush. His tongue was in my mouth in an instant and I felt his fingers reach for my zip. 

“Non Jeremee non zat,” I gasped.

But he had undone my clips and had pulled the trousers to my knees exposing my silk panties. “Non… non Jeremee.” 

I moaned and caught my breath as his fingers entered me. I could feel John’s eyes on me from the window and I forced myself to the ground removed Jeremy’s erection from the safety of his pants and started to suck him.

I was wildly excited, sucking his cock and some-one watching; he was long, hard but inexperienced and I sensed him climaxing quickly. I tried to pull away but Jeremy’s sperm sprang into my mouth and I heard a strange clicking sound as I tried to stem the white tide. I turned to see if anyone was at the window but the small, smudged pane had nobody behind it and almost disappointedly I started to wipe my mouth and make myself more presentable. Jeremy pulled up his trousers and asked to see me again and I promised him I would let him know; I had to sort one thing out at a time. 

John was late for afternoon class and made no indication to me that he’d even seen my performance, I felt relieved, finally, it would be over! I started to relax even feeling I had managed to teach a few words to these barbarians and before I realised the bell had rung for 4 o’clock. John waited until the class had left and walked confidently to me. 

“You were great miss, a real whore.”

“Do non u dare speek tu me like zat,” I said to him, “It ees finis!”

John’s hazel eyes gleamed; he looked at my chest hidden beneath my blouse. 

“No miss,” he whispered, “It’s only just begun.”

I gasped for breath. 

“But u promis’,” I cried.

“Yes miss, but that was before I saw your cunt, I want to see it again. Now!”

“Noo John, nevere, non zat…nevere.” I said. 

I could feel myself colouring red.

“But I’ll tell,” He smiled.

“It iz ur vord againzt mine,” I said, struggling for a reply.

The boy produced a photograph from his pocket, Jeremy’s cock and my face covered with sperm. He’d photographed me from the window! 

“U petit shit,” I said. 

“Lock the door miss, shut your mouth and show me your cunt… you whore!” he snarled.

I looked at him helplessly.

“Do it now…miss!”

Without thinking I walked to the door drew down the dirty blind and turned the lock. 

“I ‘m non doeeng zis John,” I gasped, searching for an answer.

John waved the photograph at me. 

“Make a nice picture in the school magazine miss, now sit on the edge of the desk.”

I felt lost and I sat on the sharp side of the old wooden desk while John stood towering only a foot away from me. He looked at my grey trousers. 

“Take them down miss.”

“Non…non John…pleeze.” 

He just sneered and I lowered the zip and closed my eyes to hide my shame. I pulled them to my knees and then stopped my, small black silk, knickers were now the only clothing covering my sex. 

“Non John, eet eez non rite.” I cried.

“Down miss,” he ordered. 

I could see the bulge in his grey trousers it reminded me of when I had been at school. I could feel my vagina pulsing and I grabbed the edges of my panties with my fingers and slowly lowered them until my hairy black sex was exposed to the boy. I hoped he could not see how wet I was.

“Oh miss,” he whispered that’s so lovely, “Look how thick, pink and delicate it is, I wonder what it feels like.”

“Non John,” I shouted but it was too late, his fingers were on me then inside me and he could feel for himself how horny I was.

“Oh miss, you’re so wet… are you always like this?”

I just grunted and felt my thighs open as far as they could under the constraints of the panties and trousers around my knees.

His hands were now on my belly and then on my bra and I murmured in pleasure as he squeezed them roughly.

He undid the clip and my breasts cascaded into his young rough hands. 

“You love this miss, don’t you?”

“Non…non” I lied but grunted to every caress and stroke he gave me.

There was a terrific bang on the door and we both jumped. 

“Who’s in here?” 

A familiar voice sounded and after quickly replacing my clothing I opened the door to see my husband standing there. 

“What’s going on?” he asked obviously exasperated by the day.

John took control. 

“Extra lessons sir,” he said, “If it’s alright with you, miss says I can come over after tea… I want to pass my exams.”

John looked at me threateningly and still flushed I spluttered. 

“Zat’s admirablee, iz een eet James Non? U du n’t mind non?”

My poor husband just shrugged.

“No I don’t mind just don’t make a noise, I’ll be working.”

He left the room and John came up to me and stroked my hair. 

“Your going to teach me miss, about sex. I’ll be there at 8p.m. You don’t mind, do you?”

My vagina was still pulsing and I just blinked helplessly without reply, he was gone almost without me noticing and as I went to leave I noticed something on the floor, it was the photograph! 

I could tear it up now and dispose of it, assuming it was the only copy but… as I held it in my fingers I realised I could dispose of it! I didn’t want to be free of John and his hold on me…it was exciting! 

I put the photograph safely in a dark recess of my purse in case this was the only copy!

John was there ten minutes early, still in his school uniform; I had only changed my underwear; a white cotton bra and panties set. I was literally pumping moisture from my sex and locked the door to the front room to ensure privacy. 

“Vat du u vant John?” I said feigning ignorance.

He ignored me. 

“All off miss, now!” He ordered.

I tried to take control. 

“Non John, zis is non vat ve ‘re goeeeng tu du…”

“Off,” he said firmly “Or heads will roll,” he laughed. 

I sadly remover my top then trousers, then my bra and felt my large flat nipples start to expand as they became exposed, I only had my panties left on and John could see my bush below the fine material.  

“Everything miss,” he informed me and I tried not to look at his bulge as I pulled the thin garment off me to render me naked.

“You’re a corker miss,” John said, “A fucking corker.”

I watched him remove his trousers and gasped at the size of his erection; he displayed it proudly, it was 8 inches with a dirty great foreskin on the end. 

“I’ve fucked a few miss but no-one with your form, come and suck it miss, like you did for the master.”

I wanted to argue but, he had me and my body was raging at the sight of his erection; I walked the few steps over to him and by the time I reached him I was the randy schoolgirl I used to be. I kneeled beside him and held his cock, it was young and powerful and I watched him close his eyes in pleasure as I sucked him. His hands started to caress my breasts and I could feel how much sperm he had in his large hanging sacs, I groaned in pleasure.

“Oh, miss your such a whore.” 

He moved his hands to my cunt and felt my wetness. 

“Fuck yourself on me miss.”

I stopped my oral service, removed the rest of his clothes and squatted on top of the boy until I was banging my ass up and down on him, taking his cock deep inside me. I sensed he would not last long but fortunately I came just before he ejaculated inside me and I collapsed on top of him, relieved.

“Miss that was fantastic, I can see you’re going to teach me a lot.” 

He opened my thighs and ran his fingers over the pink wet lips of my sex like he owned them.

“I cannot,” I said, but we both noticed how my thighs had parted.

“Of course you can miss,” and he continued to stroke me, as I lay naked and open to his touch.

“Will you help us with our project miss,” he asked.

“Non… John,” I whispered.

His finger played with my clitoris sensing the tension rising again in my body. 

“Vat ees eet?”

“It’s the film club miss, about a sexy schoolgirl miss, it’ll be fun.”

“Vat du u vant mi tu du John?” I asked nervously.

I felt his body on top of me his erection hard again. 

“Oh we’re going to fuck you miss, a dirty French schoolgirl whore, being fucked.”

He was inside me and I wrapped my small legs around him, he was telling me my life! 

“ Non John… non!” 

But he could tell by the way that I was fucking him that I was willing; I was more than willing.

We finished after an hour and I dressed in front of John with no qualms or embarrassment at all. James had gone out to a PTA meeting and I offered to show John where I slept.

He was surprised that I had a separate room and looked at the window leading to the flat roof, “I could just come in when I wanted,” he said, “Fuck you next door to the headmaster.”

He saw my gown for bed. 

“Try it on miss,” he asked and I removed all my clothes again and draped the long chiffon around me. 

“You look so sexy miss,” he said.

“Vell I zink u ‘ave ‘ad enuf for von nite John, I vill zee u tomorro’.”  

He lifted the material of the gown until my hairy sex was exposed again and stroked it playfully. 

“You will miss, but don’t forget the film club after school.”

“Ve’ll see John, ve’ll see, I vant tu no vat yu reelly vant mi tu du?” I said. 

I saw him out and surprisingly felt not the least remorse for my actions; I had been sexually repressed for so long it was time that I tasted life again. I did not hear my husband come home and after a wonderfully restful sleep I awoke to a bright morning and actually looked forward to the day ahead for the first time. 

“You look well,” James said to me over breakfast.

“Oui” I replied, “I ‘m starteeng tu get mor involveed vith ze claz, interacteeng mure, I ‘m enjoyeeg eet, In fat I v’ll be a ze film club ce-soir, zo I vill be lat.”

“Good, Demi,” he said “That what I want to see, enthusiasm!”

I handled the class enrolment with ease and as normal John was his normal abrupt self; as if what transpired between us had never happened. 

The day passed and I told Jeremy that the incident with him was a one off, I was just not that type of woman. He seemed relieved and so was I. The film club was at 5.30p.m and I walked in to find Hank, one of the 6th form rugby players and John. Hank was spectacular, tall and very strong; he was also black with muscles that were extremely well defined. I liked him. 

“Hi miss,” John said, “ Have some wine.” 

He handed me a glass and although it was awful I drank it all. 

“We’ve got you an outfit miss,” he pointed to the uniform on the edge of the chair “Can you change please.”

“Vat du u vant mi tu du?” I stuttered.

“Just fucking change, miss, now!” he said and I saw the look of surprise on Hank’s face.

I looked for a private area but there was none and John started to lose patience with me. 

“It’s nothing I’ve not already seen miss, now change.”

I removed my top then my bra and watched my breasts fall forward, I then removed my trousers then panties until I was naked, I felt Hank’s eyes on me but John was busy with the camera. I put on the black pair of panties, the white shirt of which I only fastened one button and then wrapped the short skirt around me. I looked in the mirror and I was a schoolgirl again, I was having fun again but did not want to show them I was.

John finished looking in his camera and came over to me; he ruffled my long, dark red hair stroked my back and then lifted my skirt inspecting my new underwear. 

“Good,” he said “Now let’s get you warmed up.”

“Vat du u meen?” I asked.

I felt him kiss me then insert his fingers into my panties; I was wet in seconds. 

“That’s what I mean,” he said.

He went back behind the camera. 

“Stand straight miss,” he said. 

I stood to attention and watched as Hank removed his clothes, his body was so well defined and his erection seemed massive; circumcised, long and clean with a pointed tip and curving slightly with light blue veins

“Non John,” I said, “I cannon du zis.” 

Hank was already beside me and with a single twist opened my shirt to reveal my breasts. He stroked them and I groaned in pleasure and could do nothing as he then went under my skirt and caressed my thighs. 

I saw the camera panning in on between my legs and although I tried to close them I could only collapse and lie on the floor helpless as Hank pulled my panties off me. My legs were far apart and I just grunted as Hank’s big cock powered inside me; he was so strong and I moaned in pleasure as he fucked me.

I came and then he bent me over and fucked me from behind ensuring John got every angle of my shame. I should have cared but did not, I was a teenager again; having dirty sex; it had been much too long. After a further ten minutes, I had climaxed again and Hank was making me suck him until he moaned and came all over me in a classic porno come shot. We were finished and I sat on the chair to recover.

“Miss you were great,” enthused John, “I might get a fortune for this film.” 

“Non…U ’re non reallee goeeng tu us’ eet!” I said in horror.

“No of course not,” he smiled I’m only joking, “This is our little secret.”

I wiped myself with a towel and Hank shook my hand. 

“Thanks miss, You were cool,” he said before departing.

I was now alone with John, I was still half-naked I wiped my bushy mound and opened my thighs to him. 

“Did u enjoi zat John?” I whispered.

“Yes miss,” he said, “You are a real tramp.” 

He picked up his still camera. 

“Hold it, miss.” He shot me and then instructed me again. 

“Open your legs wider miss.” 

I opened my legs exposing my sex to him and the camera brazenly. 

“Show me your ass miss.” 

I kneeled and felt his hands positioning my bottom to get the best picture of me, his fingers touched my sex and felt my wetness. 

“You love all this miss, don’t you, I bet you want every boy in the class to fuck you?”

“Non” I said.

But the idea excited me being a whore excited me and I posed for him like one of the sluttish girls in the magazines, there was no area of my body I wouldn’t expose for him.

“You can keep the uniform,” he said as he finished the roll “It suits you, and maybe you’ll use it again…maybe with some stockings!”

I removed the sodden clothes completely and sat naked on the chair in front of him. 

“Du non u vant tu fuckee mi John?” I said.

He looked at me and smiled, he was in control now and I stroked my breasts and pushed my sex at him.

“You little whore Miss…tell me you want fucking.”

I stared at him.

“U no I du.”

He smiled and took my breasts in his large palms.

“I’m going to do that later miss, wear that sexy gown and I‘ll creep in through the window and bang your hairy cunt!” 

I wanted to object but he was teasing my nipples and making them hard and my protestations seemed feeble under the circumstances. 

“I vill go no’ John an’ vait for u.” 

James was already asleep when I arrived home and I quickly showered slipped on my nightwear and snuggled into my bed, the window was open and I waited in expectation for my visitor. He arrived within an hour and was soon beside me in my bed. He pulled up my robe and sucked my breasts.

“You’re a very naughty teacher,” he said, “Very naughty indeed.”

He bent his head and practised his oral sex on me. 

“Mm… u ‘re learneeng John,” I said appreciatively.

I then reciprocated teasing his cock and balls expertly. He finally lay on top of me and fucked me hard until he came, spurting his essence all over me and I lay back sticky and happy. 

“How old are you miss?” he said quietly as he recovered.

“Tweentee tree,” I replied.

“God,” he said, “You’re not much older than me, how did you marry an old ‘fart’ like the headmaster?”

“Eet eez s a long storee” I said, “But I du non vant to destroy ‘im.”

“Well you’ll have to keep doing as your told miss.” 

He placed his hands on my belly and then on my wet sex lips.

“But I ‘ave bin gud up tu now John, ‘av non I?”

“You’ve been excellent miss, a good girl but you have to get better.”

“I vill John, do non ruine me ‘usband, I v’ll du vat u vant.”

John lay back in my bed and put his hands behind his head, I pulled the covers back and held his flaccid cock. It started to respond to my touch and I kissed it then licked it. 

“I v’ll do az u vant John,” I murmured “Vat u vant… Cherie.” 

I took it into my mouth. I placed my hands under his balls and did not remove them until he had ejaculated again and I had swallowed his rich white essence.  

“You are… a whore miss,” he said.

I lay back exhausted and tried to be ashamed of my actions but I no longer cared, my carnal desire had been released and I could no longer control it. 

We slept until 3a.m then I told him he had to go. He rose quietly and leant over and whispered in my ear. 

“No big blouses tomorrow, I want to see those tits all day. Let every one be jealous of what I’m touching.” 

He placed his hand on them and they felt warm and sensual.

“Ok John,” I said tiredly, “I v’ll drezz jus for u.”

I woke late and my husband shook me gently. 

“Come on lazybones” he said, “You’ve been over doing it.”

I smiled and waited for him to leave before I dressed, last night seemed a dream, but I saw the semen stains on my gown, my bed and as washed the remainder of the boys out of me in the shower and realised it was not. 

I put on a white G-string around my sex lips admiring my body as if for the first time, all the boys wanted to fuck me again; it made me shiver in excitement. I pulled on a pair of black trousers; the cut was tight and clean accentuating my figure and was going to put on my baggy blouse when I remembered my promise to John. I put on my bra then selected a white T-shirt with only two thin shoulder straps supporting the weight of my chest, I looked solid, heavy breasted, a schoolboy’s dream, I felt sexy and hoped John would be pleased.

The class went quiet when I walked in to take registration. 

“Lookin’ bon’ miss,” David said from the front row and this led to a furore of whistling and compliments. 

I couldn’t help but smile and rather than make matters worse with the class it actually seemed to make it better. It was as if I was more like one of them and I had never seen them so well behaved or as easy to hold their attention.

I saw Hank in the corridor at break; he smiled at me and I smiled back, it was our secret and it felt warm and exciting. John as normal had ignored me but I found a note on my desk to meet him outside the stock room at lunch and arrived there as instructed just after one. It was the quieter part of the school and was surprised when the door to the stockroom opened and John quickly pulled me inside. It was small and dusty and I heard him turn the lock in the door behind us. 

“It was difficult to get the keys,” he muttered.

“I ’m vorkeeng John,” I said “Non a ze scule!”

He’d already undone my zip then my clips and his fingers were in my panties in seconds. 

“Don’t argue, miss,” he gasped, “ I want to fuck you now, and know this afternoon in the lesson, that my spunk is inside you.”

He’d released his cock and it pushed my thin panties material to one side before entering me, I was no longer arguing, just pushing against him as hard as I could. I fell back against the dusty wall and groaned in pleasure, as he pumped into me harder then softer then harder again. Finally we seemed to climax together and again I felt his rich essence inside me, running down my thighs staining my underwear.

“I’m having a night off tonight miss, is that Ok?”

I looked at him as if he was mad. 

“I can managee vizout zex u no John!” I said indignantly.

He pushed his hand against my breasts and watched my nipples expand through the bra and T-shirt. 

“I’m not sure you can miss,” he smiled and he kissed me on the forehead before turning to leave. 

“See you in class miss,” he whispered. 

The rest of the day was a blur, I felt strange and dirty, John’s semen was on my pants, on me, and it made me feel weird. The lessons were easy, the pupils attentive and John sitting demurely at the back of the class gave no sign or indication that he had fucked me so disrespectfully just a few hours ago. 

The day ended without any further incident, we spoke in class about who wanted to come to France for a week’s practical French experience. I was disappointed at the limited response, it was expensive but was a chance to get away and I had hoped that I could take a small enthusiastic band with me. It was a month away however and the girls seemed to be more interested in the dance with the large private boy’s school down the road this weekend. School uniform was compulsory and the girls were moaning that it would not show them to their best advantage.

Hayley was the class beauty, long auburn hair, a slim but shapely figure and a soft pretty face with rich grey eyes. 

“It’s not fair miss,” she moaned, “How are we going to pull in this old uniform?”

I smiled, with her short skirt and long legs the girl looked sensational. 

“I du n’t tink u v’ll ave any trouble ‘aley,” I said, “You all look greet, in fact I ‘vish I was goeeng vith u.”

“Why don’t you miss?” all the girls chorused, “Go on, you’re only young like us, come with us.”

“I can n’t,” I said, “It iz non alloweed.” 

Fortunately the bell rang, the class dispersed instantaneously and I was left alone. On the short walk home I thought about the dance, the uniform now hanging in my cupboard, I wanted to go, to be a schoolgirl again, having all the boys want me, then picking one, fucking one, I was wet just fantasising about it.

The evening was excruciating, dinner with James was a bore and I suddenly realised that my boast to John was untrue, I could not get through the evening without sex, or at least the prospect of it.

The television was boring, English ‘pap’ and I went to bed early to try to sleep, I watched the window waiting for John, but he did not come; I wanted to masturbate but suddenly that no longer appealed to me. I wanted a man in my bed, fucking me, sucking me, the real thing. It was so frustrating being surrounded by all these young men but sleeping alone.

I slept terribly and was pleased that my husband had left early, I showered and looked at my wardrobe, I was fed up with trousers; it was summer, I was young, I wanted to show it.

I put on a tiny pair of blue panties, another tight T-shirt and a short wrap around skirt; it was wrong for teaching, wrong for the school but right for me, so right for me!

My class all applauded when I walked in. 

“Sexy,” they all shouted and I tried not to blush in embarrassment. 

“Tak ur zeatz pleeze,” I said. 

They all did and suddenly it was as if all the barriers between us had been broken, they saw that I was also young and unsure like them and we started to interact as a group of friends, with respect but with informality. 

They were still boisterous and noisy, but the boys fancied me and the girls seemed to admire me, it was a great feeling. The other staff obviously noticed the change and disapproved but I was the headmaster’s wife and they could keep their lousy English opinions to themselves. I received another note from John and this time, in the stock room I sucked him before I let him fuck me. 

“I’m playing rugby over the weekend” he said, “I won’t see you till Monday.”

“I v’ll surveeve, John,” I whispered, “I’ll surveeve.”

The thrill of teaching these young girls and boys with a one of my pupil’s seed still over me and inside me was hard to describe; it was as if I had found my heaven, a dirty place where my fantasies were being fulfilled.

I thought about John and as the afternoon wore on realised that I could not rely entirely on him for my pleasure, I couldn’t go through another night like the last. The weekend dance and the schoolgirl outfit in my cupboard jangled in my brain and I watched as the girls gossiped excitedly. It was late on a warm Friday afternoon the boys had been released to play football and the girls hung around the classroom idly as I pretended to mark work.

I looked up and saw Hayley standing in front of me; her skirt was so short that I could almost see her black panties. 

“Miss” she said, “Please come with us.”

“As a teecher?” I said, “I cannot…”

“No miss,” she interrupted, “As a pupil… come and be one of us… you seem like one of us!”

I looked at her in horror. 

“But I ’m marriyd ‘aley it vould n’t…”

“You can’t be serious, you can’t be getting anything from ‘Old James’ can you? Come on,” she entreated, “We’ll have fun and the boys are so handsome and… wealthy, not like the rubbish in this class.”

“I ‘m sorree ‘aley,” I replied in a strict tone, “But I du non reelly tink it iz appropeeat, fur me tu be comeeng out viz u tu a schul danze iz eet?”

The girl shook her auburn hair lamely.

“An’ be gud enough non to speek ‘bout my ‘usband like zat or zere vill be trouble, du u understand?”

The girl walked away and I returned to my books, a fantasy was one thing but to actually go and act like these silly schoolgirls was ridiculous! I was insulted, it was bad enough that John had degraded me but I had no wish to gather another bad reputation, ‘dirty Demi’ was a thing of the past!

John left for his weekend’s sport without saying anything and after another dismal meal and evening with my husband I retired to bed alone. I gazed at the window and longed for John to come inside and insult me, abuse me and fuck me. The evening was warm, sultry and I pulled the covers off my bed and lay back with my gown around my waist and my thighs spread far apart. I was so frustrated, I could literally feel the longing in my vagina, I touched myself and I was wet but it was not my hands that I wanted. I could not go back to being a sexual recluse or just waiting for young John James!

I reached for the phone it was still only 10.15p.m and after checking the numbers in my book dialled Hayley, her mother answered and after explaining everything was Ok I heard the young girl; on the end of the line.

“Yes miss?” she said.

“I ‘ave tought about v’at u said ‘aley an I vas ‘arsh on u, I ’ave rung tu apologyse.”

“That’s Ok miss,” she said.

“ Vere iz ze partee?” I enquired casually.

“At their school miss. We’re going by bus, I’m meeting Sue and Tina at my house at 7.30.”

“Oh,” I said quietly.

“Do you want to come miss?” she said innocently.

My body was burning with desire and I thought about all those young boys, and me in school uniform. 

“Eet izn’t rite,” I whispered.

“We won’t tell miss, you’ll just be another schoolgirl. Have you got a uniform?” she enquired.

I remembered what happened in the school clothes newly washed in my drawer and shuddered.

“Oui ‘aley.” 

“Good miss, she squealed excitedly, be at my house at 7.15, we’ll have the best time.”

The phone went dead and the tension in my body was unbearable, I could not masturbate, I wanted to savour my lust, desire, I could not hide my sexuality, but I would have to try from my pupils, I did not want them to see me in a bad light.

The following day passed slowly and I almost wished the hands on the clock around until it was 6p.m and I could bathe in scent and change for the evening. I went out at lunchtime and bought some garters and black nylon stockings to complete my uniform. When I reached home I dressed and I pulled the black cotton panties around me I immediately became aroused, agitated and I quickly put my shirt, tie and skirt and new lingerie to complete my transformation.

James had gone to the driving range and I left him a message that I would be out until late, on school business, and caught a taxi to Hayley’s house. She was waiting for me, as were the other girls and the girl put her arms around like an old friend. 

“I’m so pleased you could come,” she gushed.

All the girls were in uniform but had applied make up and pulled their skirts up to show the maximum amount of thigh they could. I was handed a glass of wine and sat around on the floor with them in a small circle. They complimented me on my look and made me promise to show them where I had bought my nylon stockings. I felt excited and sexy.

“I ‘ave booked ze taxi in ‘alf an houer girlz,” I said, “Ve migt az ‘vell go in styel.”

“Thanks miss,” said Sue. 

She was taller that all the girls, with a large chest and strong but shapely legs. Her hair was brown with blonde streaks and her face slim and lean but quite appealing, she was attractive and I wondered if she had any experience with men.

Tina was Hayley’s shadow- she was small, about my size, petite, almost gawky with small breasts and a soft moon face that was always hidden behind her small round glasses. I didn’t know how she would fit in, in fact I didn’t know how I would fit in, but as the wine relaxed me and the girls laughed, I was pleased to be there.

“Yu mus call mi Demi, ” I said to all of them, “I ‘m non ur teecher tonite.”

Hayley smiled at me. 

“Maybe you will miss…Demi…you might teach us about men?” Sue teased me!

I blushed. 

“I ‘m zure u gurls now az mush az mi.” I lied.

“Maybe,” Hayley said again. 

“But I’ve bet you’ve done it more? But not with ‘Old James?”

I went to chastise her but remembered that I was one of them now. 

“Oui…non avec ‘Old James’” I said, disloyally to him.

The girls drank a little more and slowly the conversation turned more and more to sex. 

“God I fancy a good fuck tonight,” said Sue. 

“And me,” said Hayley opening and closing her legs as if to tease herself. 

“ A nice, big, rich cock, fucking me …and a big car as well!”

We all screamed with laughter and I joined in the badinage slowly. 

“I zink I v’ll zuck vone first,” I whispered, “Teaz ‘im a… petit.”

“Miss…Demi,” Hayley said, “Whatever do you mean?”

All the girls laughed again and Tina muttered to her-self. 

“You’re all terrible, You know I’m saving myself for my husband.”  

Hayley looked at her savagely. 

“Then don’t come Tina, we’re all in this together, the ‘four musketeers’,” She raised her glass, “All for one?”

We all clinked glasses with her “And one for all,” we chattered excitedly.   

Tina did not clink with the same enthusiasm as the rest of us but she did not wish to be sent home by Hayley and did not complain further.

We were still joking as the taxi picked us up and as I looked at my attractive and animated companions I wondered at how much of what they were discussing, was fact or bravado.

The school of the dance was enormous, massive open grounds and a huge expense of greenery where the playing fields sat in rows. The difference between the two schools was incomparable; we were welcomed into the ornate hallway by a tall dark-haired sixth form boy and were ushered towards the sound of the music blaring from presumably the main assembly room.

We opened the door and place was alive with boys in smart black uniforms and seemingly hundreds of girls from the surrounding schools, all out to find a rich boy!

We grabbed a drink of punch and ignoring the melee started to dance to the music blaring from an old fashioned deck in the centre of the room. I noticed that most of the boys weren’t dancing but just watching the girls and I saw a broad, handsome boy with short dark hair looking at me, staring at me, his brown eyes seemingly undressing me.

I felt myself pulse, It had been so long since I had been looked at in that way, he wanted to fuck me, they all wanted to fuck me and I danced wildly allowing my breasts to be seen through the sheerness of the white shirt. My friends and I danced intermittently with many of the boys during the evening and as the clock drew towards 11p.m some slow records came on and I was suddenly confronted with the broad boy. 

“Dance?” It was an instruction.

I shrugged and he placed his arms around me and drew me close to him, immediately as our bodies met I felt the hardness in his trousers and I had to control myself not to touch it. I sensed his hands on my sweaty back. 

“Your sexy” he said, “Very sexy.”

Involuntarily, in the darkness he drew me against me and I pushed against his hardness as a response, he placed his hands on my bottom, and drew me close against him. I couldn’t resist and started to rub myself on his hardness. 

“You are a horny bitch aren’t you?” he whispered.

I said nothing but closed my eyes and felt my body pulse to his erection.

The dance finished and before the next one came on he took my hand and led me outside into the hallway, where I was pleased to feel the breath of fresh air. There was a recess in the passageway and he pushed me into its darkness.

“What’s your name?” he whispered.

“Demi,” I said and noticed that he’d placed one hand on the front of my shirt.

“You’re French,” he said, “I’ve not had French tart.”

He squeezed my breast and although I responded I remembered my companions. 

“An’ u ’re non ‘aving anee tonite…?”

“Tom,” he smiled watching my nipple expand.

I extricated myself from him and went to find my friends; Sue and Tina were smooching with 2 boys and I could not find Hayley anywhere. 

“I’ll help you,” Tom said casually and started opening the classrooms off the long sterile corridors.  

We opened 6 or 7 doors until I heard a moaning sound and walked around a desk to see Hayley’s young face and mouth gorging on a huge black erection. 

“ ‘aley,” I screamed and she jumped almost biting the very thing she was enjoying.

She wiped her mouth and I heard Tom laugh. 

“Do you all want to come back to my house? The dance is finishing and we can have a drink. Are you coming Danny?” 

The black boy was re-buttoning his trousers and looked at Hayley’s soft lips. 

“Think I will Tom,” he said.

I pushed Hayley outside. 

“ ‘Vat r u doing?” I raged like her mother and then corrected myself. “I ‘m zoree…I shud non juge u.” 

“You won’t tell anyone miss will you?” she said shyly.

“ ‘Re ve goin’ back or non?” I asked her.

“What do you think Demi?”

I shrugged.

“Yes…vy non.”

The girl nodded at me, she was hungry for more. 

“Ok” I said, “Get ze ozer girls.”

I went inside the room and spoke to Tom. 

“Ve’ll cum,” I agreed. 

I watched as he purveyed my body up and down like some prey of his and shuddered.

I sat in the front of Tom’s Jaguar and Hayley was with Danny in the back. Sue and Tina were being driven my Frank, one of Tom’s friends in a black Saab.  I enjoyed the opulent luxury of the vehicle and my skirt had ridden high on my thighs exposing all of my legs; I was so excited I could only let them open and feel the cool draft caressing my underwear.

I looked in the rear mirror and saw my pupil whom, after trying to restrain her-self, had let Danny place his tongue deep inside her mouth and worm his hand inside her shirt.

Tom smiled and let his hand brush my thigh as he changed gears. 

“Enjoy the dance Demi?”

“Oui… it vas bon’,” I replied.

“You’re hot,” he murmured,” We’ll be home soon, and you can have a swim if you want?”

“Reallee?” I said surprised.

“Then I can see some more of that body,” he whispered.

I trembled; I wanted to take all my clothes off and for him to fuck me here but I tried to restrain myself and sat silently.

The house was enormous, pillars, gates and eventually a large conservatory where a long blue pool lay calmly awaiting for its surface to be disturbed. There were the four of us girls then Tom, Danny and Frank.  Frank was short but lean with curly black hair; he opened a bottle of champagne with some panache and we all drank the cold bubbly liquid offered to us with relish.

We relaxed on the numerous soft ‘loungers’ around the pool and after a couple of glasses Tom looked me. 

“Who’s swimming?” he said.

I stood up. 

“I ‘m sweeming,” I said confidently.

“And me” said Hayley.

Tina chipped in weakly. 

“I’ve got no costume,” she stuttered.

Hayley dragged her to her feet and we discarded her skirt, shirt tie and bra leaving her with just her black panties covering her thin body. 

“Now you have” Hayley said and we laughed as the girl threw herself in the pool in fright.     

Hayley undressed in front of Danny and I also took my clothes off slowly relishing the bulges that were clearly within all the boy’s trousers. I was soon just in my panties and I pulled them up around my hips as if to show Tom my mound, my shape!

We were soon in the water and the coolness of the liquid was electrifying, we screamed in mock horror as the boys discarded their clothes completely and jumped into the pool with us making the water splash with foam.

Tom swam up to me and I felt his hands on my body for the first time. 

“Yu av non goin’ tu fuckee uz,” I lied. 

He laughed and stroked my ass in the water as I pretended to try to get away from him.

Eventually after an hour we got out and took the large white towels that were on the chairs and wrapped them around us to dry us off. The boys did the same then slowly each let theirs’ fall to the floor to leave them naked. We all tried not to stare at their penises but Tom’s was long and surrounded by lots of black curly pubic hair and as he looked at me I saw it starting to swell, then become erect.

Danny’s did the same and Hayley walked to him let her towel drop and like a slut, bend down and put his erection where it had been earlier in the evening. I quickly grabbed her hand again. “Ve’re jus goin’ tu ze ladeez,” I said, and instinctively Sue and Tina followed us to safety. We gathered in the elegant bathroom and I spoke to my girls softly.

“Ve’re non doin’ zis for notheeng gurls,” I said.

“But Danny loves me,” gushed Hayley.

“ ‘E jus vants tu fuckee u, zen u vill be dumped like ze trash zey tink ve ar,” I said.

Hayley looked hurt but she knew I was right. 

“What shall we do?”

“Leeve eet tu moi,” I said, “All fur ze von?”

“And one for all,” they all replied.

We trooped back outside and Hayley sat herself with us, away for the boys. I sat on the bed opposite Tom and used the towel to dry my breasts and I opened my thighs provocatively and watched appreciatively as Tom’s erection powered vertically. I pulled at my black panties and let them reveal my rich hair, just below. 

“U vant zis Tom, Non?”

The boy nodded as if mesmerised and I lowered my pants further to reveal the outline of my sex lips. 

“U tink ve ’re jus ze rubbeesh, Tom?”

All the boys blinked and I stood up and let my pants fall off me and I discarded them onto the floor. I put my hands on my hips and showed him my body. 

“ Eef u vant uz, u v’ll ‘ave tu pay,” I said.

I moved to his chair and ran my fingers along his cock. 

“Ve ’ll all suck zis for u, u can zee ‘ho iz ze best.” 

I kissed the top of his circumcised tip and he jumped.

“How much,” he gasped.

“£1,000.00” I said and went back to my chair where I sat with my thighs apart showing him my richness.

“You bitches!”

The boy quickly got up and returned instantly with a wad of money. 

“Now, you cheap whores, you’re all going to get yours.”

I took the money and stuffed it into my bag and motioned to all the girls to strip, Tina as normal was unsure and Sue and Hayley pulled her panties off her, roughly, revealing her cunt surrounded by wispy blonde hair.

I called the girls to Tom and we each took it in turns to kiss his cock and then suck it, Tina pulled back and cried. 

“But I’m saving myself… for my husband!” 

Hayley forced her down and soon Tina’s slim mouth was sucking it as we all had.

Tom lay back in pleasure. 

“I told you all these girl were ‘slags’,” he said to his friends stroking Tina’s hair as she sucked him. 

“Poor uneducated tarts.”

Hayley looked at me and knew what I’d said before was correct and she went over to Frank and started to suck him while Danny watched. 

“You’re all so right boys,” she said sarcastically.

Sue walked to Danny and the man admired her long athletic legs. Danny, forgetting all about Hayley put his mouth between Sue’s thighs and she collapsed onto the bed moaning in pleasure.

Hayley called Tina and I over to her and lay the girl on the bed. 

“You’re going to get fucked first,” she muttered.

Tina tried to moan but we open her thighs held her down and I watched as Hayley placed the tip of Frank’s penis at the entrance to her vagina. 

“No…It’s for my… husband,” she wailed and then just closed her eyes as Hayley spread Tina’s wetness over her sex lips and watched her grunt as Frank pushed himself inside her.

Hayley smiled as Tina wrapped her thin legs around Frank’s broad frame and suddenly he was fucking her, the girl no longer complaining but grunting in pleasure to each thrust. I saw Tom motioning towards me and I went over and lay next to him, he sucked my nipples and I groaned in pleasure also. 

“You’re the biggest whore here,” he whispered.

I lay back on the bed and opened my thighs to him. 

“Fuckee mi zen,” I said.

Tom wasted no time and I soon felt his cock inside me, he was strong and powerful but too excited from the evening’s experience and came fairly quickly. Tina had also come and was recovering as Hayley was receiving her turn from Frank’s cock.

He came as well and soon there was only Sue to go! Both Sue and Danny were fit and they pounded each other hard until finally they seemed to climax together. We were all soaked and exhausted and dived into the pool to cleanse and recover; when we came out it was clear that the boys had revived.

Tina wiped her glasses looked at Danny and his big black cock and without instruction went and lay beside him. She started to suck him until he was fully erect then squatted on top of him, until his penis was inside her. She fucked herself wildly against him and Hayley stroked her ass as she began to grind her hips. 

“Saving it for your husband are we Tina? You… slag.”

Frank had me; then Tom, from behind until I lost track of who was fucking whom; we eventually all finished at about 3a.m in the morning and Tom called us a taxi home.

As we were waiting in the hallway Tom slipped one hand around my waist and another under my skirt where he invade my panties and sex again. 

“This was expensive Demi, but worth it. Do you want to come back tomorrow?”

“Zame monee?” I said.

“More boys” he replied, “I’m having my ‘rugger’ mates over, you can serve drinks, and…”

“£1,500.00” I said.

“For everyone?”

I saw Tina nod first, her lipstick eroded by the cock she’d been sucking.

“I’ll get you outfits to dress in,” he said, “Something in keeping with your lowly status. Be here at 8p.m.”

“Expeect uz if u ze uz,” I smiled and we all dashed in the taxi squealing in high spirits and tiredness.

We all collapsed onto the black seats. 

“What an evening,” said Hayley “Unbelievable!”

I felt my libido satisfied and nodded. 

“I ‘m pleezd I cum,” I smiled.

“You were great,” Sue yawned, “What are we going to do with all that money. Does that make us prostitutes?”

“Ve ’re goeeng a France,” I replied “An’ broadeen ze…mindz. An bi ze vay non jus giveeng eet tu pompuz peegs lik zem du n’t make uz proztitutez… eet make uz clever!”   

“Are we really going to France?” Tina gushed. 

“That’s your reward for fucking so well,” said Hayley.

Tina straightened her glasses absent-mindedly. 

“I loved it,” she whispered, “Just loved all of it, they all wanted to fuck, me!”

“I can’t go tomorrow,” said Sue, “I’ve a date with my boyfriend.”

“We’ll tell him what you’ve done if you don’t,” said Hayley. “All for one and all that!”

“We’ll see,” Sue said tiredly.

“Come, on,” said Tina, “Don’t miss all the fun!”    

“U ’ave shanged ur min’ a petit,” I commented and she just laughed.

Eventually all the girls were dropped off and I crept into the house and looked in on James, he was asleep.

I lay on the bed exhausted, my panties covered in sperm, I removed my clothes but kept the underwear around me, I had enjoyed myself more than I could ever remember. I was ‘dirty Demi’ again but the other girls were worse than I was. It made everything safe in a strange sort of way.

My husband awoke me in the morning and asked about the discarded uniform on the floor, I lied and told him that I’d confiscated it from a pupil for it being so dirty.

“I am really pleased with the interest you’re taking,” he said to me “Do you want to come to a PTA meeting tonight?”

“I v’d luv tu darleeng,” I replied “But I ‘m ‘aving a zession vith ze girls.”

“Ok” he smiled and kissed me on the forehead. I was pleased that he could not see or smell the panties I was still wearing demonstrating what a whore his wife was.

I showered quickly and phoned Hayley about Midday. 

“Vell,” I asked her, “Vell?”

“Well what? You tart,” she laughed at me, “You want to go back and let them fuck as all again?”

I went quiet, embarrassed.

“Of course,” she laughed “All that cock and money as well you’re brilliant.”

I released my tension my vagina was still on fire; I wanted to go back. 

“I v’ll pik u up at 7en” I said.

“What should we wear?” Hayley asked.

“I shuld n’t zink it vill matteer, “ I responded sagely.

The taxi arrived at Hayley’s house exactly at 7p.m and to our disappointment Sue had not shown; the 4 musketeers were one short! 

“Never mind” said Tina “I’ll have her share,” and we both looked at the small girl in disbelief.

We arrived at the mansion early and Tom showed us up to one of the rooms that had 4 black, Bunny-girl type, leotard costumes lain out on the bed. 

“Sue bunny not shown?” he said, “Ok get changed, you’ll serve drinks in these.”

I removed my jeans, shirt and panties and slipped into the costume, it fitted me like a glove and my breasts and mound was visible and pronounced. I sought Tom out and found him in his room getting changed, he had only his boxer shorts on and on seeing me immediately got aroused.

“Moneee,” I said. 

He went into anther room and handed me the wad promised. I turned to leave but he stopped me, pulling me to him and unzipped the rear of the costume. I wanted to object but he’d bought and paid for us and soon the black outfit was around my ankles and he was playing with my breasts. He pushed me onto his bed and bent me on my knees before he held my hips and roughly inserted his erection inside me. 

“I want to fuck you first,” he said “I want my semen around your cunt when your serving drinks.”

I reached back and held his balls with my hand and felt my body shudder as he fucked me roughly and pumped masses of semen inside me, filling me. He held me fast then wiped his weeping penis on my ass before disappearing into the bathroom. 

“Get dressed and start serving my guests,” he said.

I found the other girls and the three of us walked regally down the elegant staircase and saw that there seemed to be many strapping young men arriving, I was handed a tray of drinks and started to serve the guests. The door went again and I opened it to find Sue there, looking red faced and flustered. 

“I missed my bus, she gasped I had to get a taxi.” 

I paid the bill for her and she smiled. 

“Couldn’t miss the fun,” she said and whistled at our sexy outfits. 

Danny saw her “Come on” he said, “I’ll show you the way.”

She had not appeared in 15 minutes and while we were still quiet I dashed upstairs to find Danny fucking her from behind for all he was worth. 

“Su, u ’re tres bad, ” I screamed and as if in response to my description Danny ejaculated inside her in the same way Tom had with me.

“I couldn’t refuse,” she said, “We’re theirs’… aren’t we?”

Danny left and Sue put on the outfit that highlighted her extremely long legs; she would be a sensation tonight.

Eventually the four of us were downstairs all the boys toyed with us, teased us but were extremely polite. I suddenly realised however that I’d not seen Tina for half an hour and started to panic; where was she? We were running short of wine and I went down to the cellar to find the small slut with her costume at her ankles kneeling on the floor dispensing blowjobs to 4 boys.

As if in unison they all seemed to climax together and the tiny girl was covered in their thick sticky fluid. 

“U ‘re suppuseed tu bi vorkeeng,” I chastised her and she pulled the uniform back around her and dashed past me up the stairs, her face still smeared with come.

They were all such terrible whores and I wondered what Hayley was up to. I need not have guessed as when I wandered upstairs Danny was fucking her as well, he was the only one that knew the arrangement Tom had made with us and was getting his money’s worth. Hayley looked so happy being screwed, her face was smiling and her body responded strongly to Danny’s aggressive motions. I left them to it and at midnight the house was full with over 100 boys and Tom stood on a chair and rang a chime loudly. 

“Thank you all for coming, he announced, and now is the highlight of the evening.” 

He gestured to the four of us and we went and stood beside him. 

“Please, a round of applause to our beautiful waitresses.”

The room exploded into spontaneous applause and I jumped as I felt a piece of paper placed across my crotch. 

“You all bought a raffle ticket earlier on, let’s see who are the lucky winners.”

A small ginger-hair boy came up to Tom and produced a slip of paper with my number on, Tom read it sagely, Harry is the lucky winner of… a blow job! 

The room exploded into a crescendo and all the men in the room gathered around a small blue mat on the floor. I knelt down onto it and nervously undid the trousers of the ‘winner’ pulling out his tiny erection as directed. I placed the unfortunate thing in my mouth and the young boy came instantly as the room erupted again, this time into boos and cries of shame!

Sue was next; she received a full fuck from a rugged Asian man and he was cheered as he fucked her hard, being the athlete he was. Tina was then next to perform, A black man penetrating her from behind whilst she sucked a fat boy at the front at the same time. Hayley performed fellatio and so the cycle continued incessantly. Finally we were all made to kneel and bend over on the mat and we were all fucked from behind in unison.

The evening finished with virtually every boy ejaculating over the four of us -who were by this time lying stark naked- and then leaving, complimenting Tom on his hospitality. We waited for the last guest to depart and as if in a single motion we all dashed to the swimming pool and threw ourselves into the clean blue water to wash the stench of semen off us.

Tom came in to see us. 

“We did well girls tonight,” he smiled, “£50.00 from each of them and only £1500.00 for you lot…I fucked you all and made a nice profit as well… life can be wonderful. Do you want to do it again?”

We all groaned together. 

“Ve ’ll zee,” I said.

We swam for a while and then climbed the stairs to the room to change, as I was putting on my panties Tom was behind me again and I felt his new erection. 

“Non ageen,” I begged tiredly.

“Shut the fuck up whore and bend over.”

I placed my hand on the wall and leaned forward and Tom fucked me until I felt that familiar sense of release from him and again I was dirty and soiled. I dressed without a word and was pleased to feel the taxi pull away from the young bastard’s house, as always I had won an initial victory, but somehow always lost the main battle. We had all been used, abused for money and as we drove down the long road leading away from the luxurious home I hated myself for having enjoyed it so much.    

None of the girls spoke much but it was as if we all had the same view. 

“See you at school tomorrow miss,” said Hayley, she was the last one to leave, I was miss again, their teacher!

I dropped into bed exhaustedly again too tired to shower and was awoken by a warm body beside me. 

“I knew you’d be missing me,” a familiar voice said, it was John.

He parted my thighs and was fucking me in seconds, tired as I was I responded to him but was relieved when he finally came and mixed his seed amongst the other men that had fucked me in the last few days.

“I bet you needed that?” he said smugly, “ I know how frustrated you get.”

“ U ‘r rite John,” I whispered, thinking about all the fucking, I had received so recently

“U boyz ‘r alvayz rite.”

He was gone when I awoke and given my exertions I was surprisingly refreshed and ready for the day ahead. James had already left for the school and I dressed in my now familiar short skirt and tight top. The class were noisy but polite and we went through registration without too much fuss.

I looked around my class and began to realise how well I was beginning to know some of the students, I kept seeing Tina in my mind’s eye on her knees sucking cock and Hayley and Sue would occasionally look at me and smile. I knew what they were thinking. 

“Miss is a tart, a slag, she loves to be fucked,”

“But so what,” I thought, “So do they!”

John as normal was so laid back no one would ever have guessed he was responsible for my new life, I hated him for being so clever but as I felt the glow of my body and my new relationship with my class, I was secretly grateful to him.

There was no message from John and at lunchtime I slipped into town and looked at the reservations for the trip to France, there were places for 9 and given that I had 4 certainties I decided that I would confirm all the places. I wanted to be sure though given what I knew about my first 3 partners that the other companions were of similar morals. 2 weeks touring France as just another sex mad schoolgirl in our party, it would be great as long as I had the right mix of people. 

I still had some money left from the wages from Tom and I stopped at the department store and bought a set of black stockings and suspenders, I wanted John to have a nice surprise tonight. The final school lessons dissolved into the afternoon and I stopped him as he left.

“Ar u comeeng ce soir?” 

“Expect me if you see me,” he said. He really was so rude!

Robin Thompson was waiting for me outside the class; he was smaller and quieter than the other students, but he was more respectful and I liked him. He was just a little taller than I was and had a thin wiry-body and long brown hair; his hazel eyes looked at me shyly.

“I’ve heard you’re giving private lessons, miss,” he said.

I looked at him as if he knew my secret.

“I want to pass my exams miss, can you help, my mum said that she’ll pay you.”

“ ‘Ow mush monee?” I said greedily.

“£20.00,” he said, “Can I come tonight?”

“Ok Robeen,” I said “But I v’ll be busee zo u v’ll ‘ave tu vork around moi.”

I didn’t know why I was pleased but I was; more money more entertainment; and I ate my dinner with James wondering what I should wear. I wanted to tease the boy make him hard, he was a virgin and there was something delicious about being his fantasy, but then it struck me perhaps maybe he did want just to improve his French? 

Robin arrived at 8p.m exactly, James was in his study and I escorted the boy into the front room where I had laid out various books. I sat him at the small desk an sat opposite him on the chair, I made sure that my skirt rose high on my legs and if the boy looked closely he could see my new underwear below.

Sure enough as we began his eyes were spending more time on my legs than on the books and I went and sat beside him ensuring he could smell my strong perfume. My breasts were inches from his arms and hands and I could sense the tension on his face, he was hard I was sure of it.

“U ’re non concentrateeng Robeen,” I said, “Go over zose verbz ageen.”

The boy splutter some garbled French and accidentally spilled his water over me. 

“U zilly boy.” 

I quickly removed my wet skirt and top and saw the boy ogling my body with his hazel eyes bulging.

“Stop lookeeng Robeen,” I said furiously “I zink u ’re timez up non?”

He rose quickly and I saw the bulge in his trousers, his eyes still burning into my body. 

“I’m sorry miss,” he gasped.

I softened my tone and put my arm around his waist comfortingly and patted his bottom gently. 

“Zat’s ok Robeen,” I said, “Ve’ll get eet rite nex week.”

I knew James was still locked in the study and I did not dress to see the boy out; he brushed against me in the narrow hallway and I felt his unused erection as he did so. 

“Same time next week miss?” he said.

I responded in French and he looked me blankly. 

“ I zink u need a lot of extre lessonz Robeen,” I smiled and closed the door sharply.

My body was racing, not because I found the boy attractive but at the power that I had, to tease him, to be their object of worship, it was intoxicating. I decided that extra lessons was an option for the future, extra money and, who knows what? I could choose, tease them all and… pick whom I wanted.

I went to bed early, just in my suspender set and soon heard John at the window, he slipped into the bed beside me and murmured appreciatively as he felt my naked breasts and new underwear. 

“Dressed for fucking, miss?” he said and squeezed my breasts firmly.

“How was Robin?” he enquired.

I was flustered that he knew. 

“Fin,” I replied, “’E zeemed tu learn zomething.”

The boy laughed. 

“He phoned me, told me he spilled some water on you and you stripped off, you were teasing him miss? You dirty slut.”

I felt his fingers inside my panties. 

“I vaz non teeshing,” I lied.

He pulled the fine material to one side and inserted himself inside me. 

“You wanted to teach him to do this, you French tart.”

He started to fuck me hard and I just open my thighs and groaned in pleasure, he was right, it seemed as if he knew me, better than I knew myself!

John did not stay around long after he had finished with me and I started to wonder if the ease that he could have my body made the experience less pleasurable for him. He was a strange boy and I was pleased that although I was happy to accommodate his physical demands, I would not like to deal with his mental demands as well.

It was wonderful to be fucked regularly, to know that each day some one would come and service me, I thought about the empty years with James and wondered why I never left France. I did not know but as I lay with my thighs aching and belly full of sperm again, I was content, content for now anyway.

John left without speaking to me and was quiet the next day and I decided to ignore him. If he turned up at my window he would but I couldn’t worry for him. Dianne James and Gail Harris asked me for some extra French and I met them at the house took some money of them and actually had a proper lesson. They were not looking at my legs; that was for sure.

Dianne was a very pretty girl, long, curly dark hair and dark eyes and at the end of the lesson when we were having a cup of coffee she waited for Gail to leave and she spoke to me privately.

“Do you know I’m going out with Darren, miss?” she said as if I was the least interested.

“Non” I shrugged.

“Can I ask you a question?” she said demurely.

I nodded.

“He wants me to sleep with him, say’s he’ll finish with me if I don’t, what should I do?”

“Vat du u vant tu du?” I said.

The girl looked bewildered. 

“If ‘e luvez u ‘e’ll vait, do non rush.” 

I felt like my mother giving sound advice, I wanted to tell her to go and have a good fuck and get the cobwebs out of her ass. But I didn’t. God it seemed everyone was coming to me for sex! But John did not that night, nor the next and I noticed that he had been acting strangely over the last few days in class. I felt my body aching for the sex I’d missed; I needed to be fucked… where was he?

I put on my old chiffon dress for bed and instantly felt myself aroused. I pulled the material around my thighs and stroked my wet lips then heard a noise at the window and John slipped into the bed beside me. He soon found my wetness and teased me. 

“Your cunt’s so wet miss,” he said “Do you want it fucked?”

“U no I du,” I gasped.

“Suck my cock then miss” he whispered. 

I slid down the bed and slowly licked the length of his erection. He lay back savouring my subservience and stroked my naked bottom. 

“Great ass, miss,” he said and I grimaced as he stuck his fingers in my vagina then spread the wetness to my ass hole.

“Swallow my come, miss,” he said and I felt his middle finger go up my ass hole. 

“Suck it miss, while I fuck your ass with it.”

I placed my hands under his balls and sucked his penis like the whore I was while his finger gave me vibrations of dirty pleasure. 

“I’m coming,” he said and instantly released a huge volume of spunk inside my mouth. 

I tried to swallow it all so not to get anything on the sheets and I was just recovering when I heard a knock on the door and James’ voice. 

“Darling let me in,” he said.

“Undur ze bed,” I whispered to John in panic, “Vite…vite.” 

I kicked all his clothes under after him and ensuring that the room was a dark as possible opened my door to my husband.

James walked in wearily and sat on my bed and I sat next to him, before I realised what he was doing he turned to me and kissed me, his tongue inside my mouth tasting the sperm that was still there.

“I love you Demi,” he said, “I love how you’ve been with the students, so giving.”

He kissed me again; it turned me on that he could taste another man’s come on my tongue.

I was pleased John was under the bed, he could suffer while my husband had me and I resolved to moan like a whore irrespective of his lovemaking.

I lay back on the bed and opened my thighs to him. 

“Fuckee mi James,” I whispered sensing my vagina was soaking and I needed him now.

He lay on top of me and I felt his craggy beard roughly scratching my face, his penis was hard for an instant then… limp, useless! 

“I’m sorry Demi,” he whispered, “Pressure of work and all that, I just wanted to tell you how proud of you I was.”

He held me in his arms like ‘a piece of precious china’, then rose and left my room, John had heard it all, more ammunition for him!

He was in my bed again in a second and let his fingers run along my soaking pussy. 

“James can’t fuck his horny wife, can he?”

I said nothing but groaned at his touch.

“No wonder you want it all the time you frustrated cow!”

My thighs were splayed apart and he pulled the covers off and looked at my wet vagina, resting his head between my thighs. 

“This is so pretty,” he smiled sticking his long tongue inside me, “And so easy; so easy to fuck. Say… I’m an easy to fuck, miss.”

He pulled himself up between my thighs and placed his big prick until the tip was at the entrance to my sex lips. 

“Say it, miss!”

“Non… non” I groaned.

He moved his cock a little inside me; he knew how much I wanted it and suddenly all my reserve gave way. 

“I ‘m easee fuckee John, U no I ‘m.”

I felt his cock further inside me. 

“I ‘m sush an easee fuckee, John. Dirtee me… Fuckee me.”

He was now fully inserted and I closed my eyes as he pulled my dress off me.

“Your husband can’t give you this, miss can he?”

He moved his cock inside me and I shuddered in a spasm of pleasure. 

“Non ‘e cannon fuckee mi, I need u, tu fuckee mi.”

“No miss,” he teased me “Anyone with a big cock.”

He started to fuck me; it was true. 

“Oui anivne vith a beeg cuck John.”

“We’ll have to keep you filled miss, let everyone in the class fuck you. On your desk so they can all see what a whore you are.”

“Non…non… John” I gasped.

His pace was intense. 

“Tell me you’re a whore miss,” he whispered.

“I ‘m a vore, John a deerty vo…re”

I came and John tensed then released himself inside me again, I was just French meat for his cock and sperm.

He rubbed my breast and licked them. 

“We’re having such a good time miss, aren’t we?”

“Oui, John,” I mumbled, being insulted but well fucked was infinitely better than my husband and his limp manhood.

“You’re giving a lot of lessons,” he said, “Making lots of money, well you can pay for me and Hank to come to France, I know you’re going with Tina, Sue and Hayley, we’ll come as well and you’ll pay.”

“I can non affod eet John,” I said and I felt his hand back on my cunt.

“Don’t you want this fucked all summer, miss or would you rather stay with ‘limpy’ James?”

I was still so wet. 

“I v’d ‘ather u fuckee me all summeer John,” I gasped “I’l fin’ ze monee.”

“Good girl, miss,” he said and wiped his limp, wet cock on my face. 

“We’ll have to find the others too miss, a girl with a wet cunt for me and a boy with…?”

“A grande penees for me,” I whispered.

“That’s correct miss, I’m going, I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

He rose dressed and left without another word.

I relaxed and thought about the money, I needed another £2,000.00 for everybody, I decided that another evening serving drinks with Tom would be required! I spoke to Tom the next day at home, he was surprised to hear from me. 

“Haven’t you tarts had enough?” he said.

“£2,500.00,” I said, “Or non deel”.

“Expensive pussy,” he drawled, “Ok, but I want one new girl that little one was mad, she was only worth half price.”

“Fin” I said, not knowing how I was going to find another by next Saturday, “Non probleem.”

I spoke to the girls after school on Friday and Hayley was a bit unsure about going. 

“John’s asked me out,” she said “I don’t know if it’s right.”

“We nid somevone elze ani vay,” I said annoyed that she was going out with John, “Ve’ll nevere fin sumvone zo queekly.”

The girls left, Hayley was going with John that night and I was frustrated, as I lay in my bed alone. I eventually drifted to sleep and was surprised to wake with John next to me and his hands all over me. 

“Vat ‘re u doeeng ‘ere?” I said sharply “I tout u vere vith ‘aley.”

“I was,” he replied, “But I dropped her home, she’s not like you miss, she’s a lady, not fucking anyone on the first night.”

“I was going to tell him he couldn’t fuck me either but his hands were already in my vagina and my thighs were already parting for him.”

He fucked me desperately, with passion. 

“God I wish you were Hayley, miss, she’s such a lady and you’re just…”

He came quickly, fantasising about Hayley and her presumed innocence, I accepted whatever pleasure I could get from him. Boys were so stupid!  

John lay next to me and played with my body as he talked about Hayley. 

“Once I fuck her miss, we’re over, I think… I love her.”

“Zat’s bon,” I said sarcastically.

“She’s different, miss,” he wandered on, “So different, I get hard just thinking about her.”

I felt between his legs and sure enough he was erect again. I hadn’t come and I kneeled above him and inserted his penis inside me. 

“Tel mee vat u v’d lik tu du tu ‘er.”

“I’d like to strip her then slowly take her virginity, gently,” he said.

I remembered her kneeling on the mat sucking rich boy’s cocks for money and felt aroused.

“Once I had her, she’d be mine,” he said, “Then we’d make love all the time!”

I ground myself to an orgasm thinking of how many more men would fuck his princess next Saturday, I’d make sure she had more than anyone else. He was still erect and I held his cock in my hand his fingers in my pussy. 

“Imagin zis is er cunt, u ’re fuckin’ it, breakeen her een…”

John came, he was stupid and pathetic all girls to him were angels or tarts, typical! But I let him keep his illusions as he skulked off onto the night.

I met the girls over the weekend and we agreed that next Saturday was confirmed and they left it to me to find the new girl. 

“Zank you very mush,” I said sarcastically. 

John was no-where to be seen and by Monday I was extremely jumpy and needing some physical relief, I was even considering taking Robin’s lesson further on Tuesday evening.

I spoke to John briefly after registration and he confirmed that Hayley and he were in ‘love’. I could tell he’d not done the deed yet, as he mentioned that he may still pay me a visit, I wasn’t about to hang around for him!

I saw Hank in the corridor the tall broad black boy had been friendly since our photographic session, but still shy and reserved as if unsure what to say to me. I stole the keys of the store- room and slipped him a note and watched as his large dark eyes sparkled. 

“See you at 1p.m, miss” he whispered and I felt that familiar pulse and knot in my stomach.

No sooner was the door to the room closed and locked than we threw ourselves at each other like animals, he was so solid and hard and when he released his erection I squeezed it eagerly. He fucked me wonderfully well, he was just a stud and we seemed to climax together, breathing in gasps as we tried to recover from our exertions.

“Thank you, miss,” he said respectfully.

“Zank u,” I replied, “May be ve du eet agin?”

I saw the boy smile, his white teeth shining in the poor light. 

“Anytime miss,” he whispered, “Anytime!”

I left the small room feeling soiled, dirty and much better, sex was like a drug, I needed it badly my body seemed to go into withdrawal without it. I‘d had my fix and sailed through the afternoon dispensing my French wisdom with style and confidence.       

The night was solitary and I wondered about whom I could find for Saturday, I knew I would not be paid without the new girl and it was becoming a problem. I awoke jumpy and on edge, even a night without sex was beginning to affect me! John was such a bastard; he was so unreliable! I was in a bad mood all morning and hardly noticed that Dianne had been crying until she confronted me before the dinner break.

“Can I speak to you miss,” She said, her pretty dark eyes, red with tears.

“Vat iz eet Dianne,” I asked concerned, “Vat’s ‘appened?”

I shut the door and the girl sat opposite my desk and I admired the way her curly black hair fell over her face, she was extremely attractive.

“Darren, Darren, he…made love to me,” she said and burst into tears.

“Did ‘e rap u?” I asked concerned.

“No,” she replied “But he was so rough…and big!”

“Zo wy r u upset, most gurls ‘ere ‘ave bin…fuckeed…even moi!” I smiled!

“But I didn’t enjoy it miss, it was… painful.”

I stroked her hair and thought about Saturday. 

“ Du u vant mi tu ‘elp u?” I asked.

“How miss?” she sobbed.

“Fist Dianne stop zat zillee cryeeng, u ’ave bin fuckeed for ze fist time, u nid mure experieence, tu learn ‘ow tu enjoy eet.”

The girl’s eyes widened.

“Ze gud news iz zat yu mai ‘ave wun a free treep a France, ‘aley, Su, Tina and mi are going and tu join uz u need… non to be a virgeen.  That ees u no …an’ tu like fuckeeng.”

The girl tried not to look shocked. 

“I’d like to come, miss. France it sounds wonderful but the sex, I can’t go with Darren again,” she moaned.

“Fineesh vith Darreen.” I told her “Stay after schul tonite an’ ve’ll give u ‘elp…cum intu ze four muskiteers, u can be our D’artagnen. Oui?”

“Will I enjoy it miss?” she said innocently and shyly.

“Truste moi, Dianne,” I whispered “Just truste moi.”

She nodded and I stroked her hair gently and confirmed she would attend.

I spoke to dependable Hank over lunch and we arranged another camera club meeting for that evening, I didn’t tell John, this was to be under my control, not his.

I was excited all afternoon and as the bell rang tried not to walk to quickly to the clubroom, the girls all trooped in shortly and Hayley was the last one to arrive, as normal. 

“Sorry,” she said, “John business.”

I felt my anger rising, she was so proud of her new love, it infuriated me although I didn’t know quite why?

Hank came in and I told him to stand at the side and wait; he was so tall and strong and I saw Dianne look at him and blink, it was if she knew he was going to provide her first proper fucking. 

“Gurls,” I said, “Dianne vants tu cum a France freee…Shall ve leet ‘er?”

“She looks pretty,” said Tina coarsely, “But can she fuck?”

Sue put her arm around the girl. 

“Of course she can, you’ll soon be one of us.”

“I don’t know if I want to be,” said Dianne sharply, “You’re all so… common.”

“And you’re not,” said Hayley, “We all heard you fucked Darren, you’re not so innocent.”

Tina grabbed Dianne’s arms and Hayley started to strip her; she struggled but suddenly, she was only wearing her small black pants and her large breasts and flat brown nipples were displayed. She huddled nervously on the floor. 

I nodded to Hank and he removed his clothes and stood in the centre of the room, his erection black and impressive. 

“Du non wurree…Dianne…Iv u vant a cum a France,” I said, “U ‘ave tu luve thees.”

I took Hank’s cock in my mouth and sucked it and each of the other 3 girls did in turn leaving only Dianne watching spellbound. 

“ U’r tun,” I said.

The girl tried to shake her head but Hayley grabbed her hair and dragged her until her mouth was by Hank’s erection. She still resisted but Hayley slapped her face gently and she opened her thick lips and suddenly the cock was inside her. Hank stroked her hair softly; she looked up at him weakly and began to suck him gingerly, her lips formed around the flesh. His fingers teased her small nipples and he leaned forward and stroked the front of her panties. His fingers entered her and teased her wetness and suddenly Dianne started to make weak, pathetic grunting noises. Her thighs started to part and Hank removed her panties leaving her thin black cunt naked and exposed. She then started to suck the flesh in her mouth with much more conviction.

“ I think she’s starting…to like it,” said Tina.

Hank removed his cock from her mouth leant down and inserted his long pink tongue in her vagina and Dianne started to moan and thrust her thighs wide apart.

“I think her cunt wants fucking,” said Sue and as if in response Hank moved himself over her.

I took the tip of his hardness in my fingers and guided it just a little up Dianne’s soft vagina; she was so wet with juice. 

“Du u vant eet een furthur, Dianne?” 

She kept quiet and I withdrew it a little until it rested on her outer lips.

“Please miss,” she hissed breathlessly.

“U vant eet?”

“Yes.”

“Zay pleeze Dianne.”

“Please miss,” she groaned and I guided it until it was half way inside her.

“Iz it ‘urting,” I said, knowing full well it wasn’t in the least.

“No miss,” she gasped and I let him fill her completely.

“Bon…non?”

She nodded and I kneeled behind her and stroked her hair

Hank started fucking her, very slowly and she opened her slim thighs wide. She pulled at his bottom and he fucked her harder and harder, her small delicate hips thrusting against him then onto the cold floor until she groaned and came in a rush.

“Common are we? Said Hayley mocking her.

Dianne opened her eyes and smiled weakly. 

“Ooh miss… this is great,” she said, her eyes sparkling.

“Shal ve let ‘er cum a France gurls?” I said.

“If she rides him now,” said Tina. 

Without waiting for further instruction Dianne pulled herself up and lowered her dripping pink sex lips onto the erect cock and started to fuck herself on top of the boy while he lay back on the floor. 

Her eyes were closed; she was smiling, loving the feel of a man inside her and we all called her terrible names as she rode herself to another orgasm. Eventually she came again and we made her kneel at Hank’s cock and suck him until he came over her, showering her with his white sticky sperm.

Hank dressed quickly and as if suddenly embarrassed by so many girls, leaving the five of us alone. Dianne was in no hurry to dress and rubbed the sperm over her naked body, it was obvious she’d loved it.

“Thank you miss” she smiled, “I feel better now… it was yummy.”

“Du u vant mur Dianne?” I asked.

The girl nodded eagerly.

“Shall ve let ‘er cum on Saterday gurls?” 

They all nodded and agreed even Tina.

“What’s Saturday?” Dianne enquired innocently.

“Oh u ’re jus goin’ to get fuckeed bi lotz ov yung boys,” I said.

The girl’s eyes shone, so different to those few hours ago in my class; she was definitely one of us now!

We soon all left, Hayley hurrying to John and the girls busy with their young lives; I slowly trudged home alone, feeling elated but horny from watching Dianne enjoying herself. There was no-body to teach that evening and after a quiet dinner again with James I slipped into bed to dream about Saturday when at least I was sure of a good fuck. That’s what I wanted, needed, a good hard fuck. I tossed and turned and eventually descended into sleep.

The following day was quiet again the class were meek and mild with me, literally putty in my hands. Dianne was smiling as were Hayley and John, I was sure they had not done the deed yet, he probably still felt she was virginal, it rankled; she was a whore like me!

I saw Darren was in a terrible mood and felt his eyes burning into me, he was a tall broad boy, with short black hair and a pleasing face but with a hard edge to it like all the pupils seemed to have. I was not sorry for him, Dianne had no doubt told him goodbye and after last night she was definitely better off without him.

I thought about meeting Hank for a session in the storeroom but when I searched for the key it had vanished. Out of curiosity I looked through the keyhole at 1p.m and Dianne’s thighs were being spread wide apart with her knickers around her ankles, while Hank was fucking her again. Once the girls got a real taste of sex they seemed insatiable, like me!

Hayley spoke to me about her concerns for Saturday; she was courting seriously and had arranged for John to meet her at her house just after midnight for their first bout of lovemaking. I insisted that she come; I’d paid for the trip and she had to help me earn the money, plus I was going to make sure that her cunt was fucked more than all of us, her sudden morality made me sick. I promised her she would be back in time for him.

I arrived home again with nothing to look forward to and lost my temper with my husband over something silly, as if my frustration was his fault. Robin was coming at 8p.m and although I didn’t fancy screwing him I dressed in a tiny pink shirt, no bra and a tight white skirt with red panties.

The boy could hardly contain himself as I sat in every position showing my breasts, thighs, panties and ass. I could see he was aroused and was considering my next move when there was a loud rap on the front door, James was upstairs and I opened it to see Darren’s big frame towering over me.

“I want to speak to you miss, urgently,” he said.

“Non ‘ere” I replied “A’ scule.”

“Here. Now!” he said and there was something in his tone that made me let him in. 

He saw Robin in my room and turned on him. 

“Fuck off asshole,” he said.

The boy lost his erection immediately and before I could say anything had escaped into the safety of the night.

“ ’Ow dayre yu,” I shouted but fell silent as the boy slammed the door and turned to face me, his face red with anger.

“You French bitch,” he raged “Telling my bird to finish with me, who the fuck do you think you are?”

“I…I…”

I tried to find something to say but just stammered.

He moved towards me threateningly and as he went to grab me I pulled away breaking the buttons on my shirt. My breasts fell out exposed and the boy watched them. 

“You whore,” he said “You dress like a whore to teach us, John’s told me about you.”

He moved towards me again; I was suddenly pinned to the wall and could do nothing as his hands covered my naked breasts. My nipples sprang erect immediately and the boy played with them roughly.

“You’ve taken my fuck off me so I’m going to fuck the teacher,” he said and I felt his hand under my skirt, then in my panties.

He pushed me face down over my desk and I felt my panties lowered to my knees and the boy right behind me. 

“ No…U’r rapping me Darreen,” I said gasping.

I felt my hair being grabbed viciously and his legs and thighs directly behind me. I could have cried out but was silent as his fingers found my sex lips that were already dripping. I felt his erection on my bottom and then with a slow determined thrust, inside my rear vagina. 

I was so excited and ready for sex after the days of abstinence and the boy could sense it. “John’s told me all about you miss,” he said “All about you!”

I could feel his length and understood why Dianne could not cope with her first time with him; he was powerful and rough, just right for what I wanted.

I tried not to groan in pleasure and jumped suddenly when there was a knock at he door. 

“Is everything all right Demi?” it was James! 

Darren grabbed my hair again and pushed me over to the door without removing his cock from inside me, I unlocked it and stuck my head around it.

“Everytheeng ees fin James, jus workeeng ‘ard.” 

Darren had pulsed inside me and the vibration seemed to run through my body.

“You seem flushed,” my husband said, “Don’t overdo it.”

“I von’t,” I smiled “See u for a dreenk in a beet.”

I shut the door with a bang and bit my hand as the boy fucked me harder and harder against the hardness until I came and I saw that I’d drawn blood from myself.

He was still hard and dragged me to the desk and pushed me back upon it with my thighs parted wide. 

“You're my fuck now miss,” he said and teased the ends of my sex lips with his cock.

He removed the rest of my shirt and my skirt and admired my naked body, squeezing my large breasts and nipples. 

“You’re made for fucking miss,” he said, “Just made for it.”

He increased and slowed his pace enjoying my helplessness and submission to his demands; eventually I came again and collapsed back onto the desk exhausted. He stood above my face and placed it on my mouth and I took it in my hands and rubbed it until jerked over me showering my eyes nose and mouth with come.

He wiped it over me making me look even more sluttish. 

“You dirty cow,” he groaned “Me and John are going to fuck you good.”

He pulled up his trousers and brushed his short hair back in the mirror. 

“I’ll be in through your window miss, get used to it.” 

“Non yu cannot,” I said but felt his hands roughly grab my hair again.

“I can,” he snarled, “Say it… You can Darren for costing me my bird.”

He was starting to hurt me. 

“Oui Darreen,” I cried, “U’r ‘urting me.”

“Sorry miss,” he said sarcastically and started to stroke my hair instead, “See you soon.”

He left leaving me dirty and soiled on the desk, my thighs still far apart seemingly not wishing to release the glow that was still emanating from my pussy.

I crept upstairs and showered and joined James for a drink. 

“You are working too hard with the pupils, Demi,” he said.

I felt the release within my body and how much I had relished Darren’s rough treatment of me, “Oui… I ‘m darlinng,” I replied.

I slept like an angel that night and revelled in my new good fortune, there was a new man now coming to fuck me, a bastard with a big cock, I didn’t have to rely on John anymore!

It felt strange entering my class in the morning, John was always cool with me but I could tell by the smirk on Darren’s face that he enjoyed his new sense of power. I watched them all furtively wondering how many of them knew my secret. Who else knew about John fucking me?

The girls were always busy chatting and the boys as well, it was all a little confusing and I was pleased when they had all left for their lessons and I was with different students. My mind wandered to next week, James was away for a few days and my younger sister was coming to visit, it would give me a chance to rest. 

I was proud of Angelique, she was just 19 and had not made any of my mistakes. She was moral, virginal and one of the best students in her class, I was resolved to keep her away from this rabble at my school, she was only here for a few days and I wanted to show her a good time.

I thought about Darren, his fucking and treatment of me, that sensation of rape and abuse was a heady mixture for me. I hated him at school and all day but as I prepared for bed in the evening I wondered if he would come and visit me.

I put on only a pair of black thong panties and I was ashamed to start feeling myself staining them remembering how he’d bent me over and fucked me. I found myself gazing at the window wanting to touch myself, relieve myself. 

“Zut, vy vas mi bodee turned on tout ze tim?” I wondered.

I watched my clock, saw it was 10.30p.m and heard the sound of clambering on the roof, Darren’s massive frame appeared and my vagina pulsed with expectation. He looked around the room and in front of me undressed stroking his erection until it powered out in front of him. “This is for you miss,” he whispered coarsely not realising how much I wanted it.

He removed the bed covers and saw my nakedness apart from my panties; he kneeled above my face and without a word grabbed my head and placed his cock in my mouth. His free arm and hand that was behind his back began to push against my knickers and as I sucked him I could feel my juices flowing into them.

“I want to fuck you up the ass, Miss. Is that Ok?”

I could not reply my mouth was full of his cock and he would not release my head.

“Of course it is,” he said condescendingly stroking my hair.

He made me kneel on the bed and I bent down into the pillow as he spread the juice from my cunt into my anus, I’d never been fucked up the bottom before. I was saturated and grunted as I felt his erection against my sex, then ass and then finally, excruciatingly slowly up my rear passage until he was embedded inside me.

He squeezed my breasts and, gently at first, fucked me sending wave after wave of pleasure over me. I loved him up my anus, why shouldn’t I? I seemed to love every dirty part of sex.

When he had tired of this hole he slipped himself into my rear pussy and increasing his pace ejaculated deep inside me, causing me to come at the same time.

I collapsed on my bed sweating profusely, he was so full of energy and lay there as he toyed with my body, pulling my nipples and running his hands over my belly.

“Why do people love fucking so much, miss?” he said. 

It was the first intelligent thing I’d ever heard him say.

“I do non no Darreen,” I whispered.

“Our bodies are so different” he commented running his fingers along my sex lips, “And how you birds react as well?”

“Vat du u meen?” I asked.

“Well Dianne,” he whispered meekly, “She didn’t like sex the way you do miss, she must be frigid.”

I laughed and felt his hands threatening me again and I stopped immediately. 

“Ze eez non frigiid, Darreen, ze iz a yung gurl ze jus needz tim,” I explained.

That was about the full intensity of our debate as within a minute he was erect again and screaming abuse as he fucked me. He was stupid, ignorant and mildly violent but he was such a great lover, he fucked me and then fucked me again and I was drifting to sleep from exhaustion and pleasure before I realised he had wandered of into the night. I was a lucky girl!

I tried to dislike Darren, he was stupid and ignorant but each night I again looked for him at my window as he clambered in awkwardly and I pretended to be asleep. He always grabbed my head roughly and inserted his erection into my mouth and I was awakened instantaneously. 

“Don’t pretend to sleep, miss,” he said, “I know you’ve been waiting for me.”

I had on just a small pair of pink knickers and the boy tugged them off as I sucked him. 

“Up the ass again, miss?” he sneered.

He stoked my dark hair and removed his penis until it was leaning on my face, slapping against my nose and mouth, there was a small red chair in the middle of the room and Darren pointed to it. 

“Bend over it, miss.”

I did not move immediately and he grabbed my hair and pulled me to the chair where I draped myself over, my naked bottom exposed to him. He stroked it and he felt me squirm, then he felt my wet cunt and spread the juice to my ass. 

“I think you’re ready now miss,” he said.

I just groaned in submission as his large piece of flesh pushed inside my ass and he patted my bottom as he fucked it.

“Should of kept your big mouth shut with Dianne, miss,” he gasped but as he fucked me so hard, I was pleased that I had not, his abuse and sex was too delicious.

I came twice and Darren ejaculated over my face again before he left. 

“I love seeing you like this miss,” he said as he spread the white cream on my face.

I wanted to hate him but I was peaceful and relieved again and just licked some of his come from the side of my mouth dirtily.

“You really are a whore, miss,” he said, “By the way no cock tomorrow or Saturday, Men’s time, beer and a few birds… jealous are we?”

I looked at his ignorant stupid face and tried not to smile. 

“Tha eez bon Darreen, u enjoi yourzelf.”

He pulled on his pants and trousers and disappeared through the window, he really was stupid but I couldn’t help but like him.

Friday was quiet and I agreed with all the girls that we would meet at Hayley’s house at 7p.m to leave for our arrangement with Tom. I could sense Dianne was getting nervous. 

“I don’t think I can go through with it miss, All those boys touching me, fucking me.”

I caught a gleam in her eye. 

“U vill bi jus fin Dianne, vas I ‘rong beforee? ‘O waz eet fuckeeng ‘ank in ze store rum viz ‘er kneekerss rund ‘er ankles?”

The girl went red. 

“Me miss,” she said embarrassed.

All the other girls teased her relentlessly and after a boring night and dull Saturday at home I was pleased to be with the girls on the way to Tom’s house.

It was quiet as we arrived and Tom and Danny, as normal, were there to meet us and they led us upstairs into the bedroom where 5 small black tie up bikinis lay on the bed.

They left us alone for a minute and we all started to strip ready to change into our outfits; the boys re-appeared just as Dianne was down to just her black and red striped panties and Tom spoke to me. 

“This is the new one,” he said and I nodded at him.

“Diannee, ze iz bootiful non?” I replied.

Dianne held one arm out to greet the boy and held the other across her chest trying to hide her large breasts that were now gently bobbing onto her. Tom looked into her eyes then unzipped his trousers and guided Dianne’s extended hand to his erection. 

“Pleased to meet you Dianne.” He smiled.

Danny placed a wad of money in my hand and I looked at the young pretty girl. 

“France or non, it eez up tu u Dianne?”

The girl bent forward taking his erection into her mouth and we all watched as Danny stood behind her and lowered her panties until they were around her ankles. Dianne grunted uncomfortably, as the man played with her sex lips but as his cock entered her she started to grunt more quietly until she was moaning in pleasure in time to the boy’s thrusts.

Tom teased Dianne soft hair and looked at all of us standing in one form of undress or another.

“You’re all so cheap,” he grunted, “You’re all going to get so fucked well tonight.”

I saw the other girls mesmerised by the terrible treatment the boys were giving Dianne and what was so terrible was that we were all turned on as I could feel my own juices flowing as I watched my pupil being fucked. Dianne ground her way to an orgasm as the boys quickly followed filling her mouth and vagina with rich white sperm.

Dianne collapsed onto the floor and the boys pulled their trousers up and left the room. 

“You tart,” said Tina expressively. Dianne grabbed a towel and wiped the sweat and essence off her she didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

“Vas eet terriblee?” I asked her.

“Yes,” she smiled, “When they stopped!”

We all burst into hysterics and suddenly we all remembered why we were there, we wanted sex, money, boys, there was no-body watching but ourselves, no time for petty stupid morality, we wanted to go to France and this was the best way to get there.

We all changed into the bikinis tying the lace with big butterfly knots that could be easily opened, and I admired myself in the mirror. I looked great; large breasts hardly contained by the skimpy costume and a slim belly curving down to my mound covered only by the thin black material. I was so turned on I knew that soon there would be hundreds of boys arriving all wanting, hoping to fuck me, it was my fantasy come true; it was dirty, decadent and I just loved the thrill it gave me.

We all applied make-up and complimented each other on our appearance, Tom called us and we trooped slowly down his elegant spiral staircase as the newly arrived boys looked up and whistled at us softly. We were the show, a treasure to be admired and it was an aphrodisiac to feel their young lust, and the power we had over them.    

The evening was soon in full swing, we were serving drinks off bright silver tray and initially the boys were extremely friendly and respectful. Slowly as the beer and wine had its effect the boys became more sexual and forward and I could see that we were all being groped and manhandled remorselessly.

I noticed that each girl seemed to disappear for a while and I found Tina, again as last time, in the cellar giving head, in turns to 4 black boys and Hayley lying on one of the beds as 3 Asian youths took turns to fuck her. I was pleased her cunt was being well serviced before her supposed night of true love with John.

I opened one of the upstairs doors and found myself in a room where coats had been thrown on the bed and turned to see a handsome tall blonde boy framed in the door. I fancied him immediately and having been frustrated by all the cavorting of the evening I decided that it was time for some fun for me!

I sat on the bed and opened my legs. 

“U lik moi?” I said. 

Without hesitation the boy came to me and I felt him undo the butterfly knots on my pants to reveal my pussy to him. 

“I like this… you dirty bitch,” he whispered and pushed his fingers inside my wetness.

He pushed me back on the coats and inserted his penis inside me quickly and firmly as I opened my thighs wide to extract the maximum pleasure I could from him.

He was long and hard and I scraped his back and ass as he brought me to my climax; I shuddered against him uncontrollably and he came spurting his warm liquid inside me.

His weight lifted from me instantly and he withdrew back to his friends, he never told me his name and I didn’t want to know, we had both given each other what we’d required.

I put my bikini back without wiping myself but as I walked back downstairs I wondered why I’d bothered, all the girl had lost their tops and were being pushed and prodded at will by the drunken mob that had previously been polite young men.

Tom banged the gavel hard on the veneer table. 

“Gentlemen,” he said “The climax,” -everyone cheered- “Of the evening.” 

The five of us went to stand below him on the large blue mat and Danny removed my top until all of us were only wearing our bottoms. Numbers were pressed onto our breasts and the first 5 winners each removed them until we were all naked apart from the knickers. I looked out and saw an endless sea of young male faces that were surrounding and leering at us!

“2nd team,” said Tom. 

15 strapping boys lined up along the front of the mat and lowered their trousers and pants to reveal their differing erections. Tom left the table and escorted Hayley to the first man and told her what to do; she had to service them all with her pretty mouth.

Hayley kneeled and with her hands quickly brought the first stocky boy to an orgasm, as the white liquid hit her everyone cheered as they did with each man’s release, when she finished the whole room exploded into wild applause and Hayley jumped on the table and took a bow.

“1st team,” said Tom trying to scream above the melee and another 15 strapping men lined up along the mat. My hand was taken and I kneeled down before the first man, a short plump boy whose erection was short and stubby with a small foreskin.

I placed it at the tip of my mouth licked it with my tongue and watched as the boy groaned and came. The room exploded again, with cheers and howls of derision and I tried the same technique with the next man who came with as little prompting. I managed to make the whole of the first team come without ever actually placing any of their penises in my mouth and when I’d finished the room erupted into spontaneous cheering and laughter.

The other 3 girls and us, were then fucked or had to bring to a climax anyone who hadn’t already come and shortly we were all lying in a heap on the mat exhausted and covered in semen. The party was over, the crowd of boys dispersed and we were left with only Tom and Danny for company. 

“Pool time girls?” suggested Tom and we thankfully threw our-selves into the cleansing blue chlorine.  

We relaxed for a while and then Hayley looked at the clock, it was already past 12a.m she was late for John! 

“Come on,” she said “I’ve got to go.”

We were all tired and dressed quickly and as we waited for the taxi by the front door Tom and Danny stood next to Hayley and started to raise her short dress. She tried to object but she still belonged to them and they were in her panties in seconds. She surrendered to them as they overpowered her and Tom fucked her in her mouth from the front and Danny from the back. They came quickly, together and I saw Hayley grimace as their liquid stained her and her underclothes. 

“Show your boyfriend what a whore you are, bitch,” Tom said cruelly.

The taxis lights shone through the darkness and the fair-haired boy spoke to me. 

“We charged double for you bitches tonight,” he sneered, “But don’t come back, there’s plenty more local cunt we can get, you lot have nothing else to offer.”

We clambered into the taxi confused and upset; we’d had an enjoyable evening up to now, ignoring our obvious nymphomania but Tom had hurt us, all of us unnecessarily and it wounded us deeply.

Dianne was in tears and Hayley was furious. 

“How dare you tell him about John!” She screamed.

We all fell silent and the five musketeers were still in a bad mood as Hayley ran up the front drive to her house where no doubt John was waiting for her. I smiled when I thought about his view of the girl, innocent, virginal he obviously didn’t see her kneeling in front of the rugby team or being covered in other men’s come, she would need to think, or change fast. 

“But t’ere agan,” I thought “Vith John, maybee non!” 

Tina had by now however recovered. 

“I had fun anyway,” she muttered and that seemed to break the ice with all of us. Sue smiled, as did Dianne and I laughed out loud as well and waved our money. 

“Tom vill get ‘ees von day,” I shouted and we all screamed in agreement. We were a team again! 

Eventually I reached home, James was asleep and after a quick shower I thankfully dived into the warmth and comfort of my bed. I thought about the evening; I had enjoyed the sex too much, it had been wonderful, shameless then spoilt by Tom and Danny. Rich stupid boys that wanted sex from women but then had no respect for them. 

“Men, boyz zey vere all ze zame, I ‘ated zem all,” I thought. 

Then I remembered that feeling of helplessness and lust, it was just part of the game and in reality I loved it too much.

I slept until late morning then remembered that Angelique was arriving at the airport at 4p.m. I took the car and after taking an hour to park and reached the arrivals just in time to see her pretty face and long curly black hair walking towards me. We embraced and I noticed how much her petite body had grown, she was firm and curvy, very much a young woman.

We gabbled all the way home and after introducing her to James I suggested that we go to the local bistro for some food, I was shocked at her attire, a short black dress and stockings. I indicated my displeasure and she just smiled. 

“Jus becas u 're an ol voman,” she said “I luve tu dress lik zis.”

She drank copious amounts of wine as I did and I noticed how she looked at the men. “Angelique,” I said sharply, “Pleeze!”

“I mite get u intu troublee, Demi,” she laughed, “U ’re alwaz zo strait laceed.”

I wondered what my little sister would really have thought if she knew about me. She did not know about ‘dirty Demi!’ 

I had always been married to boring James to her recent memory.    

After the third bottle of red wine, we went home and I tucked her up safely in the room next door to mine, I was tired and as I lay on my bed I realised I was suddenly horny as well. I pulled the gown around my hips and started to caress myself, I was fantasising about the previous night, when I jumped in shock as my window being opened!

I saw two bodies in the darkness and instantly John and Darren were on my bed, my gown was still around my waist and John licked my sex lips causing me to open myself up to them completely. 

“U can ‘ave mi boz tonite boyz,” I said drunkenly, “Jus fuckee mi.”

I started to groan loudly the alcohol removing my last vestiges of self-respect; I sucked Darren’s cock noisily and John continued to use his tongue on my cunt. 

“Oh,” I whispered, “I needeed zis… fuckee mi… John…pleeze.”

I sensed him move and then his cock on the lips of my vagina. 

“Hayley’s gone out,” he mumbled, “Don’t think I’m doing this every night.”

He inserted it inside me and continued his rambling. 

“I love Hayley,” he gushed, “But she won’t have sex with me… you’re so easy miss.”

He was fucking me hard and I just moaned even more loudly. 

“Oui ‘aley iz a reel ladi’ John,” I said, knowing he was ignorant of my sarcasm, “A reel preencess.”

He was obviously thinking of his love because he came and I reached my climax in unison with him, uttering a low guttural groan. I lay back and tried to concentrate on Darren’s cock still inside my mouth, it was so hard and I knew he’d be using it to fuck me as well, shortly.

“Demi!” I heard a familiar voice say and I froze almost biting the large piece of flesh in my mouth. 

It was Angelique! What was I to do?

I released Darren and turned to see my little sister open mouthed in the doorway and before I could say anything Darren had leapt from the bed and pulled her inside the room, closing the door firmly but quietly. 

“Who’s this?” he whistled.

I saw Angelique was dressed only in a short white, lace nightie with matching panties and she was leaning against the door in obvious distress.

“I ’m Demi’s zister,” she replied trying not to look at the boy’s erection so close to her body.

I tried to move but John was now lying on top of me and I wanted to scream; I thought about James, what could I do but just watch horrified.

“Let mi go, ” Angelique said softly, shaking her rich long curly hair.

The boy placed his hand on her fine gown and watched as her small nipple stood to attention.

“Let’s see if you’re like your dirty sister,” he sneered and grabbed it roughly.

My sister tried to break free but he was too strong, his hands went under her dress and I watched as her panties were lowered to her ankles and his fingers started to explore her dark pubic hair then her pink sex lips. 

“Leev ‘er,” I gasped but it was too late, my virginal sister’s front lace veil was raised and I could only be a spectator as Darren’s huge cock started its slow journey up her vagina.

“Non…non,” Angelique groaned but her young firm passage had consumed the long erection and she just held onto his back weakly as he stretched her.

He started to move inside her and I saw my little sister close her eyes in shame, I wanted to kill these monstrous boys, but we were both trapped, Angelique, by this monster and me, by my own stupidity!

He lifted her up like a doll and she could only wrap her legs around him as he carried her to my bed and laid her beside me. 

“Watch your little sister get fucked miss, she’s a whore just like you.”

With that he started to move inside her, increasing his pace and in spite of her terrible situation I heard her moan loudly and saw her respond to him, thrusting her small body against his until she bit her lip and dug her sharp nails into his back. He was still hard and he stopped his motion and removed Angelique’s wet clothing leaving her as naked as me. 

“You’re both such good fucks,” he smiled.

“An’ u ’re sush stupeed ignorant basteeds,” I shouted only stopping as he left my sister and placed his body on mine.

“With a big cock miss,” he said, “Don’t forget, with a big cock.”

He entered my wetness instantly and I could only lie helpless as he started to fuck me as well.

“U basteed, basteed…” was all I could say but groaned like a whore as he ground into me.

John suddenly recovered his power and placed his hand on the curly pubic hair between Angelique’s open thighs. 

“What’s she like, Darren?” he said.

Darren didn’t answer and I watched John insert his erection inside my little sister, her second cock that night. 

“Mm nice,” he muttered darkly.

He began to fuck her and she started to scream loudly holding the boy’s big balls as he pounded into her, I felt myself nearing my own orgasm when my door vibrated loudly. The boys stopped instantly but Angelique could not stop moaning and in panic I grabbed Darren’s cock and stuffed it into her tiny pouting mouth. 

“Arrettee,” I whispered.

I opened the door a little leaving both boys inside my little sister. 

“Oui?” I said innocently to James.

“Can I come in?” he asked, “I heard noises. Are you all right?”

“James,” I replied “Reallee non, I ’m vith Angelique, ve ’re jus shatting, it iz gurls theengs zorree about ze noese.”

“Oh…ok,” he said sadly, “Love you.”

“Love u tu,” I said and closed and locked the door.

When I turned round my sister was on her knees, John fucking her hard up her rear cunt and Darren holding her black curly hair as she sucked him. She was gyrating like a corkscrew until suddenly both boys seemed to come together and white sperm seemed to explode on her young pretty face.

She collapsed on the bed and I went to her side, the boys also collapsed and I took my sister into my arms and comforted her. The white essence was still on her and I wiped it off with my hand. 

“I ‘m zorree,” I said quietly.

Angelique went to speak to me but the boys were beside us again and I was laid out next to my sister for their inspection as they looked between our legs and thighs. 

“They sure look like sisters,” John said.

Darren put his fingers inside me then Angelique and we both responded by opening ourselves to him. 

“They both feel like sisters,” he smiled. 

He placed his head between my thighs and licked me then my young charge, we both murmured in pleasure. 

“They taste like sisters as well,” he said.

“Bring her to school tomorrow,” said John, “I’ll fuck her in the store room, like you.”

They both laughed and dressed, they’d had their pleasure and I was pleased to see them depart through the only light in the room.

We were alone and I placed my arm around Angelique and drew her to me. 

“I ‘m zo zorry,” I whispered, “Zo zo…”

The young girl looked up at me her dark eyes sparkling. 

“Demi, u ‘re zo stupeed,” she said “Du u zink I ‘m a virgeen or zomething?”

I was speechless. 

“I…I thought.”

“Demi, I av been fuckeeng since a long tim…keepin’ up z familee tradition!” she smiled.

I went very quiet; I knew what she meant.

“Dirty Demi, ‘o fuckeed all ze boys. Now it eez mi turn,” she whispered.

I was shocked to my foundation, my little sister knew, and was a whore like me!

“Zose boyz vere sush barbarieens, animaux, I ‘ave ‘ad gud fuckeeng but not lik zat, u ‘re zo luckee! I vant tu go tu ur schooel tomorrow an’ let tem fuckee mi in ze store rum, can I?” she asked. 

“God I zought zis vould be zo boring vith u and James but zis, zis is zensational!”

I was speechless and as I lay there I started to tell my sister all about, Jeremy and John, and the photographs, and the parties, everything. 

“Demi,” she screamed excitedly, “U ‘r sush a bad gurl an zey ‘re extremeely bad boyz, I zink I need to teash zem a lesson.”

“V’at do u meen?” I asked,  “Pleeze bi careful u no vat zey can du tu mi.”

“Mure like vat can I du tu zem!” She laughed. 

“Ve mus ‘ave ze boys ‘ere tomorrow an’ drez up for zem… God I v’ant tu zee u beein’ fuckeed nex tu mi!”

We held each other, we were happy, well fucked and happy, Angelique explained to me that all girls now days loved sex, just like me!

I could smell the men on both of us but we didn’t care and we slept soundly until we were woken by my husband’s loud knock in the morning. We showered together and I admired my sister’s perfect body, small shapely breasts and thick curly black hair around her sex lips.

She washed herself eagerly. 

“Mm I ‘m zinkin about z’ose barbareeans,” she smiled.

I ignored her as I did the short tartan skirt she wore to school. 

“Is that really appropriate?” said James disapprovingly and Angelique just looked at him innocently. 

“I vill bi veree bon, Uncle Jamees,” she smiled. 

Angelique was the centre of attention at school, the girls asking her about France and the boys wanting to look up her skirt. I saw John speak to her and she told me that he wanted to meet her in the stock room at lunch. 

“Vat did u zay,” I said.

“Of coorse,” she replied laughing.

However to my surprise, at lunchtime she led me into the nearby town leaving the boys no doubt waiting furiously outside the appointed place.

“Ze v’ll be angree,” I said concerned.

Angelique ignored me and made me wait outside as she went into a large hardware shop; she seemed to be there for ages and emerged with large plastic bag.

“Vat iz inzide? “ I asked curiously.

“A zurprize,” she smiled “A beeg zurprize!”

When we arrive back at the classroom Darren and John were waiting impatiently for us, upset that Angelique had not been at the meeting as instructed.

“You bitches,” Darren said, “We’ll be early tonight, you’re gonna get fucked like dogs,” he snarled.

They disappeared back to their seats and Angelique smiled at me. 

“I zink zey vill bi zere,” she said.

I was anxious all afternoon, all I could think about was sex. God the boys were going to fuck us hard, without mercy, I was wet just thinking about it. We ate early and I was pleased James was due out at another meeting. 

“I won’t be back until late,” he said.

“Zen du non disturb uz darleeng,” I replied,  “Ve need our slip.”

He kissed me on the head softly and I was pleased he could not see what was inside my brain; such dark delicious thoughts!

I changed outfits many times in my room and settled on grey panties and a short grey top. Angelique emerged from the bathroom in black trousers and a beige blouse. 

“Ze boyz vill non lik zat,” I whispered, “Zey lik mi tu luk… dirtee.”

My little sister smiled. 

“Ve vill zee,” she said and sat on a chair and waited for our guests.

At 9p.m the window shuddered and the 2 boys clambered noisily inside, they’d obviously had a drink and were boisterous and vulgar. 

“Ready for fucking, miss?” Darren said looking directly at me and I blinked in submission, my vagina already wet.

John went over to Angelique. 

“This one’s not ready, Darren,” he commented and pulled her sharply out of the chair. 

“Take your clothes off bitch,” he commanded.

“Zit an’ vach zen boyz,” Angelique replied and entreated the boys to kneel on the floor. 

“I vill streep fur u.”

She started to unbutton her blouse and the boy watched her as her breasts came into view, they were firm and young, perfect. She began to undo her trousers one button at a time and her small male audience cheered as she removed them and stood in only a pair of tiny black panties and black stockings.

She had a small silver stick in her hand, it had been hidden at the back of her trousers. 

“Is that your dildo, bitch?” said Darren coarsely, “You won’t need that tonight.”

Angelique moved towards him, the two men were close together and she touched him with the gleaming silver rod. 

“Non” she smiled and pressed a smell red button at the top. I jumped as the sparks flew from the stick and the boy fell back unconscious from the electric charge. John tried to react but my sister was too quick for him and hit him instantaneously with the same electrical pulse. 

“It eez a veapon,” she whispered and blew the end of the stick in satisfaction as if it was a gun.

“Vat ‘re u doeeng?” I screamed.

“U vi’ll zee,” she said, “No ‘elp mi quiklee… zey v’ll be avake quickleey.”

She stripped the 2 boys and lay John’s head on Darren’s lap; she then put pink panties on both of the boys and placed large black school skirts around their waists.

I watched transfixed as she then produced some handcuffs, tied both of their hands behind their backs and used some strong green twine to bind their ankles fast. 

“It v’as a gud  ‘ardware shop,” she laughed.

The boys were tied fast; they looked weird in their panties and skirts and I sat on the bed wondering what my little sister would do next? They both came around together and soon realised they were unable to move; John also sensed his face was uncomfortably close to Darren’s crotch and wondered why his friend was wearing a skirt. 

He looked at my sister. 

“You bitch,” he growled, “I’m going to make you suffer.”

Angelique went over to him and stroked his face with the silver stick. 

“Be carefule barbareean,” she cooed, “Be veree carefule.”

Darren looked up at her. 

“What do you want?”

She went to the table and took her camera. 

“I van tu tak zom potographzs,” she laughed.

She pressed the shutter and the boys shuddered, realising they looked bizarre, in women’s clothes and in a compromising position. Angelique took a couple more pictures then went across to the boys who were struggling frantically to move. 

“A leetle mor deetale,” she whispered and raised Darren’s dress to reveal the pink underwear

“Veree charmant,” she said.

“You bitch,” the boy cried. 

He struggled vainly as Angelique’s elegant hands pulled the pink panties down to his knees exposing his limp cock surrounded by thick black hair. John could smell his friend’s sexual organ and squealed in panic. 

“Get that thing away from me,” he screamed and Angelique just laughed and continued taking pictures.

She stood over Darren and with her free hand started to lower her own black panties, revealing her rich sex lips. 

“Du u vant thees Darreen?” she teased him.

The boy watched helpless and my sister discarded the panties and squatted over him until her dripping pink sex was inches from his face. 

“Du u barbareean?”

“Darren!” John screamed. 

I watched, fascinated, as Darren’s erection was literally on the edge of John’s mouth aroused by my sister’s antics.

“Stop it.” John cried. 

Angelique removed herself from over Darren and took countless pictures of the 2 boys dressed as schoolgirls apparently having consenting homosexual sex. She eventually sat in the chair laughing and only at this point did Darren’s erection withdraw from his friend’s lips. 

“Eet eez a bon foto,” she smiled.

She left the room and hid the camera and then returned and sat in front of the 2 boys. 

“Now ve ‘ave sum photographz az vell,” she whispered.

“I only took one of your sister,” gasped John desperately “And she’s got that… The movie was fake, there was no film in the cameras!”  

“So ve ‘ave u zen, barbareeanz,” she smiled.

“You bitch,” grunted Darren.

“Non, Non,” said Angelique, “Call mi mizz az vell, I lik eet, eet’z… respectfule.”

She walked to John and pushed him onto the floor where he lay helpless with his friend, she removed their skirts and panties until they were naked. Angelique held each penis in her hand and rubbed them until they swelled. 

“Z’ese ‘ave been nastee tu mi zistere an’ mee?” she said and squeezed them hard.

The boys moaned, now fully erect. 

“Ve’re goeen’ tu mak u suffer non?”

She kneeled over Darren her sex lips on the tip of his erection and pushed against it. 

“Lik tu fuckee mi, barbareean?” she whispered.

“Yes…miss,” Darren said, “Please.”

She lowered herself until the cock was halfway inside her. 

“A ‘re u goeen’ tu bi nize tu mi zistere no John?” she asked.

“Yes miss,” he said meekly. 

I went over to him straddled him as well and placed his erection at the tip of my vagina, then inside it, fully inside it! We both rode the boys furiously, it was deliciously erotic knowing that they could not move; we had control of them, completely. I came first, them Angelique and I felt and saw the boy’s wetness oozing out of my sister and I.

Angelique came off her mount and held its flaccid penis discarding the last remaining dregs of liquid on the boy’s belly. 

“Zis ees bon boyz,” she smiled, “Just purfect.”

We sat on the bed and I watched the boy’s discomfort. 

“Let us go, you bitch,” said Darren aggressively.

My sister picked up the silver stick again and the young boy flinched. 

“No…miss,” he whispered, “I’ll be good.”

We left the boys for a moment and showered and Angelique changed into a pink pair of panties. 

“I ‘m zo enjoyeeg zis,” she smiled.

When we re-appeared into the room John looked at me tiredly. 

“Let us go miss,” he begged, “Please.”

Algelique pulled me back. 

“Yu v’ll ‘ave to cum again boyz, just zink about my pussee.” 

She squatted again over Darren pulling back her panties and exposing her sex to him. 

“Cum Darreen, show mi vat a man u ‘re.”

Sure enough Darren’s erection materialised and after some oral stimulation so did John’s. 

“Let uz zee u cum ageen boys,” my sister teased them. 

She pulled hard at their cocks until they jerked and released volumes of hot sticky fluid which Angelique rubbed all over their bellies.

The boys groaned exhaustedly. 

“Please miss, let us go,” Darren whispered.

Angelique stood over the boy and drew her panties to one side with her fingers and I watched in horror as she peed, a small stream of her water over the belly of the boy. She then did the same to John; a minute orange stream from the darkness of her sex showering the boy. 

“U ‘re animaux, “ she gasped, “No’ leek mi cleen an’ u can go.”

She kneeled directly over John’s face and gripped his hair fiercely as he licked all the urine off her genitals. 

“Diper,” she groaned and thrust her hips against his tongue. 

Satisfied she repeated the actions with Darren and she banged his head hard with her hand as he served her making him wince quietly.

Eventually she left him went into her bag and produced a small penknife that she opened, flashing the small silver blade ominously at the two young men. 

“A ’re u boyz goeeng tu be’ave no’? Be politee?” she said.

“Yes miss,” they said in unison.

“Bee gud little garcons in schule fur ur teecher?”

The boys nodded and Angelique cut the twine that bound them and undid the locks that restrained them, I moved back on the bed in fear.

My sister noticed my fear and grabbed Darren by the hair literally dragging him over to my bed. 

“Zay u a’r sorree barbareean,” she instructed him and after opening my thighs thrust his face between them.

“I’m sorry miss,” he whispered. 

He started to lick my sex lips softly; I felt John’s head there as well and then his tongue licking me, murmuring apologies as he did so. I did not last long under their combined treatment and shuddered to an orgasm as my innocent little sister watched me and smiled. 

Once finished Angelique called them to her and they stood before her naked and helpless. 

“Ve vill expect u a 9.30p.m tomorrow boyz,” she told them “An’ vill expect u tu du az u ’re toled, Compris?”

Both boys nodded, too exhausted and shocked to speak; they dressed then left.

I sat back on my bed and clapped my clever sister. 

“U vere…terriblee,” I stuttered, “Just brilliant, ‘ow did u du all zat?”

She smiled and hugged me. 

“Zey’re jus stupeed ignorant boyz,” she laughed, “Onlee gud for on zing.” 

She laughed again and I joined in her hilarity, it was the truth, for us they were only good for fucking.    

We slept together, soundly and Angelique came with me again to school the following day, I had told her about Hank and in the afternoon she waved the keys of the stockroom at me and told me that she’d had an interesting discussion with the boy. I raised my eyebrows; I knew what she’d done and smiled at her outrageous behaviour. 

“It ees mi laz day,” she whispered sweetly “An’ I ‘ave persuaded ‘im to join u on ze French treep, yur final membere.” 

Hank, I knew had been unsure about going, preferring to be with his family. 

“  ‘ow did u persuade ‘im?” I asked stupidly and Angelique just laughed and threw back her black hair. 

“I ‘ave mi vays,” she said.

The day passed quietly I had never seen the class so well behaved and attentive, the boys spoke to my young sister and confirmed their time for tonight and we went straight from school to a small bistro down the road and celebrated our last night together. Angelique, clinked her glass, fully of rich red wine with me. 

“Tu uz,” she said “And…a gud fuckeeng tonight,” she whispered.

I smiled, almost embarrassed but we were both looking forward to meeting our lovers, it was almost too respectful a word for them, they were nothing to us, just playthings, pleasure and release temporarily, from this world.

The young men were punctual and extremely polite, my sister made them provide oral pleasure for both of us and instructed them like young ponies as they fucked us. Strangely although I enjoyed the sense of power over them I found that I enjoyed the sex better when I was being abused, disrespected. 

Angelique had tamed the monsters and although the sex was pleasurable and stimulating it had lost for me indescribable elements, of danger and roughness, I missed it in the fucking!

The night ended the boys departed and I was soon hugging my angelic sister at the busy airport. 

“I luve u,” I cried. 

Angelique hugged me back fiercely. 

“Luve u tu sistere,” she whispered, “It ‘az been a zenzational breek,” she smiled, “I ‘m full tu ze breem!”

We laughed together and hugged again. 

“Zee u in a fortnite, vith ze crew,” she laughed as she disappeared through the passport control her voice trailing off in the bustle. 

“Keep ze barbareeans undeer controlee…”

I drove back toward the school thinking. France in a fortnight with 3 sex mad boys, 4 girls, me in charge and Angelique; it was almost like a dream come true.”

The following days passed in a blur, I told Darren and John now, if I wanted them and they came like puppies to see me, they were reliable, strong, hard and becoming boring, deadly boring!

I even had another session with Hank and that at least was some spice in my busy sex life but I was in control, in charge and… was restless again, I really was impossible!

The trip to France was now only a few days away the school was winding down for the holidays and my class was coming to terms with the fact that this was the end of their time at this seat of learning. University, college, real life awaited them and I realised that this trip to France would be my last time with these students I’d been so involved with over the last few weeks, I was going to make the most of it.

I noticed that the senior rugby team had their final coming up on Saturday, it was against Trevis Private School, my head rolled around. 

Trevis Where did I know that name from?”

I gulped in realisation, it was the school of Tom and his cronies, they were coming here, I recalled the nights with them, the degradation we all suffered and I had sucked off all the first rugby team! 

“God,” I thought, “Vat ‘m I goin’ tu du?”

I slept alone that night, thought about the wealthy boys, my girls in my class and then strangely Angelique. 

“Vat wuld ze du?” I asked myself. 

Suddenly I realised exactly what she’d do, she’d take charge, control. I smiled to myself as a terrible plan formed in my mind. 

“Tom, u mite jus’ get a leetle mure z’an u bargeened for,” I mumbled to myself, the prospect of revenge making me relaxed and tired.

The weather was warm and dry on the morning of the match and all the girls arrived at the school early in support of the team, the whole school was willing our side to win the trophy. I had already spoken to Dianne and Hayley about our plan and they both looked sensational in their short skirts and clean white shirts. The bus arrived with the Travis team just before lunch and I saw Tom strut confidently down the steps and shake John’s hand, both boys were captains of their respective teams.

They all went for a light lunch in the main hall and there was then an hour’s gap before the match and I made my move as I saw Tom and Danny chatting idly together.

“Well if it isn’t Demi the dog…where’s you’re uniform?” said Tom cruelly not realising I was a teacher. 

I just smiled at him as if he’d complimented me and I was pleased to see him.

“ ‘aley an’ Dianne vant tu mit u in ze shed a ze back,” I whispered, “Z’e ’re dieeng for u; sayd u tu… v’ere ze best fuckee zey’d ever ‘ad.”

I saw their eyes sparkling and I dropped my voice even lower. 

“I ‘ave tide z’em up… z’ey v’ant u to go an’ fuckee z’em vizout zaying a vord.”

Tom winked at Danny. 

“And you were worried Danny?” he sneered, “I told you, these girls are grateful for a fuck from the likes of us, better than these local scummy boys.”

I pointed to the shed at the edge of the playing field. 

“Vite,” I urged and without further prompting the boys walked briskly towards their fate.

I had tied the girls against the heavy mower and I waited until the boys disappeared into the shed then ran to Darren and John in a panic, telling them that Hayley and Dianne had been abducted. My pupils literally flew to the innocuous wooden building and I arrived behind them to see both Hayley and Diane bent over, their hands still bound to the mower and their panties around their knees. Tom and Danny were standing behind them with their penises already inside them and about to fuck the helpless girls. They were shocked when John, and more noticeably, Darren, burst in to find them.

“This is not what it looks like John,” said Tom blithely, “ We know these girls, their just scum, prosti…”

The boy never finished the sentence as John’s fist made a terrible low thud against his mouth He flew against the wooden shell of the building separating instantly from his coupling with Hayley, and lay still and dazed.

Danny had now withdrawn from Dianne and was backing away from Duncan, the black boy was broad and strong but Darren was wild and the boy feared for his life. Darren hit the boy squarely on the chin and he crumpled into a heap alongside his friend.

The boys set about releasing the girls and they fell into their arms once freed. 

“Thank you John,” Hayley gushed, “It was terrible.”

Dianne hung onto Darren and I had to laugh to myself as they swore undying love to each other as the Travis’ boys escaped and sneaked out of the shed as quickly and quietly as they could.

As the teams trooped onto the field for the game I could tell just by their respective body language which team would win. Our team was cold; glassy eyed and no doubt psyched by a strong pep talk from John; the opposition just looked terrified.

The Travis team was normally strong and fierce but our boys had come from the hard school of life, from the streets and council estates and even from the first scrum the private school boys were literally fighting for their lives. Tom lasted until midway through the first half eventually being carried off with damage to his whole body, he was crying and holding his groin in panic.

“Poetic Justeece,” I thought.

Danny soon followed and by the end of the match Travis had used all their reserves and literally they were just running away from all of our team. Their master put in a formal complaint about bad sportsmanship and cheating but we all cheered as John lifted the large silver trophy, our school having won 108 to nil.

The opposing team did not stay for a bath or dinner and further cheers were heard as their bus pulled way from our grey school building taking their damaged and injured troupe with them. Our team was still in the bath drinking and celebrating and overcome with my own euphoria I followed the sounds of their celebration and walked into the boys changing room. I found all 15 boys splashing, singing and drinking beer and two feminine heads bobbing about. 

Hayley and Dianne!    

“Miss, Miss,” they screamed “Come in.” 

All the boys cheered and without thinking I stripped out of my clothes and jumped into the bubbling foamy water to join them. John and Darren ducked me under the water and a bottle of beer was thrust into my hand. 

“Here’s to the best French teacher anyone ever had,” called Hayley loudly and I blushed as the bath exploded into a crescendo of enthusiastic cheering and noise. I stayed with them all for over half an hour. There was nothing sexual about the experience at all; it was pure fun, I was young, with friends and simply enjoying my life.

I knew that I would have no visitors that night, John would undoubtedly have his first bout of real lovemaking with the innocent Hayley, and Darren would be showing Dianne what he’d learnt from Angelique and I.  

But for tonight I was happy, I thought about Tom and Danny. 

“Horreeble leettle boys,” that had received a small taste of their own medicine! 

I was pleased, I had won a small battle of self respect and was proud of myself. Life was exciting, France was now only a few-days away, 2 weeks with my friends, I closed my eyes and descended into a deep and wonderfully restful sleep only dreaming of my Gallic adventure to come. 

Robin was my final private lesson of the term, James was out and as neither John nor Darren had visited me I was extremely restless. As normal I was in a short skirt and tight top and the boy’s eyes and trousers were bulging with lust. As the lesson ended I sat next to him on his chair and pushed the hardness in his trousers. 

“Zee’s iz alwaz payeeng more attention z’an u Robeen,” I teased him.   

He opened his thighs and I stroked him harder.

“Do u vant mi tu suck eet, Robin?” I asked.

“Yes miss, please,” he mumbled. 

I released the erection from his grey trousers and bought it to my mouth he groaned and released his fluid all over me.

“Robeen,” I scolded him and he quickly pulled up his clothing and ran out and… I never saw him again!

Finally the day came when I met my young crowd at the busy station all dressed in school uniform, it was strange to see all the young boys and girls with their parents and I was pleased I had dressed formally in a smart beige suit. 

“Take care of my little boy,” John’s mother cried as the train pulled out of the station, and I smiled at her innocently. 

“ ‘E vaz non sush a leettle boy!” I thought.

The train was crowded and we piled into a private cabin, everyone was in high spirits, John placed his hand on my ass. 

“Get changed miss,” he said, “You can’t be dressed like a teacher, can you?”

I grabbed my bag and pulled my tongue out at all of them. 

“Non fuckeeng vile I ’ave gone,” I whispered. 

I was on fire, it had been a week without sex and I felt like a frustrated animal. I changed into the schoolgirl outfit I loved so much and as I pulled the panties around my sex lips I shuddered in anticipation. I wanted sex but strangely the boys no longer appealed to me as much as previously and I wandered back along the busy corridor aimlessly. I absentmindedly tried to squeeze past a soldier in a deep blue uniform; we were wedged together for less than an instant but I felt his hardness and looked up into a rich pair of dark grey eyes. 

He held my shoulders lightly keeping my warm body against his and as I stood there I instinctively leant my hips against him. 

“I like schoolgirls,” he said quietly.

“Zo vat?” I answered.

His hands fell from my shoulders to my bottom and he pushed my lower body against him; I could now clearly feel the power and size of his erection.

I tried to be calm, reserved but instinctively I rubbed against it and he knew what I wanted.

The soldier literally pushed me down the hall to the toilets and upon entering the confined space seemed to reach his hands into every crevice and erogenous zone I had. He was an animal like me; he quickly bent me over the toilet and I groaned as he ceremoniously pulled my panties to my knees. He placed his fingers in my rear cunt and satisfied I was wet held my bottom with his large hands and fucked me silently, urgently, without mercy or respect. He came in seconds and I was about to dress again when I heard the door open another voice and a further man’s hands on me. 

“Sure,” the first man said, “Be my guest mate.”

The new man was inside me instantly; I couldn’t see whom it was I was fucking; I could only feel his cock, the hardness and power of a fit man against me. I was being abused but loved it, no one could see me, I was fulfilling my wildest fantasies and I closed my eyes and suffered exquisitely.

The man also finished quickly and they were both gone before I turned around, I should have been embarrassed or ashamed but as I pulled my panties back around my hips I was not and couldn’t wait to tell the girls, in private, of course! My panties were full of sperm again and I was happy. One by one they also disappeared to find a soldier and the boys must have wondered what was going on? 

That was the beginning of the best fortnight of my life, I was with my friends, Angelique, and was free to explore any sexual avenue I desired. I had never experienced such varied and sustained pleasure and when we finally arrived back home I was tired, but happy, happier than I’d ever been.

The happiness was however tinged with sadness; Darren and Dianne were somehow now an item as was John and Hayley. The other members drifted away and as the new term approached I was alone, lonely and depressed.

I could not face another term or year without sex or adventure and I sat in my classroom and tried to think what to do for the best.

“Leeve James? Leeve the schule?” I thought.

“Miss,” I looked up and a pretty girl with ginger hair was smiling at me. 

“Miss,” she said, “There’s a dance, next week at that big school down the road, I heard that you are cool…will you come with us?” she whispered.

I looked at her shocked and surprised. 

“Maybee, Melanee,” I smiled and noticed how she had grown over the last 12 months, her breasts now larger than mine.

The girl sat back down and I was wandering off in my mind again when a strong male voice awoke me. 

“Miss,” he said, “I heard you give French lessons, can you teach me?”

I looked up at a boy, he’d just arrived at the school; he was tall, broad with short blonde hair and lovely green eyes.

“Maybee…” I smiled.

“Mike,” he said returning my beam, “My name is Mike Andrews.”

My face and spirit lit up like a candle in the blackness. 

There was a new class of boys and girls this year, a new playground for me and then, each year they would be renewed again. I saw instantly the delicious prospects and possibilities stretching out before me, Dirty Demi, endlessly. 

“Maybee z’ings vere non quit zo bad afteer all!” I thought.
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