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69?

How could I
get a 69 on my paper? I'd never gotten anything lower than 85 on
anything. Anything! And English was my favorite subject. 69? But
there it was. 69 emblazoned across the top of my
paper, staring back at me, taunting me. The 69 had been such a
shock to me I hadn't even noticed the little lilac post-it not
stuck to the bottom corner of the page. Peeling the note off, I
read it:

 


Daniel,

 


Please see me after class—

 


Mary Molder

 


That was it? No explanation. Just a terse
Please see me after class—? What was this all about, I puzzled?
Then I angrily shoved my paper under my book so that no one else
would see that I'd gotten a 69 on it.

Just about then, the bell rang. There was a
buzz as everyone started getting up from their desks and filing out
of the classroom. I pretended to be writing something, dawdling and
waiting until I saw the last student leave.

Pushing up onto my feet by my desk, I grabbed
up my book and paper and slowly shuffled up to Mrs. Molder's desk
where she sat grading papers.

"Uh, Mrs. Molder," I shyly muttered. "You
wanted to see me?"

"Danny Bildinger, why yes I did," she smiled
pulling off her lilac-framed glasses and lying them down next to
the stack of papers she had been grading as the fragrance of lilacs
washed over me. Everything about Mrs. Molder had something to do
with lilacs. Her perfume, the color of her lipstick, the color of
everything she owned, the color of her car. Everything was lilac.
The perfume she was wearing was so strong, it was like walking
through a field of the violet flowers.

"You saw that I gave you a 69 on your paper?"
she asked, reaching up and fiddling with the top button of her
lilac blouse.

"Uh, yeah. I've never gotten a grade that bad
before," I timidly muddled. "On anything—

"Well, would you like to bring that grade
up?" she smiled, her big lilac eyes twinkling in the bright
afternoon sunlight streaming in through the window by her desk.

"Uh, yeah, I guess. What would I have to
do?"

She didn't answer me. Instead she picked up
the lilac pen she had been grading papers with and quickly
scribbled something on another one of her little lilac post-it
notes. Then she peeled it off and handed it to me.

"Here. Come by my house around seven tonight
and we'll see what we can do. Okay?" she innocently smiled, waiting
for my answer.

"Your house? Uh, seven, uh, okay, uh…" I
mumbled, glancing down at the post-it note and seeing that it had
an address written on it: 69 Mulberry Drive…

"See you then…" she flippantly said, turning
and starting to grade papers again.

"Uh, yeah, uh, see you then," I stammered,
turning and trundling toward the door. Stopping at the door, I
turned and looked back over at her. As I did, I saw her smile and
give me a little wave with a chubby hand then went back to work on
the papers…

"Where you been?" I heard my best buddy,
Jimmy ask me as I stepped out into the hallway.

"Just talking to Mrs. Molder," I told him as
we started down the hallway toward the parking lot.

"About what?"

"Oh, nothing, just asking her about my
paper…"

"What did you get?"

"Uh, 94," I lied. "What'd you get?"

"86—" Jimmy grinned, "Wanna stop by the Goose
and get a burger?"

Jimmy and I were close as thieves, but I
didn't think that divulging the fact that I was meeting with Mrs.
Molder to bump up my test grade was a good idea. Then I would have
to explain the 69 I had gotten on my paper. And I couldn't—

"My mom wants me to clean out the garage this
afternoon," I lied again.

It had all happened so fast, I hadn't even
had time to think about what had just happened. I needed some time
to myself. Some time to think…

"Whatcha doing later?"

"I've got to work on my book report—" I lied,
again, adding to the litany of lies engendered by my paper and my
upcoming encounter with Mrs. Molder.

"Well, guess I'll see you tomorrow then,"
Jimmy told me as we parted ways and headed out to our cars.

"Yeah, tomorrow…" I hollered, stepping up to
my car and opening the door. Tossing my book and paper on the front
seat, I slid under the steering wheel.

Slipping the key into the ignition, I
stopped. Picking up my paper, I looked at it. Reading the first
question and my answer, I saw that it had a big, red X across it.
But wait, it wasn't wrong. It was correct. Why had Mrs. Molder
graded it wrong? Then I quickly moved down to the next question
with a red X. Slowly reading it and my answer, I saw that it wasn't
wrong either. What the fuck was going on? Then I jumped to the
third red X. Same thing. They were all right. But why had she
graded them wrong?

I was confused. Why had Mrs. Molder graded my
paper wrong? And what would I have to do to bring my grade up, as
Mrs. Molder had put it?

Mrs. Molder? What was she up to? I knew that
she was a widower as her husband had died a couple of years ago.
Heart attack or something like that, I remembered. She was in her
early or mid-forties. And she was a big woman. A really big woman.
The term fat didn't really fit her. She was just BIG. Big boobs,
thick waist, bounteous butt, thick legs. Yeah, she was BIG! But she
dressed nice and carried her weight well. She even wore high heels,
I thought to myself as I drove along thinking about her, wondering
how much she weighed. Two hundred? Two –twenty, thirty?

But what did she want with me? Sex? Really?
If so, why me? I was no Casanova, that was for sure. If it were
known, I would be classified as Chicken! Chicken and class clown.
Jimmy and I used our clown act to hide our insecurity and timidity.
That and booze. So why would she pick me? Well, I was rather
well-endowed, I smirked to myself. But how would she know that? No
one else knew, except some of the guys in gym class who'd seen me
in the shower. But every once in a while it happened, didn't it?
I'd seen it on TV. But that was usually some younger woman with
some thirteen or fourteen-year-old kid, not in high school. So what
did she want? Guess you'll just have to wait and see, I told myself
pulling into my driveway and parking my car.

"You're home early," my mother told me as I
went walking through the kitchen where she was fixing supper.

"Yeah, what's for supper?"

"Chicken," she said, standing in front of the
stove with a pair of tongs in her hand.

"How long?"

"About an hour, why? You got a hot date or
something?" she laughed, turning over one of the pieces of chicken
in the frying pan.

"Naw, just gonna meet Jimmy after supper," I
lied, heading back to my room.

Dropping my book on my computer table, I sat
down and brought out my English paper again. This time, I slowly
went over every question that Mrs. Molder had graded as wrong. They
were all right, but one which I had really gotten wrong. It was
crazy. Why had she done that? I couldn't think of a plausible
reason except the one I'd thought of earlier and that one seemed so
outlandish and improbable, I couldn't bring myself to believe
it.

Holding my arm up, I sniffed my armpit and
decided that a shower was probably in order. Looking at my wrist
watch, I saw that it was five-fifteen. Forty-five minutes until
supper and an hour and forty-five minutes until I was supposed to
meet with Mrs. Molder.

Standing in the shower, letting the water
play down over my skinny five foot eleven frame, I lathered up my
hand and slowly worked it up and down the shaft of my oversized
cock. What if she did want some of this, I lewdly pondered?
Wouldn't that be fucking cool? Fuck Mrs. Molder? Bet that would
make everyone sit up and take notice. Danny Bildinger fucking Mrs.
Molder! But wait. One problem with that. I couldn't tell anyone. I
would have to keep it a secret. I wouldn't be able to share it with
anyone. Except maybe Jimmy, I grinned to myself. Maybe a little
threesome? Uh, what was that French thing? Ménage a trois?

You're getting a little ahead of yourself
aren't you, I asked myself, letting go of my cock and watching it
Bob up and down in front of me?

After my shower, I dressed up in my favorite
tee and a pair of short pants. Then slipping into my loafers, I had
supper with my parents and was off to see just what Mrs. Molder had
in mind for me.

Driving up in front of her house, I saw that
her porch light was on. Dusk was just settling in. It was getting
dark and I saw that Mrs. Molder had her curtains pulled shut.

Reaching over, I picked up my paper with the
big, ugly 69 scrawled across the top of it.
Pushing my door open, I stepped out into the gathering dusk. It was
still warm and humid and I noticed that my palms were sweaty. I had
to admit that I was nervous. I didn't know what to expect. After
all, Mrs. Molder was a teacher. A teacher…and a woman. And I hadn't
had many dealings with either on a one on one, up close and
personal basis, like this. I just hoped I didn't do something dumb
or stupid to embarrass myself.

Wiping my sweaty hands on my pants, I quietly
closed the car door and started up the front walk. There was still
enough light to see that Mrs. Molder's grass was neatly mowed and
trimmed. Did she mow her own lawn, I wondered? Mrs. Molder was a
large woman and somehow I couldn't picture her behind a lawn mower
mowing her grass. Well, someone had mowed it.

Stepping up onto the landing, I looked down
to make sure everything was buttoned up and wrinkle-free. Then I
ran my hands down my pants to straighten them and reached out to
ring the doorbell.

Just as the tip of my finger touched the
little button, I saw the door swing open and I found myself face to
face with Mrs. Molder.

"Right on time, I see," she smiled, pushing
the screen door open for me.

"Uh, yeah, seven o'clock…just like you said…"
I mumbled, waiting for her to invite me inside.

"Come in, come in…" she smiled, stepping back
out of the doorway to make room for me to step around her.

"Uh, okay…" I stammered, stepping around the
screen door and into the living room.

I don't know what I'd really been expecting,
but it certainly wasn't what I found as I nervously watched Ms.
Molder close the door behind me and turn around to face me.

She was wearing a long, flowing dressing gown
made out shimmering satin. The lilac satin clung to her large frame
like a second skin, highlighting and emphasizing every
overly-abundant curve and swoop of her plus-size body. It was
somewhere about that time that I came to the startling conclusion
that Mrs. Molder was a pretty woman. Big, yeah, and pretty. Maybe
she was one of those women who would advertise herself as a BBW on
the internet. Fait accompli

Her face was full and round, almost angelic
with a touch of lilac eye shadow around her big, violet eyes. I had
never noticed her eyes being violet before—

Violet eyes? Could people really have violet
eyes? How did she pull off that fait accompli? Was she wearing
contact lenses? Her full, pouty lips were also tinted a soft lilac
color as were the points of her cheeks. Her long, dark blond hair
hung down around her shoulders in a tousled muddle of disarray, its
tips resting on the tops of her massive breasts that were straining
out against the gown. Maybe she could have lost a pound or two
around the waist, well maybe more like ten or fifteen pounds, but
even with that, she was still gorgeous. I couldn't see her legs,
but the sharp, pointy tips of her shoes were sticking out from
under the hem of the gown. Yes, all in all, Mrs. Molder was a
BBW!

"Can I get you something to drink?" she asked
me, smiling, running her pudgy hands down over her hip to smooth
the wrinkles out of her gown. "A beer, wine, something a
little…harder?" she softly laughed.

Beer, wine? She had to know that I was only
eighteen. So why was she offering me liquor? That was against the
law. Contributing to the delinquency of a minor or something like
that. She had to know that was against the law.

"I'm only eighteen, Mrs. Molder…" I foolishly
explained.

"Oh, come now, Daniel," she laughed again,
making her massive boobs bobble and shake down underneath their
satin covering. "You're not going to tell on me are you? I
certainly won't tell on you—and why don't you call me Ellie? All my
friends do…and we are going to be friends…aren't we, Danny?"

"Uh, what, uh, yeah, uh, okay, I, uh, a beer
will do fine…uh, Mrs., uh, Ellie," I told her, feeling awkward
calling her by her first name as I watched her turn and start out
toward the kitchen. Letting my eyes follow her, I couldn't help but
watch her substantial rear end roll and twitch from side to side
under the shimmering satin gown as she clopped across the floor on
her high heels.

This wasn't what I had pictured happening.
Mrs. Molder looked more like she was getting ready for bed than
doing any tutoring. Maybe I'd been right earlier. Maybe, I
hoped…

I heard the refrigerator door open and close.
Then I heard some ice cubes being dropped into a glass followed by
a few moments of silence before she came walking back into the
living room. She was a gleaming conglomeration of shimmering
movement, her satin gown clinging to her bouncing, bobbling boobs,
her swaying hips and her chunky legs as she moved across the room
toward me. I could see that she held a drink of some kind in one
pudgy hand and a tall, foamy glass of beer in the other hand.

"Here you go. I hope you like Budweiser, it's
all I have," she told me, handing me the glass of beer

"Yeah, Bud's fine…" I told her, watching her
bend down and set her drink on the coffee table making the satin
gown tightly stretch across her over-generous backside.

"Come, let's sit," she told me, motioning
down the couch for me to sit.

Then she turned, spread out her gown and made
a show of lowering her XL-size body down on the couch.

Finally, when she was settled down on the
couch, she lifted one hefty leg up and crossed it over the other
one. Then she reached down and spread the gown back, making sure it
was draped just right to expose and reveal the nylon-encased thigh
underneath it. Then, to my stunned amazement, she reached up to the
front of the gown and spread it open wider to bare more of her
pale, pink bosom to my leering eyes.

Then, seemingly satisfied that all her charms
were properly displayed, she reached over and patted the couch.

"Come, Daniel, sit…" she smiled, picking up
her drink and lifting it up to her lilac-tinted lips.

"Uh, yeah, okay…" I dumbly mumbled, turning,
stumbling over my oversized feet as I started to walk around the
coffee table to the couch.

"Careful…" Mrs. Molder softly laughed,
setting her drink back down and reaching over to the pack of
cigarettes lying on the end table.

Mrs. Molder drinking, smoking? She was full
of surprises, I giddily thought as I eased down onto the opposite
end of the couch.

"Cigarette?" she asked me, holding the pack
out toward me.

"Uh, no, I, I don't smoke."

"You don't mind if I do?" she asked me,
shaking out a cigarette and laying the pack back on the end
table.

It was her house and I certainly wasn't going
to complain if she wanted to smoke. It was her lungs…and based on
the size of her lungs, she certainly had plenty of them to go
around.

"No, not at all, go ahead," I told her,
nervously taking a gulp on my beer as she held a tiny, silver
lighter up to the cigarette and lit it.

"Another bad habit I shouldn't be indulging
in," she told me, blowing out a big cloud of smoke in my general
direction.

I didn't know what to say to that, so I
didn't say anything, just grinned and took another nervous glug on
my beer.

It was just about then that I noticed that
her big nipples were tenting the thin satiny material of her gown.
And they looked huge. Almost as big as my thumbs as they jutted out
against the shimmering satin. I tried but couldn't keep my eyes off
them as she took another drag off her cigarette, her massive boobs
thrusting out against her gown making the big, swollen nubs seem
even larger.

Seeing my eyes were locked on her breasts,
she glanced down at them and smiled. But she didn't do anything to
stop me from staring at them or even try to hide them from me. If
anything, she moved so that they seemed even more noticeable.

"So, Daniel, do you have a girlfriend?" she
asked me, reaching down, plucking at her gown as it lay draped
across her thigh exposing even more of her nylon-encased leg.

"Uh, no, no, ma'am…I don't have a
girlfriend—" I coughed as some of the beer I'd been holding in my
mouth went down the wrong pipe.

"Why not?" she laughed, her big tits bobbling
and jiggling down inside their satin prison. "You're not gay, are
you? I see you and Jimmy Adkins hanging around together a lot of
the time…"

"NO—" I adamantly declared, surprised at the
audacity of her question. "No, I'm not gay, uh, I just, uh, I don't
know…I just don't have a girlfriend."

"Well, that does un-complicate things to a
degree," she smiled, holding the cigarette over the little ashtray
sitting by her cigarettes, tapping it with a pudgy, lilac-tipped
finger.

"What? What do you mean?" I wanted to
know.

"Well, Daniel, I suppose that you heard about
my husband, Ames?" she told me, reaching down and picking up her
drink.

Heard about her husband? He was dead. What
did she mean? And what did it have to do with me and my paper?

"Uh, what do you mean?"

"You heard that my husband passed away?"

"Yes, uh, I heard that he died of a heart
attack or something…" I told her, wondering what that had to do
with the price of tea in China?

"Yes, a heart attack…a couple of years
ago…his old ticker just couldn't stand all the excitement, I
suppose," she laughed, tapping her cigarette on the ashtray
again.

What was that supposed to mean? Couldn't
stand the excitement? I didn't know what to say.

"Nobody else knows how he really went," she
smiled, reaching down, rearranging her gown, exposing more
thigh.

I was perplexed. Why was she telling me all
this? And what did it have to do with my paper?

"Well, to tell you the truth, Daniel…he died
in the saddle," she softly laughed, smiling with a mischievous
twinkle in her eyes.

In the saddle? Had he been riding? What did
she mean? In the saddle? Then it hit me right between the eyes like
a haymaker. In the saddle. Had he been fucking? Had her husband
been fucking her when he died? His old ticker just couldn't stand
all the excitement? Now it all made sense. Mr. Molder must have
died while he was in the middle of a romantic liaison with Mrs.
Molder. With Ellie Molder! But why in the fuck was she telling me
all this?

"You seem surprised…" she laughed, her boobs
bobbling up and down heavily.

"Uh, uh, I—" I muttered, stopping when
nothing else would come out of my mouth.

"You have a healthy heart, don't you,
Daniel?" she asked me, stubbing her cigarette out in the
ashtray.

"Yes, uh, yeah, uh, I guess, but…" I fumbled,
my face burning red, sweat popping out on my forehead.

"You do know where I'm going with this, don't
you, Daniel?" she smiled, slowly running the backs of her chubby
fingers down under the swooping neckline of her peignoir and across
the tops over her oversized udders.

"Uh, I don't, maybe, I think…" I muttered,
hoping that I was right, but still afraid to tell her on the off
chance that I was wrong.

"Do you find me attractive, Daniel?" she
purred, gently tugging the neckline down, exposing more of one of
her huge, pink melons.

"Yes, uh, yeah, Mrs. Molder, uh, Ellie, I
think you're pretty…real pretty," I stammered, staring down at her
fingers and the pale, pink skin underneath it.

Her intent seemed to be growing more and more
evident with each passing second and I found myself thinking I had
been right earlier.

"Then what, Daniel?" she asked, grinning,
leaning forward and letting her huge breasts bulge out against the
front of her skimpy peignoir.

"Uh, what…what do you want me to do, Mrs.,
Ellie?" I fumbled, still not able to take that last and final leap
of faith.

"Will this help?" she asked me, reaching up,
spreading her gown open and digging her hand down inside her
peignoir. Then slowly, teasingly, she eased one of her mountainous
tits up and out of the filmy peignoir.

I thought I was having a heart attack—

All I could do was stare down at the huge,
round udder. It was gigantic with its big, round areola and giant
swollen nipple sticking up out of the darkened tip. I had never
seen a tit the size and grandeur of the one I was staring at now.
It was unbelievable. Staring at it, I could even see the thin, blue
blood vessels crisscrossing it just under the pale, pink skin. And
the nipple looked like a plump, red grape just waiting to be
plucked.

A spasm of electric excitement arced through
my cock down inside my pants making it twitch. This was crazy—

"So, Daniel, do you get my gist?" she asked
me, smiling, cupping her mammoth breast, lifting it and easing it
back down inside her filmy, lilac peignoir.

"I, uh, I—" I mumbled, not knowing what she
wanted me to say.

"Are you game?" she asked me, picking up her
drink and taking another sip on it. "

"Uh, yeah, I think so…" I mumbled, feeling my
cock slowly uncoiling and filling with blood down inside my
pants.

"You can keep a secret, can't you?" she
grinned, reaching up to her shoulder and easing her fingers under
the satiny cloth. Then as I watched on in a testosterone-induced
stupor, she pushed the edge of her gown back at the same time she
shrugged her shoulder and the gown went sliding down off it.

"Uh, yeah, I guess, but…" I mumbled.

"But what, Daniel?" she frowned, reaching up
to her other shoulder.

"I've, I've never done anything like this,
Mrs., uh, Ellie…" I admitted.

"All I'm looking for is a little male
companionship, Daniel," she said, slowly pushing the gown down off
her shoulder, lifting her leg off the other one and spreading them
apart as she leaned forward. "Do you think you could provide me
with some of that, Daniel?" she asked me, slowly running her hand
down between her legs and cupping her mons through her sheer, lilac
panties.

"You—you and me?" I choked out, still not
believing that it was really happening.

"Do you have a problem with that?" she
asked.

"Uh, no…no, I don't have a problem with
that," I told her, somehow able to force a grin across my lips as
she let her gown slide down her arms to reveal the diaphanous,
see-through peignoir underneath it. The lingerie hid nothing. All
of Mrs. Molder's more-than-ample charms were on display for my
gawking eyes. Yeah, maybe some would have called her fat, but not
me. I thought she was fucking gorgeous. From her long, blond hair
all the way down to her stiletto-encased feet. She was all woman
and proud of it. And I wasn't going to let anything get in the way
of this opportunity.

"Don't be bashful, Daniel, my darling," she
softly laughed, taking a sip of her drink and staring down at the
crotch of my short pants. "Let me see what you have."

Setting my beer down on the coffee table, I
pushed up onto my feet.

"Come down here and let me do it," Ellie
murmured, scooting up to the edge of the couch.

Shuffling down to where she sat, I stopped
when I was standing directly in front of her. Expectantly looking
up at me, she smiled and quickly poked the button on my pants
through its buttonhole.

"It feels like a big one…" she softly
laughed, rubbing my rapidly-hardening cock through my pants. "Have
you ever measured it?"

"Uh, yeah…" I bashfully grinned as she
pinched the zipper tab and began to slowly unzip my pants.

"How big?" she wanted to know as she spread
open the fly to reveal the big bulge of hardening flesh jutting out
against the front of my shorts.

"Eight-eight inches—" I proudly proclaimed,
rolling my hips and thrusting my hidden prick out at her.

"Oh, my, that is a big one," she huffed,
slipping her fingers under the waistband of my pants and quickly
pulling them down, stopping when they were wrapped around my thighs
just above my knees. " Ames wasn't that big."

"How big was he?" I vainly asked.

"Six inches…but he knew how to use every last
millimeter," she laughed, digging her fingers down under the
stretchy, elastic waistband of my shorts. Staring down at the front
of my shorts, she began to ease them down over my hips and off the
big bulge.

"Oh, my—" she cooed as the big, purple head
of my penis popped out from under the waistband. "It is big—"

Then she slowly peeled my shorts down my hips
revealing more and more of my stiff, hard cock until the elastic
band slipped down over my big, dangling balls and my stiff, hard
penis stood before her in all its splendor and glory

"It is big—" she said, curling her fingers
around the thick, swollen shaft and lovingly stroking it.

I couldn't resist the temptation as I stared
down at the awe-inspiring mountains of pale, pink flesh dangling
down just inside the neckline of her gauzy, lilac negligee.
Reaching out, I eased my hands down inside Mrs. Molder's sheer
nightie and gently cupped the pink melons. They were so soft and
squishy as I cupped them, squeezing them, massaging their pliant
softness.

"Mmmmmm…" she murmured, bowing her back and
thrusting her big boobs out against my groping hands. "I think
you're getting the idea, Daniel," she cooed, leaning down, pursing
her lilac-tinted lips and placing a soft, lingering kiss right on
the tip of my big cock.

It was astounding! Mrs. Molder was kissing my
cock?

"Just tell me what you want me to do—" I
wheezed, finding the big, rubbery nipples sticking out of the
center of her tits with my fingers and thumbs.

"Whatever you want, Danny Boy," she softly
cooed, letting the swollen, purple head of my cock slip part way in
between her lips as she pressed her tits against my plucking
fingers. I could feel her big nipples growing even harder under my
fingers as I teased and pulled on them. Then Mrs. Molder let the
head of my dick slip out from between her lips as she slowly sat
up. Smiling up at me, she let go of my prick and reached up to her
shoulder. Pushing her fingers down under the edge of the chiffon
peignoir, she teased it down over the slope of her shoulder and let
it slide down, but it only slid for three or four inches before it
was stopped by the projection of her massive boobs.

"Do you like my boobies, Daniel?" she smiled
at me, reaching up to her other shoulder and repeating the
process.

"I think they're gorgeous—" I praised, easing
my hands out from under them and gently tugging the transparent,
lilac lingerie down off them. They were humongous. Pale, pink, they
had to be at least eight, nine inches across as they swelled out of
her chest being tugged down against the top of her belly by their
massive weight. "They're the biggest ones I've ever seen…" I
extoled, running my fingers over their silky smoothness. They were
impeccable. There wasn't a single blemish, not even a freckle on
the pale, pink skin. The big, round areolas capping them had to be
at least four, five inches across themselves and only a couple of
shades darker than the pale, pink skin surrounding them. The big,
plump nipples tipping them looked like the erasers off a couple of
the pencils kindergartners used when they were learning to
write…and they were just about as hard, too.

"Ames liked them…" she smiled, stiffening her
arms, leaning back and thrusting the sagging treasures out at me as
they softly quivered and bobbled with every move she made.

As she sat leaning back against the couch,
her peignoir was now draped across her plump belly, partially
hiding it from view while I stood leaning down, fondling her
beautiful breasts. Slipping my hands out from under her breasts, I
let them ease back down onto her chest.

Wanting to see the treasure that lay hidden
down between her massive thighs, I slowly dropped down onto my
knees beside her leg.

Taking hold of the silky peignoir, I gently
pulled. Mrs. Molder seemed to sense what I was doing as she pushed
down on the couch with her hands and lifted her oversized butt up
off it so I could pull the lingerie out from under her. As the
skimpy, little teddy cleared her buttocks, I saw that she was
wearing a matching pair of sheer, lilac panties underneath it. The
panties were so thin and transparent, I could see the swirl of dark
curls through the thin cloth. I don't know, maybe I'd expected
someone as sexy hot as Mrs. Molder was to shave her pussy. But she
didn't and that somehow made her seem hotter, even sexier.

Pulling the wimpy peignoir down her chunky
legs, I watched Mrs. Molder slowly lift each leg and let me slip
the wispy lingerie off over her four-inch stiletto heels. With it
off, I laid it on the couch and leaned back down over her legs.
This time, I curled my fingers down under the stretchy waistband of
her panties and began to slowly tug then down over the curves of
her hips to bare the hidden secret that lay down between her hefty
thighs.

I'd only seen one other pussy up close. That
was my neighbor, Doris's and that had been at night so I hadn't
really gotten a good luck at it. That had been more of a Braille
experience. But now, now I was going to get to see Mrs. Molder's
pussy. Mrs. Molder's pussy! I still couldn't really believe this
was happening. Mrs. Molder? My English teacher? In her house? And
her sitting on the couch in front of me with only her panties
between me and seeing my first real, live pussy up close and
personal?

My heart was beating a mile a minute. My ears
were ringing and I was having difficulty breathing as I saw the
muscles in her arms tighten when she pushed up off the couch again.
Her big butt still had the panties trapped under them as I kept
pulling. Then all of a sudden, they came free and went plunging
down her thick thighs all the way down to her chubby knees.

There it was! Her pussy! I still didn't have
a good view of it, but I could see the ruffles of pink flesh
protruding out from the swirl of dark blond curls as the fleshy
folds glistened wetly in the glow of the lamp sitting on the end
table. But I wanted to see it all as I quickly tugged her panties
down off her knees, down over the swell of her calves and off over
her stiletto heels. Lifting the wisp of silk up to my nose, I took
a quick sniff before I laid the panties on top of her discarded
peignoir.

Glancing up at Mrs. Molder's face, I saw that
she had a playful smile on her lips as the tip of her tongue
slipped out to wet them. Then I felt her hip brush up against my
side as she slowly spread her legs to bare the big, pink gash of
slippery wet flesh between them.

It was my first time! There it was. I
couldn't recall ever being so excited as I stared down at the
fleshy pink wound in awe and reverence. It was so wet.

"Touch it…" Mrs. Molder whispered, spreading
her legs wider apart and I saw the thick, wet lips were wetly
sticking together, glued be the copious juices oozing out from
between them.

She wanted me to touch her? Touch her
pussy?

Still standing on my knees, my pants and
short wrapped my legs, I backed around Mrs. Molder's chubby leg. As
I did, she smiled and spread herself open wider while I moved up
between her ponderous thighs. My fingers were trembling as I
hesitantly reached out to touch her. I could see the tip of her
big, swollen clit protruding out above her ruffled pussy lips and
aimed my finger for it. Then I touched it and felt Mrs. Molder's
whole body, all two hundred and some odd pounds of it shudder.

"Yesssss—" she hissed, rolling her massive
hips and rubbing her big clit against my probing finger.

It looked soft, but it was hard and swollen
as I delicately probed it with the tip of my finger and felt it
move. Her thick, gorged pussy lips were still wetly clinging
together to hide the fleshy secrecy of her sex. I wanted to see it.
I wanted to see her vagina. Her pussy—her cunt!

Moving my finger down, I softly poked and
probed the glistening folds of flesh guarding that secrecy. They
were wet, covered with the creamy effluence oozing out from between
them, stubbornly clinging together, but I eventually probed them
apart to reveal the dark, mysterious opening of her sex. There it
was! Her pussy! Her vagina. Her sex. The very core of her
femininity. What made her a woman.

My heart was pounding like a jackhammer
making my fingers shake and tremble as I explored the slippery
flesh, gently probing its forgiving softness.

"Put your fingers in me…" I heard Mrs. Molder
whisper as she grasped hold of my hand with her chubby fingers and
guided me down to the juice-slickened opening. I'd never felt
anything so soft, so slippery, so wet as I slowly forced my fingers
down into the clutching tightness. Yes, it was soft, but it was
squeezing down around my fingers as they eased down inside her. Her
pussy. It was a magical thing. Soft and slippery on the one hand
and yet, tight and supple all at the same time.

Pushing down into the soft mush, I kept going
until my knuckles brushed up against the giving, fleshy lips
surrounding the opening.

I could feel Mrs. Molder's cunt squeezing,
nipping at my embedded fingers as I held them thrust down inside
her.

"Kisssss meeeee—" I heard her whisper.

Easing my fingers out of the sticky opening,
I started to lean forward toward her face.

"Down there…" she purred, her hands curling
around my shoulders, pushing, pushing me down. Sensing what she
wanted, I slowly kissed down the deep valley between her massive
tits and onto the rounded protrusion of her belly. Kissing and
licking, I made my way down across cleft of flesh that hid her
belly button and down onto the second fold of flesh just above her
furry mons. The hair covering her sex was soft and fine as a baby's
hair as they tickled over my chin while I made my way down to her
sex. Now I could smell her. Smell her womanly scent as it came
welling up from below my nose. There was something about the
cloying scent of her sex. It lit up all my senses.

At last my lips brushed across the swollen
nub of her clit. I felt a little quiver wiggle through the fat on
her tummy as I pursed my lips around the swollen kernel, sucked and
lashed my tongue across it.

"Yesssss—" she hissed, rolling her ponderous
hips, curling them up and rubbing her clit against my tongue.

Sucking harder, I sucked the swollen clit out
from its hood, exposing it as I swirled the tip of my tongue around
it. I could feel Mrs. Molder's long, lilac fingernails digging into
my shoulders as I eagerly lapped and fluttered my tongue all over
and around her sensitive nub.

"Oh, God, yessssss—" she groaned, her hands
clutching tighter, nails digging deeper as I whirled my tongue
round and round her clit.

Lapping at her squiggly clit, I lifted my
juice-slickened fingers back up to the seeping wetness below my
mouth. Softly probing the softness, I found the weeping opening of
her sex again. Sticking out two fingers, I pushed them into the
clinging channel of flesh as her pussy molded itself around my
fingers. As I slurped my tongue all around her clit, I began slowly
pump my fingers in and out of her hot, wet cunt.

"More…" she purred, rolling her heavy hips,
grinding herself back against my fingers and tongue. Extending a
third finger, I added it to the other two and pushed into the hot
mush of her pussy.

It was like sticking my fingers into a bowl
of warm, gelatinous honey as the sticky opening closed down around
them. Licking her clit and working my fingers in and out of her
hungry puss, I felt her chubby knees rub against my shoulders as
she lifted her legs and draped her weighty calves across my back.
The hard, round backs of her stiletto heels dug into the small of
my back, pushing off it, giving her the leverage to grind her clit
against my lips and lashing tongue.

Looking up over Mrs. Molder's flabby belly,
up between her quivering tits, I could she had her eyes clenched
shut. The muscles in her stout legs were tightening, as her heels
dug into my back harder and her pussy tightened around my plunging
fingers.

"Yes, Danny, yes, yes, yesssss—" she hissed,
rolling her hips.

The smell of hot, ripe cunt filled my
nostrils as I fluttered my tongue all over her squiggly clit. I
could taste the sweet tartness of her pussy on my tongue as my
pistoning fingers were smearing her thick, viscid juice all over
her crotch. She was making little moaning pants as the folds of fat
on her belly jiggled and shook.

"Almostttttt—" she wheezed, her ponderous
thighs easing up against my cheeks imprisoning my head in between
them. Tighter and tighter, her thighs clamped as I could feel them
trembling from the effort.

I could sense that Mrs. Molder was teetering
on the edge, her legs stiffening, the muscles in her belly
straining, her fingernails digging deeper into my shoulders.

Covering her sex with my mouth, I lashed her
vulnerable, defenseless clit with my tongue. Back and forth, back
and forth, swirling it round and round the kernel of flesh, I
sucked and nipped.

All at once, I felt Mrs. Molder shudder;
gasping as my chin, throat, and chest were abruptly covered with a
hot gush of hot, sticky pussy juice as it spewed out of her
convulsing cunt. There must have been a whole cup of the thick,
sticky stuff as it came gushing out around my fingers to coat my
hand, wrist and run down my arm. Like I said, the only woman I'd
had any dealings with was my neighbor, Doris and she'd never come
so much. Not even close.

I was dripping wet with the discharge pouring
out of Mrs. Molder's big, meaty cunt.

Looking up over her heaving belly, watching
the rolls of fat gyrate and shake, I could hear her gasping for air
as her giant tits floundered up and down. Her long, sharp
fingernails were digging into my shoulders so deep, I thought they
might come out through the front of my shoulders any second.

I'd made her finish! She was having an
orgasm. And I'd done it with my mouth and fingers. It was one of my
prouder moments. I felt a true sense of accomplishment. I'd made
Mrs. Molder come! It was almost as good as coming myself.
Almost, I told myself.

I didn't stop. I kept my mouth around her
pussy while I pumped my fingers in and out of her faster. I wanted
her to come and come. I wanted to show her I could be just as much
a man as her dearly, departed husband, Ames had been.

As her muscles began to soften, I looked up
and saw that beads of perspiration had popped out on her furrowed
brow. She was sweating. She'd worked so hard coming, she was
sweating as I saw the beads running together, slowly trickling down
the slopes of her massive breasts.

"Oh, Goddddd—" she finally gasped, her
fingernails pulling out of my skin as she pushed me back away from
her. Then her hand dropped down between her bulky thighs and shoved
my hand away from her oozing cunt. "Fucking awesome—" she sighed,
letting her slippery thighs slide down off my shoulders as the
soles of her stilettos loudly clopped down onto the floor.

She looked like she melted onto the couch as
she lay sprawled out looking up at me with a dazed, fuddled look on
her cherubic face.

"Well," she smiled, pushing back up to a
sitting position. "I think you've gotten your grade back up to 90.
Want to go for a 100?"

"Yeah…I'm ready," I grinned as my cock was
still sticking up out of my hairy groin, hard and stiff as a
board.

"It looks like it," she chuckled, her big,
sweaty tits jiggling and bobbing as she reached out and ran her
fingers down the underside of my jutting prick.

Lifting my hand up to my lips, I stuck out my
tongue and slowly licked it around my sticky fingers to lick away
the juice that coated them.

"Tasty—" I grinned.

"I think I made a mess—" she softly laughed,
looking down at the big, wet stain on my tee shirt as it wetly
clung to my skinny chest.

"Uh, yeah…" I laughed, looking down at the
stain, too.

"Take it off," she told me, putting her hands
on my chest and pushing me back out from between her pudgy thighs,
"and I'll run it through the washer."

"Okay," I agreed, grasping hold of her legs,
just above her knees and pushing up onto my feet.

"Take everything off…" she said, grabbing
hold of the arm of the couch and struggling up onto her stilettos.
As she pushed up off the couch, she was a convulsion of movement as
her giant tits flopped and floundered, the rolls of fat on her
belly jiggling, the loose flesh on her arms joggling.

As I pushed my tee up, I pulled it up over my
head and handed it to her. As I did, she leaned over and picked up
her discarded panties and peignoir. Wadding them into a ball, she
stood waiting as I hopped around trying to get my shorts and pants
off over my feet. Then, stepping out of them, I leaned down, swept
them up off the floor and handed them to her.

"I'll be right back—" she told me as I
watched the massive cheeks of her oversized ass ripple and undulate
as she went waddling across the living room. Yes, Mrs. Molder was a
very big woman, I told myself as I watched her step out of the
room. With nothing else to do, I reached down and slowly stroked my
hard on to keep it firmed up until she got back.

Looking around the room, I saw that
everything was in the room was some shade of lilac or purple. I
didn't find that strange as I'd said earlier, it seemed that
everything Mrs. Molder owned was that color.

I heard the washing machine kick on from
somewhere in the back of the house. Wishing she would hurry back, I
walked over to the mantle where there were several pictures of Mrs.
Molder and an older man. Ames, I assumed as I studied the pictures.
They looked happy together in the pictures.

"Oh, I see you've found my pictures…" I heard
her say from over my shoulder as she came clacking back into the
living room on her stilettos. Turning, I saw that she had a filmy,
chiffon robe thrown on over her shoulders and had a drink in one
hand and a beer in the other hand.

A beer? Was it over? What about me?

"I thought maybe you'd like a beer before we
got back to improving your grade," she smiled, seeming to sense my
disappointment as she handed my beer to me and tapped her glass
against it.

"Uh, yeah, great…" I grinned, lifting it up
to my lips and taking a long swig on it.

The little chiffon gown hid little of Mrs.
Molder as she paraded around the room on her stiletto heels.

"So, Daniel, what do you think of your old
Mrs. Molder now?" she grinned, brushing an ample hip against mine
and slowly tickling the tips of her fingers up my cock.

"I wish I'd known you gave private tutoring
classes earlier…" I told her, cupping one of her giant tits,
twisting the big, rubbery nipple and giving it a squeeze.

The breast itself was soft and squishy while
the nipple was hard and stiff, divulging her growing arousal.

"Maybe you should have asked," she teased,
clopping over to the couch and plopping down on it.

"I didn't know I had any need for a tutor
before this exam," I smiled back, watching her heft a heavy leg and
drape it across the other one as she leaned back against the
couch.

"Well maybe you did, but just didn't know
it," she smiled, reaching over, picking up the pack of cigarettes
and shaking another one out as she bobbed her chubby foot up and
down making the inner sole of her stiletto slap up against the
bottom of her foot. "Just maybe not an English tutor…"

"Meaning?" I asked, watching her hold the
flame of her the lighter to the tip of her cigarette.

"Maybe you need a tutor in the art of making
love," she boldly declared, taking a deep drag on the cigarette and
blowing out a big cloud of gray-blue smoke at me.

"Oh?" I smirked. How did she know? How did
she know that I had very little experience in that art? My only
experience being with my neighbor, Doris. And that had been a
little weird.

I'd been laying in my bed one night,
listening to one of my favorite CDs when I'd heard someone or
something tapping on my window. At first, I'd thought that maybe it
was a limb or something brushing against the window. But, finally,
when it didn't stop, I'd opened the window and saw that it was my
neighbor, Doris. She was just a little bit older than I was and
lived at home with her parents across the street. I'd seen her
coming and going, but I'd never really paid that much attention to
her as she was about a five on a scale of 1 to 10, and since she
was older than I was, well, we just never seemed to mesh up.

But when she invited me to sneak out behind
my dad's shed for a couple of beers, I'd willingly gone along. And
before I really knew what was happening, we were fucking in the
middle of the blanket she had conveniently brought along. I
couldn't explain it. It had just sort of happened. One minute we'd
been laying there drinking a beer, talking and kind of fooling
around and the next minute she had my dick out of my pants and in
her mouth. Like I said, it was weird. Then, she'd taken my
cherry...

So when Mrs. Molder told me that I might need
a tutor in the art of making love, I just thought she was psychic
or something. So if Mrs. Molder was willing to teach me how to
fuck, I was willing to learn.

Leaning down, I set my empty beer bottle on
the coffee table, turned and wrapped my hand around her thick
ankle. Gently lifting her thickset leg, I met with no resistance as
I lifted it, stretched it out and laid it down along the bottom
edge of the cushion on the back of the couch. As I did, the pink,
ruffled wound between Mrs. Molder's chubby legs winked into view
once again. She sat smiling at me as I stared down between her
legs, watching her pink-lipped pussy slowly unfurl while I gently
pushed on her other leg spreading them apart until the arm of the
couch stopped me.

Looking up, I saw Mrs. Molder lean over and
stub out her cigarette in the ashtray. Dropping to my knees, I
slowly ran my hands up the silky-smoothness of her thighs. Then,
with my thumbs, I gently spread the fleshy hood back to bare the
swollen cusp of her clit. Leaning down, I slowly twirled the tip of
my tongue around the slippery nub as I felt Mrs. Molder's butt
squirm, rolling her hips and rubbing her clit against my probing
tongue.

"Mmmmmmmm—" she softly murmured, scrunching
down onto her back until the nape of her neck rested on the arm of
the couch. Moving with her, backing down the front of the couch, I
moved my hands away from her pussy and ran them up over the rounded
slope of her chubby belly. Kissing up off her clit, I kissed up
over the folds of fat on her belly, digging my tongue down into her
belly button.

Stopping, I leaned back, pushed up onto my
feet and dropped my knees onto the couch between her outstretched
legs.

My poor, neglected prick was still standing
at attention, its big, purple head pointing straight up at the
ceiling as it rigidly twitched and jerked with every tiny move I
made. I saw Mrs. Molder look down at it as she reached down around
the side of the couch. Then all of a sudden, the couch lurched as
the back dropped down flat. Right before my eyes, the couch had
magically flattened out into a bed as Mrs. Molder squirmed back
away from the edge. Now I was standing on my knees between her
hefty calves as she lay on her back smiling up at me. The little,
lilac gown she was wearing was lying under her, open down the
front, exposing her nudity to my leering eyes.

Leaning down over her again with my face just
above her tubby tummy, I wetly probed her belly button with my
tongue. Easing down onto my elbows, I reached up and groped her
flattened tits as I dug my toes into the couch and began to inch up
between her chubby thighs.

Kissing up out of her navel, I kissed higher
up the slope of her belly until my lips finally brushed against the
plump underside of a big tit. I could feel the sensitive head of my
penis rubbing along the couch, my hips brushing against the
slippery smoothness of her inner thighs as I inched ever closer to
the weeping succulence awaiting me just below the curl-covered tip
of her belly. Kissing up her tit, my lips found the rubbery nipple
jutting up out of its darkened tip just as the head of my penis
brushed up against the slippery flesh between her legs.

Almost. I was almost inside her I giddily
thought as I rolled my hips, gently probing the softness with my
cock, searching for the opening of her sex. Then I felt her fingers
on me, pushing, guiding, helping me find the slippery slit. She
squirmed again, rolling her hips, tilting her pussy up, her thighs
pressing against my hips as I slid inside the welcoming warmth of
her pussy.

I was inside her! I was fucking Mrs.
Molder!

Digging my toes in, I scooted higher, driving
my cock deeper into the moist heat of her sex. She was so hot, so
soft, so slippery as I pushed in deeper and deeper.

"Unhhhhhhhhhhh—" she softly whimpered, her
thighs clamping tighter, her fingers pushing down on my butt
forcing me into her. It was like being immersed in a vat of warm
honey as Mrs. Molder's pussy collapsed down around me, sucking me
inside it, molding itself around my thrusting penis. It was the
most exhilarating sensation I'd ever felt.

Grunting, I pushed deeper into the hot muck,
all the way until our groins met with a soft, wet splat. Now I was
balls deep inside her. She had easily taken all of my eight inches
down inside her without a problem. I could feel her chubby fingers
pressing down on my ass, pushing, trying to force me even
deeper.

Letting go of her tits, I shoved my hands
down under her hefty thighs, gave out a loud grunt and lifted. Now
I'm no Steve Reeves, but I was somehow able to lift her legs up off
the couch. Then grunting and straining, I pushed, feeling the
muscles in her legs tighten as she helped lift. At last I managed
to get her giant thighs pressed down against her breasts as I felt
her ankles clamp up against my cheeks. Grunting again, I thrust
into the deep, sucking cleft, grinding my groin against hers as my
balls nudged up against her slippery, juice-slathered ass. I was as
deep inside her as I could be.

"So fucking big—" I heard Mrs. Molder gasp,
her fingers digging into my ass, pushing, keeping me shoved down
inside her.

It felt like my whole body was buried down
inside the warm, wet flesh between Mrs. Molder's uplifted legs. I'd
never felt such a feeling of power and dominance. She was my
teacher, charged with the impartation of knowledge to me. So was
this the knowledge she was passing on to me?

It was crazy weird and exciting all at the
same time.

Rolling my hips, I slowly back down the
channel of silken flesh feeling it clutching at me. It felt like a
thousand tiny fingers pulling on me as I stopped my retreat and
lunged back into her, driving deep into the fleshy wound, stopping
only when our groins slammed together.

"Oh, yes, Baby, fuck me, fuck me like that—"
she babbled out, her fingers turning to claws as she raked them
down my back, her pelvis tilting up taking me to the limit inside
her hungry cunt.

I began to grunt, rocking back and forth,
driving into her as deep as was humanly possible every time I
buried myself back down inside her accepting warmth. Within moments
we were both dripping with sweat as we fucked like crazed animals.
We exulted in the sheer perversity of it all. Like pigs in a sty,
freely giving and taking of each other, we fucked—

The couch was lurching back and forth making
weird, squeaking noises as I pumped into her with a fierce
determination. The backs of her slippery thighs were rubbing
against my sweaty chest, her ankles bumping against my cheeks as
her giant tits floundered up and down rolling up over her shoulders
and then sloshing back down onto her belly every time I rammed my
cock home.

I was grunting, straining, rolling my skinny
hips back and forth as she lifted to take me up the hilt on every
deep, plunging thrust.

Mrs. Molder's body was a mass of rolling
waves of fat as we fucked. And I could feel her muscles tensing,
the opening of her pussy clamping down around my pistoning penis.
She was going to finish again. I could sense it as the jism down
inside my flopping balls began to seethe and fizz. My balls were
beginning to scrunch up and the burn in the head of my cock was
growing hotter and hotter. I was going to finish too.

"Gonna come—" I gasped out, finding Mrs.
Molder's meaty lips with mine, kissing and thrusting my tongue into
her mouth.

"Mmmmmmmmm—" she groaned out into my mouth,
her fingers curling around the back of my head, pulling me down,
crushing her lips against mine.

I felt like I was being consumed by her.
Being totally engulfed by her sex as she urged me on with her
hands, her mouth, and her tight, clutching cunt. I was a doomed
man. Now that I had partaken of her wondrous offering, I wouldn't
be able to exist without it. Suddenly, I felt myself falling in
love with her. What had happened? It was crazy. How could I love
her? She was my teacher! Not my lover. But there was no denying
this incredible new feeling. I wanted her. All of her. No man could
ever touch her. She was mine and mine alone. I'd never felt such a
feeling of possessive rage.

Then all of a sudden, it felt like someone
kicked me in the balls as they exploded and sent the first
blistering-hot jet of jism spewing out into Mrs. Molder's
pussy.

"Ohyessssssssssssss—"she hissed out, her ass
curling up off the couch as she thrust herself back against me
taking me deep inside her belly. I could feel the silken muscles in
her pussy clutching down around my erupting penis, squeezing,
milking, pulling, trying to extract every last wiggly sperm as I
pumped gusher after gusher of thick, creamy cum into her. She
wanted it all.

Her fleshy legs were trembling, the fat
jiggling and wriggling as she came along with me, her orgasm
mirroring mine in intensity and passion. We were coming together.
Coming as one! It was an exquisite feeling. It was profound. I'd
never felt closer to anyone in my whole life.

It was as if the very essence of my existence
was being sucked up out of my soul. Almost a form of cannibalism. I
was being consumed by her as her hot, hungry pussy sucked me
dry.

I felt like I was going to pass out. I had no
feeling from the waist down. Everything down there was soft and
limp as I suddenly felt my depleted manhood being expelled by her
overflowing pussy. She had used me and now she had no further need
of my maleness as her pussy squeezed me back out.

"Awesome—" she murmured as our lips finally
broke apart and we lay gasping for air.

Yes, it had been awesome! Fantastic!
Mind-blowing!

My legs, along with my cock felt like wet
noodles as I rolled over, letting Mrs. Molder's legs flop back down
onto the couch. I'd never felt like this before. It was almost as
if Mrs. Molder had cast a spell over me. I was captivated by her.
Obsessed by the need to possess her.

Laying there beside her, basking in the warm,
happy afterglow of our lovemaking, I wrapped my hand around one of
her giant tits and gently pulled it over to my mouth. Opening my
mouth as wide as I could, I sucked the big, resilient nipple into
my mouth. I couldn't even get all of her areola in my mouth. They
were that big as I licked and lapped at the big, stiffening
knob.

Then I felt Mrs. Molder's fingers brushing
through the short hairs on my temples.
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"You and Jimmy…are you guys best buds?" I
heard her ask me as I felt her lift my limp prick up out from
between my skinny legs.

Letting the spit-drenched tip of her tit slip
out from between my lips, I looked up at her face.

As I did, I could see that she had a playful
grin on her lips.

"Uh, yeah, I guess, why?" I mumbled,
fingering her big, rubbery nipple, pinching it and pulling it out
away from her breast.

"Oh, I was just wondering," she smiled,
curling her fingers around my lifeless prick and giving it a soft
squeeze.

"Wondering what?" I curiously asked.

"If you two did everything together?" she
softly laughed.

My new-found feelings toward Mrs. Molder were
suddenly on alert. What was she getting at, I jealously
wondered?

"What do you mean?"

"Do you ever go out on double dates…or
anything like that?" she smiled, her big, violet eyes twinkling
mischievously in the light of the lamp sitting on the end
table.

"Uh, maybe, uh, yeah, a couple of times.
Why?" I suspiciously asked.

"Did you ever go out with the same girl at
the same time?"

"Huh? The same girl at the same time? Uh,
why? Why would we want to do that?"

"Oh, I don't know. Maybe it would be fun…you
know like a threesome or something. Don't tell me you haven't ever
thought about doing something like that."

"A threesome?" Yeah, I'd thought of a
threesome before. A threesome with her. Her and Jimmy and me. But
that was before. Before I'd started to have feelings for her. "You
mean you and me—and Jimmy?" I complained.

"Maybe…" she teased, giving my cock another
squeeze. "What do you think? You think Jimmy would go along with
something like that?"

Jimmy? And me? And Mrs. Molder? It was crazy.
I didn't want to share her with anyone. Not even Jimmy. Not
anymore—

"What's wrong? Don't you think it might be
fun?"

I didn't know what to say. Didn't she have
any feelings for me? I thought what we'd done had been awesome.
Special! Why did she want to invite someone else in on it? My
feelings were hurt. This wasn't something to joke about. This was
serious. I had feelings for her now. But obviously she didn't share
those same feelings.

"Well?" she smirked, rolling over and picking
up her cigarettes again.

"I don't know…maybe…" I scowled.

"What's wrong? I didn't mean to make you mad.
What did I say?"

How could I tell her that I thought we had
something special? Obviously she didn't feel the same way I felt. I
didn't want her to laugh at me for wearing my feelings on my
sleeve. I didn't want her to know that this had been something
extraordinary for me. Even if it wasn't for her.

"I'm sorry," she smiled, leaning over and
giving me a kiss on the cheek. "I didn't mean to hurt your
feelings. I just thought you might like to try it. You know,
something different."

"But I thought…" I started to say, but
stopped. I couldn't let her know how I really felt. I just had to
go along with it.

"Okay—" I blurted out. "Yeah, let's do
it."

"That was quick. What changed your mind?" she
giggled, shaking out a cigarette and lighting it.

"Hey, if that's what you want…" I mumbled,
trying to deal with my new emotions. Jimmy and me. Mrs. Molder? It
was crazy. What would we do? Both fuck her at the same time? In her
ass too?

"Why don't you ask him," she said, holding my
cock up and blowing a smoke ring down around it.

"Now? You want me to ask him now?"

"Why not?" she snickered, rolling over,
pulling the little gown up around her and pushing up onto the edge
of the couch.

Then, before I knew what was happening, she
was handing me her little, lilac cell phone.

"You do know his number, don't you?" she
asked me

"No…" I lied. I had to have some time to
think. I couldn't just call him up and tell him to come over to
Mrs. Molder's house…to come over to her house so we could fuck her.
Besides what would her neighbors think, I wondered, looking over at
the clock on her nightstand and seeing that it was ten o'clock?

"Uh, it's a little late to be having company,
isn't it? Wouldn't your neighbors be a little suspicious?"

She looked over at her clock and then back to
me.

"You're right and speaking of time, you'd
better get dressed and leave. Like you say, we wouldn't want to
make anyone suspicious, would we?" she told me.

I was being dismissed. I had thought that we
had time for one more fuck, but I'd screwed that up.

"Yeah, I guess so…" I mumbled, sitting up on
the edge of the couch. "Uh, my clothes?"

"Oh, yeah, I forgot," she laughed, turning
and clopping across the room heading out to her laundry room.

A few seconds later, I heard her slam the
dryer shut. Then I heard it turn on.

Watching the door, waiting, I saw her come
swishing back into the living room.

 

"You have time to finish your beer," she
smiled, jiggling and wiggling her way toward me. Even though I'd
just finished, not more than ten minutes earlier, seeing all that
bare, naked flesh, partially hidden by her transparent little gown
sent a charge of excitement down to my awakening prick.

"Tomorrow night?" she asked me, picking up
her watery drink and taking a sip on it. "You and Jimmy, tomorrow
night?"

"Uh, yeah, I guess," feeling strangely
self-conscious sitting on the couch without any clothes on as she
walked over to the big, easy chair sitting by the couch and eased
her two hundred plus pounds down into it.

"What kind of grade do you think you earned
tonight?" she asked me, taking another drag off her cigarette and
blowing another smoke ring at me.

"An A," I grinned, feeling my prick slowly
lifting itself up out from between my legs as I sat watching Mrs.
Molder sitting with her legs crossed, her stilettoed foot slowly
bobbing up and down making her giant tits bobble and quiver.

"I think that's fair," she smiled, as an
awkward silence settled down over the room. The only sound was the
distant hum of the dryer and the light tap-tap-tap of her high heel
tapping against the sole of her foot as we sat watching each other.
As self-conscious as I felt, there was nothing I could do to stop
my cock from slowly rising to the occasion. And I saw that that
fact hadn't escaped Mrs. Molder's attention as she sat looking down
at it, watching it slowly uncoil down in my lap.

Bashfully, I laid my hand down in my lap to
hide my errant cock from Mrs. Molder's prying eyes.

"Don't hide it—I want to see it. See, you can
look at mine, too, if you want,"," she softly laughed, lifting her
leg off the other one and spreading her chubby thighs apart to bare
the wet, weeping wound between them.

That was like pouring gasoline on a fire as I
felt my prick twitch while I stared down at her big, pink-lipped
pussy.

"Oh, I think he likes that—" she teased,
spreading her legs wider apart and slowly running her hand down to
her fur-covered cunt.

"Yeah—" I awkwardly muttered.

More quietness with the hum of the dryer in
the background as she slowly rubbed the tip of a chubby,
lilac-tipped finger back and forth across the swollen nub of her
clit.

"So, Danny…what do you think we should do
tomorrow night?" she asked me, continuing to tease her clit with
her finger as she took another long pull on her cigarette.

"I, uh, I don't know…what do you want to do?"
I probed, wondering just what she wanted us to do to her.

"Oh, I don't know. I've never done anything
like that before, Danny," she smiled, gently probing the lips of
her pussy apart to bare the seeping slit between them. "What do you
want to do?"

Was she trying to embarrass me? Why was she
putting me on the spot? Should I just come right out and tell her
that I wanted to fuck her in her fat ass? Fuck her fat ass while
Jimmy was fucking her pussy?

"Oh, come on, Danny boy, you can tell Mrs.
Molder," she laughed, obviously enjoying my discomfort. "Would you
like to fuck me…fuck me in the ass, Danny?"

"Uh, I, uh, Jeez, uh—" I snorted and coughed,
taken aback by her audacity.

"You would, wouldn't you?" she snickered.

I couldn't speak. I was flabbergasted. She
had just asked me if I wanted to fuck her in the ass. What did she
want me to say? Did she want me to fuck her in the ass? My unruly
cock answered for me, twitching as it jutted up from between my
legs, now almost fully charged and erect.

Then I watched her reach over and stub out
her cigarette in the ashtray. Grabbing hold of the arms of the
chair, she gave out a loud grunt and pushed up onto her spiked
heels. Then as I sat gawking at her in a confused daze, she slowly
stepped across the room toward me seductively rolling her broad
hips. Watching her big tits bobble and her chubby belly jiggle, I
saw her stop right in front of me.

Then, turning on the toe of one of her
stiletto pumps, she pirouetted around until she was facing away
from me and her big, fat ass only inches from my face.

What was she doing? All I could do was stare
at the two, big, beach-ball-sized spheres of quivering pink flesh
as her hands curled around them and slowly spread them apart. And
there it was. Her tiny, puckered asshole. Her anus. Right in front
of my face, not six inches away.

"Is that what you want, Danny?" she giggled,
rolling her hips, shaking her booty right in front of my face while
she held the cheeks apart.

I was appalled. I didn't know what to do as I
sat staring at the circle of darkened flesh peeking out from
between the rotund pillows of flesh.

"Kiss it—" she hissed, taking another
backward step shoving her ass back at me.

Kiss it? She wanted me to kiss her ass? I was
dumbfounded. I'd never kissed a woman's ass before. Was she trying
to humiliate me? Trying to put me down?

Just then, the hum of the dryer stopped.

My clothes were dry. I could leave—

"Well, we can save that for tomorrow night,"
she laughed, letting go of the cheeks of her bountiful ass as they
squeezed back together and she stepped away from me.

I was still in a state of shock as I watched
her flounce and bounce across the room. I couldn't take my eyes off
her ass as it quivered and rippled with every step she took. I had
been taken by surprise. She had shocked me into a paralytic panic
when she flashed her ass in front of my face.

Moments later, she was standing in front of
me holding out my pants and shirt for me to take.

"Uh, thanks," I mumbled, taking them from
her. Dressing as quickly as I could, I slipped my feet back into my
loafers.

"Uh, what time tomorrow night?"

"Why don't we make it eight o'clock," she
smiled, brushing her fingers down my fly. "And why don't you park
back in the woods out behind my house and come in through the
backyard. That way my nosy neighbors won't get wind that I'm
entertaining a couple of teenage truants right under their noses,"
she laughed, taking my hand and leading me over to the front door.
"The gate out back is unlocked and I'll leave the back door open,
too, so you can just come right on in…in more ways than one, pardon
the pun…"

"Okay," I told her, wondering if I should
kiss her or just what I should do. After all, we had just fucked
hadn't we?

"Uh, Good-night, uh, I guess—" I said,
leaning over and brushing my lips across her cheek.

"You call that a good-night kiss?" she
laughed, taking my head between her chubby hands and crushing her
lips against mine. Then her tongue dove into my mouth, probing and
twisting around my tongue. The kiss left me breathless and gasping
for air when our lips finally broke apart.

"There, that's a good-night kiss" she told
me, opening the door and pushing me out through it.

Walking out to my car, I was in a daze. Not
only had I gotten into Mrs. Molder's panties, she had invited me
back for a rematch…and asked me to bring along my best bud, Jimmy.
On the one hand, I had some misgivings about the whole thing. There
for a few minutes, I'd thought that Mrs. Molder and I had the start
of something. I had felt something for her. But when she asked me
to bring Jimmy along, well, that sort of put the quietus on that.
But on the other hand, she was a fantastic piece of pussy and I
certainly wasn´t going to turn that down.

 


~~~

The next day passed uneventfully, except for
a little episode in Mrs. Molder's class. I had been sitting at my
desk, over in the corner of the first row, watching her, picturing
what she looked like naked and imagining what I was going to do to
her tonight. Then, about ten minutes before the end of the class,
she turned to the side behind her desk so that I could see her
chubby legs. The two girls on the front row next to me were
whispering and carrying on about something and not paying any
attention to me or Mrs. Molder when all of a sudden, I saw Mrs.
Molder spread her legs apart. I had a clear shot right up under her
short skirt and I was amazed. There it was. Her pussy! Her bald,
hairless snatch staring right back at me from between her hefty
thighs.

What was going on? Last night, Mrs. Molder's
pussy had hair. A muff of fine, blond curls. But now it was bald.
Clean-shaven. Not a single hair that I could see. Not to mention
the fact she wasn't wearing any panties. A spasm of excitement
arced through my cock as it began to swell and stiffen down inside
my jeans. She must have shaved her pussy after I had left her house
last night.

Wow! What else had she done? Then, before I
had a chance to really check it out, Mrs. Molder slapped her legs
back together, spun around and slid them back under her desk. It
had only been a preview. A teasing, flirtatious preview of what was
on the marquee for tonight's main attraction.

 


~~~

After class I met Jimmy out in the parking
lot.

"Hey, you wanta hit the Goose for a couple of
burgers?" he asked me as he came strolling up to my car. "I'm
buying—"

Jimmy lived to eat. Sometime I think he would
have actually turned down a shot of leg for a big, juicy hamburger.
But today, there would be no such sacrificing. He could have both
and the shot of leg would be coming from our English teacher, Mrs.
Ellie Molder.

"Sure," I smirked, leaning back against my
car, "but I got something better than a hamburger if you want
it."

"What? A filet mignon? Lobster? Peasant under
glass?" he joked, pulling a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket,
shaking one out and lighting it.

"Them things are gonna kill you," I warned
him as he took a deep drag on it and blew a big puff of smoke in my
general direction.

"I know, I know, but what were you talking
about? What's better than a hamburger?" he grinned.

"How about a piece of pussy?"

"Piece of pussy?" he leered, looking at me
suspiciously. "You know where we can get a shot of leg?"

"Yep—guaranteed—" I boasted, puffing out my
chest.

"Guaranteed?" Jimmy quipped. "Really. 100
percent guaranteed?"

"100 percent, signed, sealed, and
delivered—guaranteed—" I bragged.

"Well, are you going to stand there gloating
about it…or are you going to tell me about it?" he grinned,
pitching his cigarette on the ground and grinding it out with the
toe of his shoe.

Grinning, I looked around to make sure no one
else was within hearing range.

"Mrs. Molder—" I loudly whispered.

Jimmy's eyes flew open as wide as possible as
he skeptically stared at me. He didn't say anything for several
long seconds.

"Mrs. Molder? Our Mrs. Molder? English
class?" he gasped, his eyes as big as silver dollars.

"Yep…our Mrs. Molder," I grinned, looking
around to make no one had snuck up on us.

"What? How? How'd you arrange that?" he
muttered, still unconvinced.

"Come on, get in," I told him, swinging the
door of my car open and sliding under the steering wheel. "We can't
let anybody else know."

I could see that Jimmy was all ears as he
went hurrying around the car and jumped into the front seat.

"Okay, come on, tell me, what's going on?" he
blurted out as we sat across from each other.

"Mrs. Molder invited me over to her house
last night," I smirked.

"How'd that happen?"

"She gave me a failing grade on my paper
yesterday," I explained. "And when I went up to talk to her about
it, she gave me her address and told me that if I wanted to improve
my grade, I needed to come by her house later."

"And you went?"

"Of course…I may be dumb…but I'm not stupid,"
I grinned, leaving out all the stuff about being skeptical about it
myself.

"And?"

"Well, I gave her old pussy a good licking
and then we fucked—" I beamed, watching to see what his reaction to
that would be.

He was looking at me like he didn't believe a
word I was saying.

"Really? It was that easy?" he asked me,
shaking out another cigarette.

"Yeah, almost. But put that cigarette
back…you ain't smoking in my car," I told him.

"Oh, yeah, I forgot," he muttered, stuffing
the cigarette back in the pack and shoving it back in his
pocket.

"So, what's with this 100 percent guarantee?"
he asked me. "She invite you back over for a rerun?"

"Yeah, but she made a suggestion," I laughed,
seeing that his skepticism seemed to be waning. "She wanted to know
if I wanted to have a little threesome?"

"A threesome? She suggested that?"

"Yeah, and your name came up…specifically—" I
smirked.

"Really? She said she wanted to have a
threesome…and said that she wanted me?" he asked, the grin on his
face spreading wider. "Me, specifically?"

"Yep…you specifically. Jimmy Adkins."

"Wow—" he said, proudly beaming from ear to
ear. "That's cool."

"Yeah, really cool," I laughed.

"So, what's the plan?"

"Well, she wants us to come by tonight." I
told him, reaching down and starting my car. "You still want to get
those burgers at the Goose?"

"Hell, yes, man, and they're my treat since
you're providing desert…" he giggled, slapping his leg in
anticipation.

"Cool, man

 


~~~

It was seven-thirty when Jimmy and I met up
again. We had decided to go in my car and leave it parked out in
the woods behind Mrs. Molder's house. The spot we'd chosen was used
as the local lover's lane for just about all the kids in town, so
no one would think anything was amiss if we left the car there. And
if the local cops did cruise by, they wouldn't find anyone in the
car to harass so they would move on none the wiser of what was
transpiring over in Mrs. Molder's house right under their piggy
noses.

Parking the car, Jimmy and I got out. It was
already dark but as early as it was, there weren't any other cars
occupying the lane, so no one would know. We would just have to be
on our toes when we came back so that no one would catch us
sneaking out of Mrs. Molder's house. It wouldn't go well if they
did.

I'd told Jimmy to bring along a flashlight in
case we needed it and I'd brought along my own. Flicking the
flashlights on, we crept through the woods being as quiet as a
couple of church mice on their way to communion until at last we at
the little alleyway that ran down along the line of fences behind
the tract of houses where Mrs. Molder lived. She had a six foot
tall privacy fence around her property, so if we could make it to
the safety of her backyard, we had it made.

On our tiptoes, we crept out into the alley,
flashing out lights up and down to make sure the coast was clear.
Nothing, I smirked, skulking up to the gate leading into Mrs.
Molder's backyard. There was a lock. But, just as she had said, it
was unlocked and hanging from the hasp. Grinning over at Jimmy, I
slipped the lock off the hasp and slowly pulled the gate open.

"So far so good…" I whispered, putting the
lock back on the hasp and slipping through the gate as Jimmy
followed me. Once we were both through the gate, I closed it.
Playing the flashlights along the fence, watching the circles of
light dance around on the fence and ground, crisscrossing and
zigzagging around, we slowly made our way toward the back of Mrs.
Molder's house.

"Who's out there?" came a booming voice
across the fence from the house next door.

"What the fuck?" Jimmy snorted as we both
flung ourselves against the fence, cringing in dread, flicking off
our flashlights at the same time. Our worst nightmare. Someone had
caught us.

"I saw you—I know you're out there—come out
so I can see you—" the voice ordered as Jimmy and I cowered against
the fence trying to make ourselves as small as we could.

"Crap—" I cursed, realizing that our only
chance was to make our way back to the safety of the woods. "Go
back—" I told Jimmy, pushing on his arm, trying to get him to slink
back down the fence to the back gate.

Suddenly, the light above the door on Mrs.
Molder's house blossomed on as she stepped out onto the back steps
with a flashlight in her chubby hand.

"What's going on out here?" I heard her ask.
"Is that you, Anthony?"

"Yeah, it's me—" came back the male voice
from on the other side of the fence. "I saw somebody over in your
yard—"

Then I saw the beam of the flashlight she was
holding slowly walk down the fence, the circle of light playing
across Jimmy and me, continuing on around the back of the fence and
up the other side.

"Well, there isn't anyone over here now," she
declared. "You sure you haven't had one too many tonight, Tony?
Maybe it was one of those black helicopters that you're always
going on about."

"I saw something…" the man complained.

"There's no one over here, Anthony—" she lied
to him, "Go back to your TV.

Jimmy and I hadn't moved the whole time they
were talking as we stood pressed against the fence, watching and
listening.

All at once, I saw her motion to us with her
hand as she stood looking over the fence at the guy standing on his
porch out behind his house.

"I still think I saw something…" we heard
Anthony mumble.

"Then you must have x-ray vision, because, I
tell you, there is no one over here," she lied again, making
another motion with her hand.

Keeping our backs to the fence, slowly
creeping down toward the back of Mrs. Molder's house, we moved down
the fence toward her.

"Go to bed, Anthony…" Mrs. Molder laughed.
Standing behind the brightness of the porch light and her
flashlight, she was partially hidden by the glare and I couldn't
tell what she was wearing. All I could tell was that it was some
kind of robe or something. Surely she was wearing more than she had
been wearing last night, I told myself. She had to be wearing
something, or else Anthony would have seen her. Or, maybe she'd
already shown Anthony everything she had to offer. Maybe old
Anthony had already had his paws in the cookie jar so to speak.

"Too early for that…unless you're offering,"
I heard Anthony scoff.

"In your dreams, Anthony boy," Mrs. Molder
laughed, stepping back into the house. Expecting the light to go
out, I was surprised when it didn't. She had left the light on for
us. Now we wouldn't have to use our flashlights and expose
ourselves to Anthony. Then I heard a door close next door as the
light on the back of Anthony's house went out. We'd made it. We
hadn't been caught. Mrs. Molder had saved our ass. It was quite
ironic in a way that she had just saved our asses while we were on
the way to destroy hers.

As we stood leaning against the fence, I
looked over at Jimmy. I could see that he was shaken. Grinning, I
winked, and pointed at the back door.

Like two cat burglars, we went sneaking down
the fence toward her house again. We were burglars in a sense. But
we weren't going to steal anything because what we came for was
being freely offered by Mrs. Molder.

Stopping at the corner of her house, I
motioned for Jimmy to stay where he was as I tiptoed over to the
back door. Then with one last look back over at him, I motioned for
him to join me as I quietly pulled the door open and crept inside.
The back porch was dark and it took me a couple of seconds to adapt
as I saw Jimmy come sneaking in through the back door.

We were inside. We'd made it. We'd made it
without getting caught. Barely, I muttered to myself as I slipped
off my loafers and left them sitting by the back door. I could see
the dim light shining through the window in the door leading into
Mrs. Molder's house and I suddenly became aware of the smell.

What was that smell? I knew it, but I
couldn't put my finger on it. Then it hit me right between the
eyes. It was marijuana! Marijuana? Mrs. Molder? It didn't make
sense, so I tiptoed over to the door and peeked in.

There she was, sitting on the couch with her
legs spread and her hand down between her chubby thighs. There was
this weird-looking pipe like thing sitting on the end table with a
long rubber hose sticking out of it and Mrs. Molder had the other
end of the hose in her mouth. What the fuck was it, I wondered? It
looked like one of those water pipes you see in the movies about
the Far East. And there was a little tendril of smoke curling up
out of it. Was it a bong? I'd heard of them before and I'd seen
pictures of them but I'd never seen a real, live bong in person.
People used them to smoke pot didn't they…I think. And the smell
floating in the air seemed to confirm this suspicion.

Were we supposed to just go in? Should I
knock? After all she knew we were coming. In fact, she had seen us
out in her backyard and motioned for us to keep coming. Not wanting
to startle her, I gently tapped on the glass. And as I did, I saw
her look over at the back door and motion for me to come in.

"Well, here goes nothing…" I grinned over at
Jimmy, reaching down and twisting the door handle.

Standing up to my full height, I pushed the
door open, quickly stepped into the living room and heard Jimmy
clump in behind me.

"Well, hello, boys," I heard Mrs. Molder
softly purr, laying the rubber hose down on the end table. "Thought
maybe we'd been found out there for a minute," she laughed, making
her grandiose tits bobble and shake as she grabbed hold of the arm
of the couch and struggled up onto her four-inch stiletto high
heels.

Then, as Jimmy and I stood gawking at her
like a couple of ten-year-olds getting a first glimpse at a
nearly-naked woman, she slowly began to pirouette around in a
circle on the ball of one of her stiletto heels.

We took it all in. The mass of hair tumbling
down around her cherubic face, falling down, resting on her
shoulders in a chaotic swirl of soft, blond curls with a few
tendrils hanging down brushing across the slopes of her massive
boobs. Her round, angelic face, the tips of her cheeks highlighted
with lilac rouge, the touch of light, lilac eye shadow, her
perfectly arched eye brows, her long, curled eyelashes, her
upturned nose and her full, pouty lips tinted a matching shade of
lilac.

Then down over her double chin, her neck with
its folds of fat leading down to the slope of her plump, round
shoulders

Her breasts! Her massive, beautiful breasts.
Two pink bowling balls of firm, pliant breast flesh hanging down,
their bottoms resting atop the swell of her belly, each tipped with
a circle of dark, almost purple flesh and a huge, berry-sized
nipple thrusting out of the darkened tips.

Her rotund, corpulent belly, encircled by a
lacy, lilac garter belt with six long, elastic garters stretching
down to the tops of her lilac nylons. Her belly button hidden under
a fold of fat and down at the tip of her belly, her pussy!

Then to her pussy! Her bald, hairless mons
and pussy, framed between two of the long, elastic thongs
stretching down beside them. She had shaved her pussy! Last night
it had been covered with a swirl of dark, blond curls, but tonight
it was clean-shaven, not a single hair to be seen anywhere. It was
so fucking sexy. The smooth, bare skin with the ruffle of wet, pink
lips running down the center of it, bisecting it.

Her round, shapely hips curving down to her
nylon-encased legs that curved and swept down to her lilac,
patent-leather spike-heeled stilettos.

Then, as she turned, her bounteous ass slowly
came into the view of our gawking eyes. It was stupendous. Two
quivering, wriggling, pink beach-ball sized globes of flawless
flesh dissected down the middle by a deep crack that hid the prize
I so wanted.

Yes, she was all woman. And a whole lot of
woman, I giddily thought watching her finally turn back around to
face us.

"Well?" she smiled, spreading her legs and
slowly running the tips of her fingers down across the thick,
gorged lips of her bald pussy. "What do you think?"

"Wow—" I grinned, staring down at her
newly-shorn pussy. "You shaved it—"

"Do you like it?" she purred, tickling the
tip of a chubby finger back and forth across the swollen nub of
flesh protruding out of its fleshy hood.

"It's fucking fantastic—" I exclaimed.

"Fantastic—" Jimmy chimed in as we both stood
staring at the broad expanse of bare and skimpily-clad flesh on
display in front of us.

Yes, Mrs. Molder was a big woman…a very big
woman and she wasn't shy about showing off her more-than-ample
charms.

Then rolling her hips with pronounced
emphasis she sidled over to me, bumping my hip with hers as she
brushed her fingers down the zipped fly of my jeans.

"You boys are making poor old Mrs. Molder
feel self-conscious," she softly giggled. "I hardly have anything
on at all and you're both fully dressed."

"Oh, oh, yeah—" I snickered, reaching down,
grabbing hold of the bottom of my tee, quickly stripping it up over
my head and pitching it on the big easy chair sitting next to the
couch.

"Oh—" Jimmy shy grinned, reaching down and
duplicating my action by pulling his shirt up off his skinny
chest.

"That's more like it," Mrs. Molder smiled,
pushing button of my jeans through its buttonhole.

"So Jimmy, what do you bring to the game?"
she asked, smiling over at him as she unzipped my pants. "Danny
here has eight inches…can you match that?"

"The last time I checked," Jimmy smirked,
unbuttoning his pants.

"That's nice," Mrs. Molder cooed, spreading
my fly open and finding that I hadn't bothered to wear any
shorts.

"Oh, such a naughty, little boy—" she
laughed, easing her hand down inside my fly and grasping hold of my
rock-hard cock. "Maybe Mommy needs to spank her little boy for
being so naughty…"

Hearing her call herself mommy added a
certain perversion to the whole sordid thing. I don't think I'd
ever thought about fucking my own mother, but there was just
something so decadent about the thought of a son fucking his
mother. And you know the old saying about a hard dick having no
conscience…

As she stood beside me, holding my prick in
her fisted hand, I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of my
jeans, shoved them down around my ankles and stepped out of them in
one swift move. As I did, I could see that Mrs. Molder was
impatiently watching Jimmy unzipping his pants and shoving them
down his legs. Jimmy hadn't been as blatant as I was and was
wearing a pair of tight-fitting Jockey shorts. As he stood there in
his shorts with his jeans around his ankles, it was easy to see the
bulging outline of his oversized penis jutting out against the
front of his shorts.

Then, with a sheepish smile, Jimmy slowly
pushed his shorts down off the stiff, erect column of cock-meat
arcing up out of his hairy groin. He'd been right. It was at least
eight inches long and just as thick and solid as mine.

"Oh, my—" Mrs. Molder cackled. "Twins—"

She was right. They did look like twins.
Evil, vile twins jutting up into the air, twitching with malicious
intent.

Letting go of my cock, Mrs. Molder slowly
sauntered over to where Jimmy stood watching her with an expectant
grin curling his lips.

Stepping up to him, she rubbed her fleshy hip
against his and slowly tickled the tips of her lilac-tipped fingers
up the underside of his stiff, unyielding cock.

"I hope that you boys don't mind if I invited
someone else to join us," she smiled, wrapping her chubby fingers
around Jimmy's cock and slowly stroking him.

"Uh, someone else? Uh, who?" Jimmy asked her,
taking a quick look around the room before he reached out and
cupped one of her massive udders in the palm of his hand.

"Mary Jane…" Mrs. Molder laughed.

"Mary Jane?" Jimmy dumbly asked.

"Yes, Mary-uh-ja-uana—"

"Oh—" Jimmy sheepishly muttered.

"You have tried it before, haven't you?"

"Yeah, yeah, sure, plenty of times…" Jimmy
lied.

Well, maybe it wasn't a lie, but Jimmy and I
usually did things together and I knew that I'd only tried it with
Jimmy one time. Out in Jimmy's garage and we'd only had a single
toke between the two of us. I guess maybe that we didn't have
enough or maybe we'd gotten an inferior brand or something, because
we hardly got a buzz at all.

"What kind do you like?" she smiled, letting
go of his cock and clacking back over to the couch where her bong
sat, smoke slowly drifting up out of it.

"Uh, any kind, whatever's available—" Jimmy
snickered, watching her lift the bong off the end table and setting
it on the coffee table in front of the couch. "What kind do you
like?"

"I got a batch of White Widow the last time I
was in New York. It's really good. You want to try some?" she
grinned, easing her XL frame down on the middle of the couch and
patting the cushions on both sides of her.

"Uh, yeah, sure," Jimmy grinned, padding over
to the couch on his bare feet with his oversized prick jutting out
in front of him twitching up and down with each step.

"Come on, Danny, join the party—" Mrs. Molder
giggled, picking up the rubber tube and lifting it up to her lilac
lips.

Watching her giant boobs swell out in front
of her as she inhaled, I plodded over to the couch and eased down
beside her. Mrs. Molder, a threesome, and marijuana, too? It was
too much to ask, I happily thought.

"Here, take a drag—" she told me, reaching
out, handing me the rubber tube. "It's pretty potent…you might want
to start out slow," she warned, leaning back against the couch and
watching me as I timidly lifted the plastic tip up to my lips.

Taking a tentative puff on the bong, I
coughed out a tiny cloud of blue smoke as the acrid smoke bit into
my smoke-free lungs.

"I didn't mean that slow—" Mrs. Molder
laughed, taking the bong back and lifting it up to her pouty lips.
"Like this—" she explained, taking a slow, deep breath as the
little container of ash lit up a bright orange. Then she held it in
her lungs for several long seconds before she exhaled out a puff of
blue smoke.

"Here, Jimmy, you try it," she said, holding
the tube out to Jimmy. I knew that it wouldn't be a problem for
Jimmy since he was a smoker as he took the tube and stuck it in
between his lips. Taking in a breath, inhaling deeply, Jimmy held
the potent weed in his lungs for several seconds before slowly
exhaling and blowing his left-over smoke in my direction.

"That's more like it," Mrs. Molder giggled,
taking the bong back from him and taking another quick puff before
shoving it at me. "Try again—" she told me.

Feeling more than a little self-conscious, I
took another tentative lungful of smoke and tried to hold it in my
lungs like Jimmy had done. After a few seconds, I had to cough as I
breathed out a big cloud of the choking blue smoke. As I did, Mrs.
Molder reached over and gave me a playful smack on the back making
her giant tits flounder and bobble.

"That's better," she laughed, taking the bong
back as I felt a little flush of warmth spread out across my face.
I didn't know what to expect. I'd never had a real high off
marijuana. Did it affect an erection like booze? If it did, I
didn't want anymore. But Mrs. Molder didn't seem to be worried
about it. So if she wasn't worried, I wasn't going to worry about
it either.

This went on for about twenty minutes. The
three of us passing the bong back and forth between us, groping and
pawing each other as the buzz I was feeling grew. I was getting
high! Tipsy. But it wasn't like a booze high. It made it seem like
everything was happening in slow motion, like you were swimming in
the thick, almost liquefied air around us. And everything was
funny. Everything Mrs. Molder said was hysterically hilarious as
she sat leaning back against the couch, her hefty thighs spread,
her wet, oozing pussy the target of many fumbling, fingering probes
while she entertained herself by stroking and pawing our erect
penises. Jimmy and I couldn't keep our hands off Mrs. Molder's
huge, sagging udders, pinching, pulling, plucking at the hard,
stiff nipples protruding out of their darkened tips while she
seemed to be enjoying every second of it.

After the second thimbleful of marijuana had
gone up in smoked and we all seemed to be in a state of cannabis
inebriation, Mrs. Molder pushed the bong back out into the middle
of the coffee table.

"Why don't we go back to my bedroom?" she
suggested, wrapping her chubby hands around our skinny thighs, just
above our knees and pushing up onto her high heels.

"Yeah, why not—" Jimmy muttered, taking hold
of her hand and pulling himself up onto his feet beside her.

"Yeah, bedroom better—" I tipsily added
pulling on her hand and standing up.

"Come on then—" she laughed, wrapping her
plump arms around behind our backs and pulling us up against her
soft, round hips.

Off we went, Jimmy and I holding onto her
with our arms crisscrossed behind her back as we went weaving our
way down the hallway leading back to Mrs. Molder's bedroom. Mrs.
Molder was wobbling from side to side, tottering on her stiletto
heels causing Jimmy and me to bump and bang against the walls.

At last, we lurched into her bedroom and
stopped.

Looking around, I saw that just like the
living room, everything in her bedroom was some color of lilac,
violet or purple. Even down to the soft lilac glow emanating out
from under the lilac-colored lampshades of the twin lamps on the
nightstands sitting at the head of her bed. There were several
bottles and jars of ointments and oils sitting on the stand by the
lamps. The satin sheets spread out on her bed were a darker shade
of lilac matching the two satin pillows leaning up against the
headboard of the four-poster bed.

Everything seemed to have a dream-like
quality to it as we seemed to almost float in the air. Nothing
seemed real…and yet at the same time everything was plain as day.
My marijuana-tainted perception made everything seem soft and fuzzy
around the edges. It was weird. My erection had lost a tiny bit of
its hardness, but it was still stiff and fully capable of
perpetuating whatever evil deed Mrs. Molder apparently had in store
for it.

"Well, boys, this is it—" Mrs. Molder
grinned, holding out her chubby arms, slowly spinning around on the
toe of one of her high heels and nearly falling in the process. As
she stumbled, Jimmy and I both reached for her coming up with
handfuls of soft, pliant flesh as we righted her.

"Who's first?" she giggled, grabbing hold of
both of our cocks as we stood by her bed swaying and trying to keep
our balance.

Grinning, Jimmy and I both looked at each
other as we tried to decide who would make the first move.

Then Mrs. Molder decided for us as she
grabbed hold of Jimmy's skinny shoulders and roughly shoved him
down onto his back on the satin sheet.

"Scoot back—" she snorted as Jimmy lay on his
back looking up at her with a crooked, tipsy grin on his lips.

Digging in his elbows and heels, Jimmy pushed
himself back out into the middle of the bed. His stiff, hard cock
was lying on his belly twitching from side to side finally coming
to rest when he stopped moving. Grinning like a Cheshire cat, Mrs.
Molder leaned down over the bed, lifted a chubby knee up onto the
satin sheet and with a soft grunt, crawled up onto the lurching,
pitching bed.

Standing by the bed watching, I saw that Mrs.
Molder was crouched over on her hands and knees as she crawled over
to where Jimmy lay watching her. Her giant tits were hanging down
under her, swaying and swinging from side to side, banging against
one another as she lifted a thick, corpulent leg and draped it
across Jimmy's skinny legs. Grinning and straddling him, she slowly
inched her way up his legs until her big, juicy cunt was poised
just above Jimmy's twitching prick.

She was so fucking wet, she was dripping
long, sappy strands of cunt juice down onto Jimmy's cock as she
situated herself above him.

Resting her weight on one hand, she reached
down between her hefty thighs with the other hand and latched onto
Jimmy's rigid manhood. With a soft gurgle, she lifted Jimmy's cock
up, pulling it up perpendicular to his flat belly.

I'd seen plenty of porn in my time, but
nothing like this. This wasn't a picture in a book or actors on a
screen. This was Jimmy and Mrs. Molder. My best bud and my English
teacher. It made it all that much more perversely exciting as I
watched Mrs. Molder slowly rub the big, purple head of Jimmy's
prick up and down the slippery slit between her legs coating it
with her wet, slippery juices.

Then I saw her stop and fumble with his cock,
fitting it into the slippery opening of her sex. A blissful look of
rapture spread across her cherubic face as she slowly sank down on
Jimmy's uplifted penis. Her hand continued to hold him up, slowly
inching its way down the shaft as her hungry cunt consumed him
until at last, her bald, smooth mons was resting on Jimmy's hairy
belly.

She had taken all of him! Taken him up inside
her pussy and belly all the way up to his hairy hilt. All eight
inches were gone, buried up inside her hot, wet cunt. I felt a
sudden rush of jealousy wash over me. My emotions were all mixed
up. What I had once thought was love, now presented itself as lust.
Jimmy was enjoying what I had once thought as mine as I saw the
muscles in Jimmy's legs tighten, his hips curling as he tried to
thrust even deeper into the slit just below Mrs. Molder's flabby
ass.

But wait. Her ass! With her pussy filled with
hard, stiff teenage cock, that left her ass for me.

Lifting my knee up on the bed, I quickly
crawled up between Jimmy's legs and behind Mrs. Molder's uplifted,
oversized ass. Two big, pink beach balls of quivering flesh,
rippling and heaving every time Jimmy thrust back up into the
forgiving softness between her corpulent thighs. The long, elastic
garters stretching down from the ruffled band of fluff wrapped
around Mrs. Molder's thick waist was digging into the soft flesh of
her ass cheeks, creasing them as they held up her lilac nylons.

Then Mrs. Molder leaned down, crushing her
giant boobs down onto Jimmy's chest as she reached back to her ass
with both hands. Grasping hold of two handfuls of soft, quivering
ass-flesh, she spread them apart to expose the little, pink pucker
of starred flesh between the ponderous globes.

"Anything back there interest you, Danny
boy?" she giggled, rolling her hips and shaking her gigantic ass at
me.

"You mean this?" I smirked, leaning down and
running the tip of my tongue around the rubbery pucker peeking out
from between the massive cheeks.

"Exactly—" she twittered, letting go of her
ass and letting the soft, giving flesh nudge up against my cheeks.
Then she reached over to the nightstand and picked up one of the
bottles of oil.

Jimmy lay underneath Mrs. Molder taking it
all in, seemingly content to keep his prick shoved up inside her
pussy without moving until we had everything else worked out.

"Here, use this—" she grunted, holding
herself up on one hand as she reached back around her bounteous hip
to hand me the bottle.

Taking it from her, I saw that like
everything else in Mrs. Molder's little world, the oil inside the
bottle seemed to have a lilac tint to it. Standing on my knees
between Jimmy's legs I reached out and gently spread the crack of
her ass wider as I flicked up the little nozzle on the top of the
bottle.

Tipping up the bottle, I gently squeezed and
watched a little trickle of the glistening oil trickle out of the
little plastic tip and down into the crack of her ass. Still
squeezing out more, I watched the little stream slowly dribble down
the crack and over the dimpled pucker of Mrs. Molder's little, pink
asshole. The oil didn't stop there and continued on down the crack
onto Jimmy's embedded cock and finally spreading out onto his big
balls below.

Flicking the nozzle shut, I leaned down and
set the bottle on the floor beside the bed. Keeping the crack of
Mrs. Molder's ass spread open with my fingers, I gently spread the
slippery oil all around the rumpled extrusion of her anus. As I
did, I saw the starred opening wince shut tighter when I gently
probed it with the tip of my finger. I couldn't believe that I was
about to fuck her ass. Fixing to slide my cock down inside that
tight, little stricture and into her rectum. Into Mrs. Molder's
ass. I was going to fuck Mrs. Molder's ass!

After a few more seconds, I wiped my oily
fingers across one of the voluptuous cheeks of her ass to leave a
glistening smear of oil on it as I slowly pushed up onto my feet
behind Mrs. Molder. Supporting myself by holding onto her waist, I
lifted my feet one at a time over their legs and settled them down
on the shimmering satin sheets just outside her chubby knees.
Clamping Mrs. Molder's generous ass between my knees, I slowly
crouched down over her back and reached back down between my legs
to my stiff, twitching prick. Grasping my cock in my hand, leaning
over her, I slowly rubbed it up and down in the crack of her ass to
smear the slippery oil over its big, purple head.

This was it, I told myself. I was going to
fuck her ass—

Pushing the tapered tip of my cockhead down,
I seated it down in the pleated center of the pucker of darkened
flesh. And then I began to push. Feeling the resisting ring of
muscles begin to stretch, I saw the tapered tip of my cock force
its way deeper inside the countering tension of her anus.

"So damned big—" Mrs. Molder complained,
stiffening her arms, pushing back against my thrusting attack as my
oversized cock split her delectable buns imposing its will on her,
driving deeper into the resisting tightness.

All at once, I felt the tight ring of muscles
suddenly clamp down around the shaft of my penis, just below the
flared lip of the head of my cock. The head was inside her. It felt
like my cock was being squeezed by a fleshy vise as I pushed in
deeper and deeper. It was the tightest thing I'd ever fucked. It
was like fucking a silken fist, the muscles in her rectum
squeezing, clutching around my cock. I could feel the tight
stricture inching it way back down the thick shaft of my cock until
I finally had all eight inches thrust down inside her ass and my
belly nudged up against the soft, billowy cheeks of her plump ass.
As I did, I felt my balls brush up against the fleshy sac of
Jimmy's scrotum. Now we were both buried balls deep inside Mrs.
Molder's pussy and ass.

It was mind-boggling.

Straining against the soft cheeks, I tried to
push deeper inside the clutching warmth but I was as deep as I
could go.

"Fuck—" I cursed, curling my hands around her
thick waist and pulling her back on my thrusting cock, coiling my
hips and thrusting. As I strained against her, I could feel my feet
slipping on the slippery satin sheets. Easing up, I slowly backed
my cock down the channel of her rectum. Inching my feet forward,
regaining a foothold on the slippery satin, I curled my toes,
grunted and thrust back down into the accepting tightness of her
ass all the way in until my belly slapped up against her giving
ass.

It was almost as if someone had flicked a
switch as Jimmy and I both began to hammer into the accepting,
forgiving softness of Mrs. Molder's ass and pussy.

The big, four-poster bed began to creak and
groan as the bedsprings squeaked and grated under the weight of the
three bodies contorting atop it. I didn't know just how much weight
the bed would support but I imagined that we were somewhere near
the upper limits of its tolerance as we fucked Mrs. Molder with
wild abandon.

This was insane. I couldn't have imagined
anything as wild and crazy as this happening in a million years.
Jimmy and I were DPing Mrs. Molder.

As I hammered into her ass, I could see a
glistening sheen of sweat beginning to form on her back. I could
feel it as my sweaty thighs clamped down on her slippery hips while
I drove in balls deep on every lunging thrust. I could hear Jimmy
grunting and panting while his hips jerked up and down, plunging
all eight inches of his thrusting penis up into her pussy on every
pile-driving stroke.

As I held on to her waist, I could feel the
muscles in her back tightening while her legs began to tremble and
quiver. I could see the fat in her ass rippling and surging every
time my belly smacked into it. As the sweat began to form, it
slowly trickled down her sides onto her dangling tits, running down
them to puddle on Jimmy's skinny chest. Everything was a blur as we
fucked.

The muscles around her tight, little asshole
were squeezing tighter and tighter as my penis slid in and out of
it. She was going to come. I could feel it. Sense it as the muscles
in her back grew tighter and tighter.

That knowledge only stoked my own oncoming
eruption. The burn in the head of my dick was growing hotter and
hotter. I could feel my cock swelling with pre-eruptive
expectation. My hands were slipping as I tried to hold onto her
sweaty waist. Leaning down, wrapping my arms around her waist to
hold on, I found my cheek resting on her sweaty back as it rocked
up and down. Holding onto her with fierce determination, I fucked
her harder. Faster.

She was moaning. I could feel the vibration
of the moan trembling up through her straining muscles in her back.
We were all poised on the precipice of a monumental finish.

I couldn't stop. I couldn't hold it back
anymore. A shockwave of pleasure crashed into my brain as my loins
burst sending out a giant gusher of white-hot jism spewing out into
Mrs. Molder's ass.

"Goddddddddd—" she gasped, her whole body
twitching, her muscles tightening into steel bands and the channel
of her rectum clamping down around my embedded cock. As my creamy
essence began to pour out into her bowels, I somehow felt Jimmy's
cock jerk down inside her pussy. We were all coming. All finishing
at the same time! And that made it even more perverted and
crazy.

I felt like my insides were liquefying,
melting and pouring down through my cock where they were being
pumped out into Mrs. Molder's fat ass. And she was eagerly
accepting them. I had never felt such an intense orgasm. I suddenly
lost the feeling in my legs. I couldn't stand up and I felt myself
falling. Like a building having its foundation taken away we began
to totter and slowly topple to the side. As we crumbled to the
side, Jimmy's cock popped out of Mrs. Molder's cum-filled cunt. It
was still twitching and spurting, shooting out long, stringy
strands of cum onto her heaving belly and tits.

Mrs. Molder and I were lying on our sides,
still locked together, my cock still emptying itself into her ass
while Jimmy's cock futilely shot its creamy load onto her belly and
tits.

At last it was over! We had nothing left to
share with her as we lay gasping for air, trying to catch our
breath while the last throes of our orgasms undulated through our
bodies.

Lying on my side, my arm draped across Mrs.
Molder's cum-splattered tits, I felt my lifeless cock being
squeezed out of the tight, clutching confines of Mrs. Molder's
abused asshole...

 


~~~

Something woke me—

There for a brief, frazzled moment, I didn't
know where I was. It was dark and I couldn't see anything, but I
could feel a soft, warm body pressed up against my belly and chest.
Then it came back to me. It was Mrs. Molder! I was at Mrs. Molder's
house. In her bed. I didn't know what time it was. Then I realized
what had woke me. It was Jimmy. Jimmy was snoring. Not a loud,
grating snore, just a quiet snuffling snore. Just enough to wake me
up.

My arm was still draped across Mrs. Molder,
my hand resting against one of her amazing, oversized tits as it
lay on the bed. As my brain began to take in the situation, I felt
my cock begin to stir and uncoil down between my skinny legs. As it
did, I slowly crawled my hand down over the swell of Mrs. Molder's
plump belly to the bald, shaven smoothness of her mons. As I gently
probed the moist softness between her chubby thighs, I felt Mrs.
Molder move.

Squirming, rolling her hips, she pressed
herself back against my belly. Then I felt the bed softly shudder
as she lifted one of her stocky legs up off the bed and draped it
across my hip to bare the weeping wetness I was gently probing with
my fingers. As she parted her legs and opened herself to me, my
fingers found the slippery opening of her sex. Even now, after she
had just woke up, she was wet and primed. Gently probing the
accepting warmth, softly sliding my fingers in and out of her, I
felt her fingers find my waking prick.

"Ummmmmmmmmm…" she softly murmured, her
fingers plucking, pulling, coaxing my manhood back to life.

She was so soft and cushy as we spooned
together, back to belly, our bodies curving, molding together.

Gently sliding my fingers in and out of the
slippery heat between her legs, I tenderly nibbled my way across
her shoulder to the nape of her chubby neck. As I did, I heard
another soft, murmur escape from her lips. And then I felt her
fingers pushing, maneuvering my stiff hardness around between her
legs until all at once, I was inside her clinging warmth again. My
cock was in her pussy as she squirmed back against me taking me
deeper into the clutching tightness. She was so soft and warm as I
curled my hips and pushed deeper into the accepting muck of her
pussy.

Then I felt something hard and rubbery nudge
up against the underside of my cock. What was that, I wondered?
Whatever it was, I could feel it rubbing along the bottom of my
cock inching higher and higher.

Then it came to me. It was Jimmy! Jimmy's
cock! He was putting his cock into her too. Both of us? Both of us
in her pussy at the same time? Was it possible? Could she take us
both? Both at the same time, I breathlessly wondered?

Our cocks were rubbing against one another.
The round, swollen undersides pressed together as we both pushed
into Mrs. Molder's warm, accepting cunt. It was crazy.

As we inched deeper, I heard another soft,
wheezy murmur come from Mrs. Molder.

"Yesssssssss—" she softly hissed, squirming,
rolling her hips and taking us both deeper inside her. I could feel
the slippery flesh of her pussy stretching, spreading to accept us.
Then we were all one! Belly to back, belly to belly, the three of
us joined at the loins in such a twisted, perverse way.

Then Jimmy began to fuck her. Crazily, at the
same time he was fucking her, he was masturbating me too. I could
feel the hard, rubbery underside of his cock rubbing against mine
as Mrs. Molder squirmed and rolled her hips, pressing her big ass
back against my belly, tilting her pussy to take Jimmy inside her
as deep as possible. It was crazy wild.

Running my hand back up to her breasts, I
found that Jimmy's hand was already there, clawing, scuffing the
dangling giants while he pounded away at her pussy. Pushing his
hand off one of the heaving giants, I began to fondle and maul the
soft, forgiving flesh. I didn't have to do a thing as Jimmy's cock
was rubbing up and down on mine while Mrs. Molder's tight, clinging
cunt sucked and milked it. It was awesome.

I could hear Jimmy grunting and snorting as
his cock swelled up inside Mrs. Molder's pussy. I could sense that
he was going to come as the jerking motion of his hips became more
and more frantic. I had no control over what was happening to my
own cock as Jimmy's prick rubbed up and down it. I could feel the
burn beginning. Hotter and hotter it grew as Jimmy fucked us faster
and faster. In a weird, sick way, Jimmy wasn't just fucking her. He
was weirdly fucking me too. It was bizarre.

Then I felt Jimmy's prick buck. As it did, I
felt a clinging warmth envelop my embedded cock while Mrs. Molder's
pussy locked down around us, squeezing and milking. I couldn't take
anymore and felt my own cock lurch down inside the cum-filled
depths of Mrs. Molder's hungry cunt…

 


~~~

That night was only the first of many nights
Jimmy and I sneaked into Mrs. Molder's house to receive tutoring in
the fine art of lovemaking. Even after I had finished high school,
graduated from college, married and had children of my own, I
managed to visit my ex-English teacher and relive some of the finer
moments of my teenage years. And she never disappointed, even when
she was inching into her sixties. Even now, after all these years,
I must confess that Mrs. Molder was and still is one of the finest
women I'd ever had the honor of knowing…

 


The End
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