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The Teacher's Pet

 


 


What boy hasn’t fantasized
about one of his grade-school teachers? So imagine twenty-year-old
Billy Brandon’s amazement when he was standing at the checkout
stand buying a pack of Old Golds when out of the corner of his eye,
he sees Constance Conners, his fifth-grade teacher and the first
real love of his life step up in line behind him.

"Why, if it isn’t Billy
Brandon," she gushed, smiling warmly.

"Uh, Mrs. Conners, uh, how
are you?" he asked, handing the cashier the money to pay for the
cigarettes.

"I’m fine, and you?" she
asked him placing a box of tea bags down on the checkout stand
conveyer belt.

"Uh, good, I’m doing fine,"
he grinned back at her secretly running his eyes up and down her
body as she looked over and smiled at the cashier.

She still had one of the
best looking bodies in town, he thought to himself. No wonder he
had been so enraptured by her when he was in fifth
grade.

"And how is college going?"
she asked him.

"How did you know that I was
going to college," he wanted to know, surprised that she knew he
was even in college.

"Oh, I keep track of my
previous students," she laughed softly. "Especially the gifted
ones."

Billy felt a blush spread out over his face
as he drank in her praise.

"Uh, well, uh, thanks," he
muttered wondering if she knew how many times he had dropped his
pencil to try and get a chance to look up her dress.

Taking his cigarettes and
change, he stepped down to the end of the checkout stand to make
room for her at the cashier’s station then turned back to face her.
She still had the longest, shapeliest legs there ever was, he
thought to himself as he appraised her from a few feet away. And
she was dressed fit to kill in a casual red jacket, a short, black
skirt, sheer, black hose and a pair of red, patent leather,
stiletto heels. Strange that she would be dressed in nines on a
Saturday morning, he thought to himself.

"So what are you doing back
in town?" she asked him, turning and looking at him as the cashier
rang up her order.

"Summer break," he told her.
"I’m going to hang out for a couple of weeks before I start hitting
the books again."

"Say," she said, handing the
cashier the money to pay for the tea, "I’m going home and have a
spot of tea. Would you like to join me and fill me in on your
college adventure?"

"Uh, sure. Uh, that would be
nice," he grinned at her.

Wondering if she knew that she was his first
love in life, he watched her take the tea from the cashier and step
toward him.

"And how is Mr. Conners?" he
asked her as they walked out of the grocery store.

"Uh, I’m afraid that, that
Horace passed away two years ago," she told him. "Heart
attack."

"Oh, I’m sorry to hear
that," he told her, wishing that he hadn’t asked, but finding
himself strangely gladdened by the news that his first love was no
longer married.

"Well, I imagine that you
have more suitors than you know what to do with," he smiled warmly,
wanting to find out if she had another significant other, "now that
you’re a single lady."

"Oh, there have been a
few," she said, stepping up to her car, "but no one has really
caught my fancy. Yet."

Flicking her key at the car, Billy heard it
beep and reached down to open the door for her.

"Why, thank you," she smiled
at him and slid into the car.

As Billy watched her slide under
the steering wheel, he saw a brief flash of skin and hose when her
dress rode up her long, shapely leg.

Smiling up at him, she unhurriedly reached
down and pushed her dress down to cover the exposed skin.

"Follow me home?" she asked,
pushing the key into the ignition.

"I’ll be right behind you,"
he grinned, slowly closing the car door.

Trotting over to his car, he
hopped in and drove over to where Constance sat waiting for
him.

As soon as she saw that he was behind her,
she drove off onto the street.

Billy couldn’t believe his
luck. The one woman in the whole world that he had secretly adored
from a distance from the fifth grade on had invited her to her
house for tea. She had always been unattainable. But even though he
had known that nothing could ever happen between them, it didn’t
stop him from fantasizing about her. And he couldn’t count all of
the times that he had jerked off with the image of her dancing
through his head.

As they drove along, he
realized that he was getting a hard on. Great timing, he fumed,
wondering how he would be able to hide his obvious attraction to
her.

Well, we’ll soon find out,
he told himself as Constance pulled up in the driveway of a
low-slung ranch-style house. Maneuvering his car up to the curb in
front of her house, he jumped out and rushed over to open the door
for her.

"Aren’t you the gentleman,"
she smiled up at him as he jerked the door open and stood watching
her swing her legs out from under the steering wheel.

As she did, he offered her
his hand and watched her legs part, giving him a brief, but
exhilarative flash of sheer, black panties between her gorgeous
legs. Billy continued to gawk down between her legs as she pulled
herself up out of the car. Then she let go of his hand and leaned
back into the car. Once again, her dress rode up her shapely,
nylon-covered leg all the way to the top of her hose. Grabbing her
purse, she stepped back and slammed the door shut.

Feeling like the same
eleven-year old boy who had worshiped her from afar in the past, he
just stood there watching her.

Smiling at him, she
leisurely stepped around him toward the house. But as she did, she
dropped her hand and let it brush across the obvious bulge jutting
out of the front of Billy’s pants.

"Oops. Sorry," she smiled at
him Had that been an accident, he wondered, tagging along behind
her and admiring the sway of her beautiful butt under the thin
material of her short, black dress. God, what an ass, he groaned to
himself, feeling another aching throb shoot through his swollen
prick.

Opening the door with her
key, Constance pushed it open and stepped inside. As Billy followed
her inside, she tossed her keys and purse on the table and strolled
over to the bar.

"Do you still want tea," she
asked him, pouring herself a glass of sherry, "or would you prefer
something a little stronger?"

"Sure," he grinned, walking
over to the bar and perching on one of the barstools.

"Vodka and orange juice,
okay?" she asked him, dropping some ice cubes into a
glass.

"Sure, that’ll be fine," he
grinned watching her splash a dollop of vodka and then fill the
rest of the glass with orange juice.

"So," she said, sliding onto
a barstool, "what are majoring in?"

"Uh, engineering," he
smiled.

"Nice choice," she murmured,
reaching over and tapping his glass with hers. "Cheers."

"Cheers," he laughed, taking
a sip of his drink.

"So, let’s see. Billy
Brandon," she said, sliding of her barstool and strolling over to
the big bookcase by the piano. "This is 2005, and you’re what,
about twenty?"

"You amaze me," he snorted,
"how come you know so much about me."

"I told you that I keep
track of my students," she smiled. "So that would make you eleven
around, uh, 1996?"

"Yep. I was in your class in
‘96 and ’97," he grinned watching her delectable ass quiver as she
stretched to reach up to a row of yearbooks.

Pulling one of the books down, she flipped
through the pages as she sauntered back over to where he sat.

Setting the book down on the bar, she poked
at a picture.

"There. That’s you," she
laughed, taking a sip of sherry. "And there I am."

A spark of excitement jolted through his cock
as the picture of her looking up at him from the yearbook brought
back all those erotic thoughts he had, had about her back then.

"I looked young back then,"
she laughed. "Let’s see, forty-three less eight. That would make me
thirty-four back then."

"Oh, no," he groaned, "you
still look just as young as you did back then."

"Do you really think so,"
she coyly smiled, looking into his eyes.

"Uh, I don’t want you, to
think, to think I’m being forward or anything," he fumbled out,
staring back into her fiery, brown eyes, "but I had the biggest
crush on you back then. It’s a wonder I passed fifth grade because
every time I saw you I would get all giddy and light
headed."

"So," she laughed softly,
"is that why you were always dropping your pencil down in front of
my desk?"

"Uh, uh, I, uh, I’m afraid
so," he mumbled his face blossoming into a red glow.

"I always thought you were
trying to look up my dress," she snickered, "and once, once I even
considered not wearing any panties and give you the shock of your
life."

"Oh, My, God," he groaned.
"Really. You were really going to do that?"

"Well, you were so
persistent about it, dropping your pencil three or four times a
day," she laughed. "I did think about it."

"Boy, that would have blown
me away," he chuckled. "I would probably have had a heart attack,
oh, something, right there on the spot. I’m sorry," he
apologized.

"Never mind," she told him.
"In fact, that’s kind of strange that you should bring that up.
Because that’s actually how Horace came to his untimely demise. We,
we, were, uh, having, uh, you know, uh, intimate relations and all
of a sudden, he just collapsed. There was nothing I could
do."

"Oh, how terrible," Billy
groaned. "Did it, uh, oh, I don’t know, uh, how to, uh, ask, ask
you. Do, do you have, uh, have any hang ups, uh hang ups about, you
know, uh, doing it now because of that?"

"No, not really," she
smiled. "I just, uh, just don’t, don’t go out with, uh, with older
men anymore."

"Oh," he said, wondering why
she had confessed such a personal thing to him who was quite
frankly a stranger to her.

"Yes, I now, now limit my,
my, uh, romantic liaisons strictly to the younger set," she smiled
suggestively batting her eyes at him.

"Oh, I, uh, see," he
self-consciously mumbled.

Why was she telling him all
this, he wondered? Was she telling him that she was interested in
him? Or was she just sharing some of the personal things about her
life with him for some unknown reason.

"Which in a roundabout way,"
she said, sliding off the barstool and slowly ambling over to the
piano stool sitting in front of the piano, "brings me to
this."

"Uh, to what?" he asked,
staring at her as she stood in front of the piano with her back to
him.

She didn’t answer him, but
he could see that she was doing something in front of her as he
could see her elbows moving around.

Then, as he anxiously waited, she slowly
turned around and sat down on the piano stool.

"Oh, My, God," he gasped out
as he gawked at her in a euphoric daze.

SHE HAD PULLED HER DRESS
DOWN BELOW HER BIG, BEAUTIFUL BREASTS THAT WERE JUTTING OUT AT HIM
IN ALL THEIR SPECTACULAR GLORY.

Then as he stared at her in stunned
disbelief, she lifted one of her long, shapely legs up, resting her
foot on the stool while she spread her legs apart.

"Is this what you wanted to
see back in the fifth grade," she seductively smiled.

"Oh, God, yes," he groaned
gawking down at the band of sheer, black, flower-patterned material
that ran down between her beautiful legs.

"And what would you have done?"
she asked him with a sly smile on her face.

"I, I would probably, uh,
fainted dead away," he muttered, "right there on the
spot."

"But you’re a little more
mature now, right?" she giggled, slowly getting to her feet. "You
can handle it now, right?"

"God, I hope so," he
groaned, watching raise her knee up to the stool as she slipped her
thumb under the waist band of her panties and slowly started to
push them down.

Billy watched on with undisguised
adoration as his childhood crush slowly pushed the frilly, black
panties down her endlessly curving legs.

"I can’t believe this is
really happening," he moaned as the panties slipped down around her
shapely ankles and she kicked them off.

"I can’t either," she
giggled. "Maybe I had one, too many, sherries at the Ladies Garden
Festival."

As she spoke, she raised her knee back up to
the piano stool.

"I hope that you don’t think
I’m a slut that goes around seducing young men," she said, pulling
up the black dress that was now wrapped around her waist displaying
her big, beautiful tits and her furry snatch to him. "But this is
the first time I’ve done anything so crazy in my whole
life."

"No, I don’t think that. I
don’t think that at all," he said, as he watched her slowly thrust
her big, perfectly shaped tits out at him. "I just think that I’m
the luckiest guy in the world. I’ve fantasized about you for eight
years and now this? I can't believe it!"

"I really don’t know what came
over me," she told him, sitting down on the piano stool and slowly
spreading her legs apart to expose the meaty gash of her cunt. "I
just saw you standing there and I knew that at one time you had,
had a crush on me. That made me feel that we had this bond. This
connection from the past. So, I said what the hell. Invite him
home. Invite him home and fuck him. You’re not attached to anyone
anymore, so what can it hurt? Is that crazy or what?"

"I don’t think it’s crazy," he
grinned, openly ogling the wet opening between her legs, "I think
maybe it was destiny. Why else would I be there at the precise
moment that you stepped up to the checkout stand?"

"You’re right," she laughed,
bringing her legs back together, slipping her red jacket off and
throwing it over her shoulder. "It has to be destiny. I was just
coming from the festival and I had just enough to drink to make me
brave enough to invite you over. It was destiny. We were destined
to do this."

Then she sat back down on the
stool and dropped her jacket. Spreading her legs apart again, she
smiled at him and ran her hand down to her pussy.

"Does it look like you thought it
would look like when you kept dropping your pencil?" she asked
him.

"Even prettier," he said, watching
her smile appreciatively at the compliment.

"I don’t see what you men see in
it that is pretty," she told him lifting her dress and peeling it
back up over her big, jutting tits.

"I guess that you have to be a
man," he grinned, "or a woman of a certain persuasion."

"Oh really," she laughed striding
back across the room to the bar with her perfect tits jiggling and
bobbling up and down in front of her.

Stopping directly in front of him,
she reached out and took his head between her hands. Then, pulling
him to her, she gave him a deep, probing kiss.

He started to wrap his arms around
her, but she danced back away from him and sat down in front of her
glass of sherry.

"Not just yet, my dear boy," she
murmured, finishing her drink and refilling her glass. "You know
what they say about patience."

"Well, I don’t know if it is one
of my virtues," he grunted. "What with my childhood crush prancing
around in front of me almost naked."

Turning her glass up, she quickly
gulped down the whole glass in one fell swoop.

"It’ll be worth it, my dear," she
laughed. "I’ll see to that."

"I’ll bet it will," he said
reaching out to touch her breasts but having his hand brushed away
as she hopped up and pranced back over to the piano.

Billy was in a daze as he gaped at
her delightful butt wiggling and jiggling as she clopped over to
the piano.

"Did you ever learn to play the
piano," she asked him, looking at him over her shoulder as leaned
down and put her hands on the keyboard.

"Uh, no, I never did get around to
that," he said, as he admired her big, round butt while she played
her rendition of "Chopsticks."

The whole scene had a surrealistic
quality to it, Billy thought. Eight years earlier the almost naked
woman standing across the room had stood in front of the classroom
teaching him. Back when he was in the fifth grade, she had always
been the best-dressed teacher in school. And even now, when she was
wearing only a pair of hose, a pair of bright, red, stiletto heels
and various pieces of jewelry, Billy thought she was still the
best-dressed teacher around. Smiling giddily, he reached down and
unbuttoned his pants as he watched her delightful ass quiver and
jiggle as she banged out the last chords of the song. Then, he
unzipped his pants and pulled out his eight-inch peter and began to
slowly stroke it.

"How did you like that?" she
asked, slowly turning around and easing down onto the piano stool
as her eyes flicked down to his jutting manhood. "Oh my, my,
my."

Billy didn't say a word as he sat
grinning lecherously watching Constance stare down at his cock as
he slowly worked his hand up and down his towering
giant.

"I liked it fine," he smirked,
jerking his hand up and down faster. "And how do you like
mine?"

"Well," she said, still admiring
the huge hunk of man-meat, as she leaned forward and thrust out her
beautiful tits. "You’re certainly not a little fifth-grader any
more. I think I made the right pick. You're the first one of my
students that I 've given private tutoring to, you
know."

"Really?" he said, skeptical, but
pleased that she had awarded him this for his years of adoration
for her.

"Really. I knew all along that you
had a crush on me," she said, "but I could hardly go around
seducing little fifth-grade boys, now could I? Not to mention
Horace. But now, well, now you’re all grown up and Horace has
passed on. There's nothing to stop us from doing what comes
naturally, is there?"

"No," he grinned.

"But sometimes I do wonder
what it would have been like," she said, leaning back and spreading
her arms onto the keyboard as she looked up with a contemplative
look on her pretty face. "What it would have been like going to bed
with a horny, adoring eleven-year old."

"How big were you back
then?" she asked him, running her right hand down to her
pussy.

"I think it was about six
inches long back then," he laughed, letting go of the throbbing
monster and shoving his pants down his legs.

"Six inches. Six inches long
when you were eleven?" she wishfully smiled, fingering her clit
with a long, pink-tipped finger. "Why that’s as big as Horace ever
was. Maybe I should have…" she smiled, letting her voice trail off
into silence.

"I wish you had," he said
threading his cock back through the front opening of his shorts and
then pushing them down his muscular legs. Slipping off his loafers,
he leaned down and slipped his socks off. Then as she sat watching
him, he pulled his T-shirt up over his head and dropped it on top
of his shoes.

"You must have spent a lot
of time in the gym," she said appreciatively admiring his athletic
build.

"A few hours," he said,
pushing up onto his bare feet and slowly shuffling across the room
toward her with his big, blue-veined dick sticking out in front of
him slashing from side to side like it was some kind of weird
divining rod. Only it wasn't water he was searching for.

Then, as he approached her,
she stood up and put out her hand just about penis high. Stepping
up to her, he let her wrap her hand around the jutting monstrosity.
Smiling lewdly, she quickly turned and started tugging him along
behind her by his cock as she started toward the back of the
house.

"Uh, do you think I'd have
time to take a shower?" he asked her, wanting to make sure that
everything was perfect for their first time.

"Why not," she said over her
shoulder. "That’ll give a chance to make myself little more
presentable.

"Oh, I don’t know about
that," he snickered. "I don't see how you can improve on
perfection."

"You always know just the
right thing to say," she giggled, pointing him in the direction of
the bathroom and letting go of his prick.

Still not believing his good
fortune, Billy walked into the bathroom and stepped over to the
shower.

Turning on the water, he let
it warm for a few seconds before he stepped under the needle spray
of warm water. Picking up the bar of soap, he began to lather up
his body.

As he showered, his thoughts
were on the beautiful woman awaiting him in the bedroom next door.
Eight years of fantasizing about her and now this. Just the thought
of her had his penis as hard as concrete. Staring down at his big,
stiff penis, he saw that it was so hard, its spine was arched,
curving upward, pointing the big, purple head up at the ceiling.
Reaching down to it, he quickly lathered it up. Then he began to
slowly stroke it. If he came now, he could last longer with Connie,
he reasoned as he stroked his hand up and down his cock. But he
didn't want to. He wanted to save it for her.

The moment Billy disappeared
into her bathroom, Constance hurried down to the guest bath and
showered, making doubly sure that every nook and cranny was squeaky
clean.

Toweling off, she quickly
slipped back into her bedroom, closing the door behind her and went
about dressing for the seduction. Quickly, she picked out a pair of
crotchless panties that gave the pretense of true panties until she
spread her legs and then it was quite evident that there was
nothing there to cover her weeping womanhood.

Now dressed only in the
panties, she could hear Billy’s shower still running. Being as
quiet as a mouse, she slipped across the room and peeked into the
shower. The glass surrounding the shower was made from glass that
had hundreds of tiny prisms that diffused and scattered the light
but allowed a person to see a vague outline but not the distinct
image of a person behind it. Watching the outline of Billy behind
it, she saw that Billy was obviously stroking his giant penis.
Wishing she could see through the opaque glass, she watched the
shadowy outline of his arm moving back and forth in front of him
and could even barely make out the ghostly shape of his huge
penis.

At last she saw him stop
beating his meat and step under the shower. His hard, rigid penis
was still vaguely visible through the frosted glass. Connie felt
goose bumps pop out all over her body as she imagined what it would
feel like to have it moving inside her. Filling her emptiness with
its heat and power.

 


~~~

 


Reaching out, Billy turned
off the water and stepped out to find Constance standing in the
doorway leaning against the doorframe watching him. As he grabbed
for a towel, he saw that she was smiling and holding a drink in
each hand.

"Nice. Very Nice," she
grinned, her eyes watching his stiff cock twitch and jerk as he
toweled himself off.

"Here," Constance said,
offering him his drink when he finally finished drying himself
off.

"Thanks. I was getting a
little thirsty," he laughed, throwing his towel over his
shoulder.

"I've never see one as large
as yours," Constance praised as Billy's penis whipped from side to
side in front of him.

Billy blushed beet red, his
heavy cock jumping with excitement as she praised it. At last, he
stood before her, his impressive penis jutting out at her, waiting
for her next command. Looking up at him, Constance smiled. Then
without taking her eyes off his eyes, she slowly sank down on her
knees on the fuzzy bathmat in front of him.

Waiting expectantly, Billy
watched her set her drink on the floor and lean forward. Still
staring up at him, she slowly opened her mouth and let her soft,
ruby red lips nuzzle the hardness of the big, purple head of his
cock. Gazing down at her, he reveled in the spectacle of her lips
spreading open and slowly engulfing the head of his penis. Then he
lost his breath when her lips opened wider and slid down over the
head and onto the thick barrel of his cock, sucking half of it into
the warm wetness of her mouth. It was all he could do to keep from
shooting off the moment her lips had touched him and now with half
of his cock buried in her sucking mouth, it took every last atom of
will-power to keep from filling her mouth with a gush of his
boiling semen.

As they stared into each
other’s eyes, she gently sucked. Then Billy felt her silky soft
tongue slowly swirling round and round the sensitive head of prick,
tenderly tickling and licking the rubbery ball and making him have
to fight harder and harder to keep from erupting into her
mouth.

Then still sucking on him,
she reached around him with one hand. Then next thing Billy knew
was the touch of one hand on his butt while and the other hand
crept up and cupped his aching balls. It was totally beyond belief,
but he felt her pulling his cock into her mouth, driving it even
deeper inside as she rolled his sensitive balls around in the palm
of her other hand.

Suddenly, she began to suck
on his cock so hard and rough, he lost it. He couldn't stop the
explosion. His hips lurched forward as he bellowed like a gored
bull and the bloated head of his cock thudded against the back of
her mouth. She didn't flinch, continuing to suck and pull on
Billy's spasming penis as his balls burst and shot out thick, ropy
gobs of molten cum into her sucking mouth. There was so much cum it
almost instantly filled her mouth to the point of
overflowing.

Oh, God, he feverishly
thought, I’m coming in her mouth. She’s letting me come in her
mouth. This is so fucking fantastic, he blathered on.

His balls continued to pump,
shooting out their load of creamy cum into Constance's gluttonous
mouth as the amount and force of the expulsion surprised Connie.
She could feel the thick shaft of his penis swell and jerk as more
and more of the molten cream squirted out of his penis and into her
mouth while she hungrily gobbled it down.

Swallowing as fast as she
could, she still couldn't consume all of his gooey offering and a
stream of the syrupy goop oozed out around the stiff, pulsating
shaft of his penis. A dribble of the pearly sap trickled down her
chin, paused there for a moment and then dripped down between her
big, pink melons where it formed a lewd pool of semen in her
cleavage. She just kept on sucking on him, coaxing him to empty his
big, dangling testicles into her mouth.

It seemed to go on and on as
she pulled on his gushing nozzle with her lips and mouth while his
cock went on jerking and lurching. Pouring more and more of the
hot, frothy load of thick, milky sap into her mouth, his cock just
kept on jerking and twitching.

Billy felt like his knees were going to
buckle at any moment until, at last his mighty engine finally
stopped firing inside her hot, sucking mouth.

Looking down at her, he watched as she slowly
backed away from him, letting his huge cock slowly slither out from
between her cum-drenched lips.

Expecting to see that his
cock was softening, both of them were surprised to see that his
cock remained stiff and un-subdued.

Standing before her with his knees wobbling
and threatening to give way, he smiled and ran his fingers through
her hair.

"I’m sorry," he groaned,
"I’m sorry that I came in your mouth, but I couldn’t hold it
back."

"Why are you sorry?" she
softly laughed, flicking out her tongue and teasing his swollen
cock head with one last flick. "I wanted to taste your hot, sweet
cream. But why isn’t it getting soft. I’ve never seen one stay hard
like yours."

"I haven’t either," he
grinned, running his hand down to it and poking it. "I guess he
just like you."

Looking down at her
adoringly, Billy extended his hand down to her and helped her back
up onto her high heels. Then Billy bent down, picked up her drink,
handed it to her, and led her over to her bed on legs that
threatened to collapse at any moment. Then he tipped his glass and
downed the rest of the fiery liquor in one thirsty gulp. Smiling
expectantly, he put his empty glass on the nightstand and gently
pushed her down onto her back.

As she lay on her back,
looking up at him and sipping on her drink, he leaned down and
spread her long, shapely legs apart as wide as he could. Staring
down at the weeping slit of ruffled pink flesh peeking out below
the tuft of kinky brown hair, he felt his cock twitch with
excitement again.

Sensing she wanted him to
return the favor she had just granted him, he lowered his face down
between her outstretched legs. Opening his mouth, he flicked out
his tongue and quickly found her clitoris jutting up out of its
fleshy little hood. It was already hard and swollen like a little
dick waiting to be sucked.

He could feel her quivering
with expectation as she held her breath waiting for him to eat her
pussy. Brushing his lips across the warm, wet flesh of her gaping
womanhood, he probed her clit, pushing and poking it with his
tongue. As he did, the weeping gash surrounded by its forest of
soft, kinky hair pumped out a stream of musky juice in feverish
anticipation of his assault.

Softly, he brushed his tongue over the soft
limp folds of her lips then slipped back up to her clitoris.

Groaning out her approval,
she felt his lips encircle the protruding bulb of slippery flesh
and gently suck on the hard little button. Then as she feverishly
waited, he began to flick his tongue back and forth across the now
bulging little ball of nerves.

Gasping with pleasure, she
reached out and pulled his face into her sopping pussy, grinding
her pelvis into him at the same time. She couldn't believe how much
juice was gushing out of the deep, wet trench as Billy's tongue
raked back and forth across her tingling little love
bud.

As Billy raped her clitoris,
her mind was flitting from thought to thought like a silly game of
Pong. How could she be doing this? She had never done anything like
this before. Never acted on an impulse to ask a boy to her house.
Never bringing a boy home with the intent to seduce him.

But Billy's rasping tongue
quickly drove all such thoughts from her mind as she felt the
sexual electricity crackling through her womanhood and thrusting
her toward an orgasm. She could feel herself rapidly rising to the
pinnacle and there was nothing she could do to stop it. But she
didn't want to stop it! Her whole body felt feverish with the heat
being generated by her pussy as she cried and moaned with pleasure.
Rocketing toward her climax, she knew would possess her at any
moment, Constance suddenly felt Billy thrust two of his thick,
stubby fingers deep into the steaming slit below his flicking
tongue.

Burying his fingers into her
sopping slit all the way up to the last knuckles, Billy felt her
whole body suddenly shudder, then tense up and begin to shake
uncontrollably.

Sucking and pulling on her
swollen clit, he tried to keep it between his lips as her butt
twirled and bounced on the bed.

Constance lost all control of her mind as her
convulsing cunt took control and clamped down on his thrusting
fingers.

Billy couldn’t believe the strength of her
cunt muscles. The clasping, clutching muscles of her cunt were
wrapped so tightly around his fingers, it felt she was trying to
pull his fingers off.

She had no control over the
spasming muscles as they clenched down on his fingers with
unbelievable strength. Then another spasm worked through her body.
As it did, she dropped her legs to the floor, imprisoning his face
between her thighs in a love-lock that threatened to squeeze his
head flat.

He continued to worry and
flick the spasming bundle of nerves with his flicking tongue as
Constance groaned and moaned out her gratification. Up above his
head, her giant melons heaved and jiggled like two pink mountains
of Jell-O as she climbed to higher and higher planes of sexual
fulfillment.

Finally in one final burst
of glorious sexual fruition, her mind blew a circuit and her whole
body went limp, freeing Billy's fingers and head as her legs fell
apart. It was apparent to Billy that she had fainted when her head
flopped to one side and her arms fell to her side as her empty
glass slipped from her numb fingers and fell to the bed.

 

Never having witnessed such
an intense orgasm, Billy was afraid that she had suffered a heart
attack or something and quickly lifted her wrist to feel for a
pulse.

A sigh of relief burst from
his lips as he felt the tick, tick, tick of her strong, steady
pulse. Realizing that she had only passed out, Billy leaned back
and looked down at his fingers that had been inside Constance's
sopping socket. He couldn't believe how wet they were. Then he
brought the dripping fingers up to his nose and inhaled the
aromatic fragrance of her juices. The musky perfume of her sex
filled his nostrils with the delightful smell of female estrous.
His fingers were so wet, the sappy liquor was literally dripping
from them.

Realizing that she was
definitely out of contact with reality for the time being, Billy
slowly rose to his feet. His knees were still wobbly from having
his big, hairy balls sucked completely dry. His cock, still ready
and waiting to be immersed into the wet depths of her sex jutted
out proudly as he stood looking down at her exposed
womanhood.

After admiring her sprawled
form for a few moments, Billy bent over and gently turned her body
until she was lying on the bed instead of sprawling half on and
half off. Then he lifted her legs back up on the bed. Not wanting
to waste the opportunity, he gently eased one of her legs out until
her drenched pussy yawned open once again. Grinning appreciatively,
he watched a little stream of juice trickle out of the depths of
her steamy gash.

Dipping two fingers into the
oozing opening, he reached down to his stiff prick and quickly
spread the slippery sap all over the monster’s head. Then he dipped
his fingers back inside the sopping hole and drug out another gob
of the pungent juice. Rubbing the palm of his hand into musky sap,
he rubbed it up and down the thick shaft of his cock. Then turning,
he gently stroked himself as he trudged back over to the bar.
Pouring himself another drink, he stood staring at her lovely pussy
as she lay asleep. He could scarcely believe the events that had
led up to this. Never in his wildest imaginings had he dreamed that
this would actually have happened.

He had suffered many
unfulfilled erections because of Constance and now, now he was
going to fulfill at least one of them. It was pay back time, he
lewdly thought. Strangely, he found her even prettier now than he
had pictured her back then. And that was after she had aged eight
more years. But then again, he did have this thing for older
women.

Standing by the bar sipping
his drink, he continued to stare at her pouting pussy that was
still leaking a little stream of her esoteric sap out onto the bed.
He didn't see her eyes sleepily open and focus on him...

It took several seconds for her to rouse
herself from her drunken slumber and for a moment, she had a
panicky feeling wondering what this naked boy was doing in her
bedroom.

Then she glanced down and
saw that she too was nude. Her eyes traveled quickly back over to
Billy and his painfully obvious erection. Suddenly she remembered
what had happened and the fog lifted.

The boy was Billy Brandon.
He had, had a crush on her back in the fifth grade. Then she had
seen him in the grocery store and invited him home. Then things
just sort of progressed from there. She had sucked him off and he
had given her some head. Nothing wrong with that she smiled and
slowly spread her legs apart even farther causing his eyes to open
wider as the seeping wound yawned open even wider.

"Do you like it?" she
drowsily drawled, watching Billy's eyes jump with
surprise.

"What, uh, OH, yes," Billy
smiled, praising her womanhood.

Gawking down at her, he stared at
the vulnerable pink slit of her womanhood. A small, dainty tuft of
soft brown curls, obviously manicured, sat atop it. Its thick,
heavy lips were spread open as a tiny trickle of juice still leaked
out of it. It was obvious that she was still in the mood and
anticipating the consummation of their indiscretion.

"I’m ready for him," she
whispered, holding her arms outstretched to him.

"Oh, God, you don’t know how long
I’ve wanted to do this," he blathered, stumbling toward the bed his
monster cock angrily slashing the air in front of him. "I’ve wanted
you so god damned long, I can hardly wait."

"I know, because I feel the same
way," she cooed, inviting him down between the flawless tan of her
perfectly formed thighs. "and I can see how much you want
me."

"Oh, fuck," he gurgled, clambering
onto the bed and scrambling up between her outstretched
legs.

"I think this is the crowning
moment of my life," he mumbled as his cock danced up and down above
her the drooling slit between her legs.

"We’ve both waited," she muttered,
grabbing for his bobbing, dancing prick as it flitted about above
the wet readiness of her secret place. "Put it in. Please put it in
right now."

"Fuck Yes," he groaned as he felt
her guiding the overheated warhead of his throbbing penis down to
slippery entrance of her womanhood.

The very core of her womanhood. It
would be his now. It was his to take and defile. Defile the very
place that he had dreamed of for so long. Now it would finally be
his. A tingle of electricity shot through his cock as he thought
about it.

There was no reason to hold back
now. They were to become one and the same, joined together in the
most erotic of ways. His only purpose in life was now to become one
with her. Become one with her and fill her femininity with his
maleness. Fill her hot emptiness with his hot, hard cock. Fill her
with his evil, unyielding meat and consummate the total wickedness
of their long awaited coupling.

It had to be done now. She was
sacrificing herself to him to satisfy the longing they had carried
for each other for so long. This was no time for gentleness. It had
to be like to animals rutting in the forest, he told himself. Time
to satisfy their neglected needs and then once that depraved
craving was satisfied it would be time to make love. But first,
each of them had to consume the other with the fires of their
loins. There was no other way now.

With a savage thrust, Billy lunged
down at her sending his massive cock head knifing into her hot,
sucking hole.

"GOD!" she cried out as she felt
the huge cylinder of hot, throbbing man-flesh slash down into the
yielding softness of her aching womanhood.

There was no stopping them now.
Not until one of them was the conqueror and the other defeated. It
was no longer teacher and student, Billy feverishly thought. He
would either bring her to the very edge of her own existence and
shove her down into the very essence of joy and pleasure. Or, she
would bring him to the point of ecstasy and suck the very life from
his monstrous cock.

He would either deliver her to the
celebration of her own womanhood or she would drain him of the very
essence of creation and leave him depleted and empty. And she would
do it with her hot, ravenous cunt.

He would either fulfil her
glutinous need or she would take from him that which made him a
man. Suck it from him with her pussy and consume it with her cunt.
To make him deliver that purest of essences to her core of
creation.

He was a madman. He had no control
whatsoever. The only thing that mattered now was total, egomaniacal
gratification. Although he had loved her from afar for so long,
something else was driving him now. Driving him to defile her and
deface that which he had sought for so long. Defile it and make it
his own to do with as he saw fit. It was driving him to defile her
with his monster cock and fuck her. Fuck her and bring them to that
pinnacle of wickedness.

Groaning out his joy, he shoved
all eight inches of his gigantic prick down into the fiery furnace
of her cunt. Pushing and grunting, he shoved it in until his belly
slapped against hers as she groveled beneath him.

Once he had pinioned her to the
bed with his mighty weapon, he began to rock his hips back and
forth franticly as he pumped his monstrous cock into her vulnerable
femininity. But even as violent as the attack was, she gave no
quarter and matched him stroke against stroke, milking and
squeezing his rampaging cock with her tight, sucking
cunt.

As his hips flew back and forth
furiously, he grabbed her big, flouncing tits as they flopped about
wildly. Squeezing and kneading the soft, smooth flesh in his hands,
he teased and tormented the great swollen nipples that jutted up
out of the circle of pebbled flesh in the center of each exquisite
breast all the while hammering his cock into her cunt.

The room was quickly filled with
the beastly sounds of their glutinous orgy. The perverse slurp of
her tight cunt sucking on his pistoning cock; the screeching
complaint of the bedsprings as they threatening to collapse with
each crashing blow; their snorting and gasping as they fought
against each other; the lewd, filthy sound of flesh striking flesh
as their bellies slapped together with each bone jarring, teeth
rattling blow of his cock filled the room and reverberated
throughout it, filling their ears with the sick sounds of their own
passion. It was bestiality in its purest form as the animals within
them screamed for their release.

The ferocity of the clash was so
violent that Billy knew he could only last for a few more
moments.

Humping his cock into her tight,
sucking hole, his hips were jerking back and forth so fast, they
were a pink blur.

Grunting and gasping for breath,
he worked his hips back and forth like a mad man. Assaulting her
softness with his granite hardness, he urged her toward the wicked
culmination of their sordid fornicating. Straining to drive his
cock into her deeper with every bone-jarring thrust, he could feel
her body gathering itself for that last mad scramble for the finish
line and the jubilation of victory.

As she fought for the prize, she
raked her fingernails up and down his back urging him to fuck her
faster and faster. Billy knew would have to wear a shirt for weeks
to hide the scratches she was inflicting on him. But the pain was
worth the wondrous feelings of pleasure that was welling up from
his pistoning cock.

Moaning and whimpering, she coaxed
him to fuck her even harder and faster.

But he couldn't. He was maxed out.
He was hammering his oversized monster of a cock into her as hard
and as fast as humanly possible. And as he did, she was spouting
out incomprehensive gibberish in between each bone-rattling
blow.

"Fuck, ohgd, jeezchst, mygod,
loveit, fuckme, hrdfst, hrdfst," she babbled as she sprayed the air
with her obscenities.

There was no way this could go on.
The vehemence of their attack would soon lead to the gratification
of one or both of them as they fucked like two crazed animals. If
something didn't happen soon, they would soon be to exhausted to go
on. It had to end.

Billy's balls were on fire and
about to explode as they slashed back and forth slapping up against
his sweetheart’s upturned ass.

He could feel the volcano-like
pressure inside them building and building. The imminent eruption
of scalding hot cum was going to be catastrophic, he groaned to
himself. That is if he lived long enough to consummate their
villainous act.

He felt like his prick might
explode into flames when the scalding gusher of white-hot cum shot
up through it. He had never felt anything like this before. It was
as if his balls were about to explode into a million shards of
pleasure.

"NOW! NOW! NOW FOR GOD'S SAKE!"
Constance cried out, begging him to come as she dug her nails into
his ass and locked her tight, clinging cunt down around his cock.
"COME NOW GOD DAMN IT! COME NOW! COME WITH ME
NOWWWWWWW."

She hadn't been able to hold it
back any longer. She was coming.

He had done it, Billy deliriously
groveled. He had brought his long-lost lover to the pinnacle of
ecstasy. He was the victor. The conqueror. He had vanquished her
and now it was time to celebrate the victory.

Feeling the convulsive waves of
pleasure spasming through Constance's hot, sucking pussy was more
than he could take.

He lost it. His overheated cock
exploded like an erupting volcano sending a massive spout of hot,
sperm-rich cum spewing out into her gluttonous cunt.

"OHYESBABY!" she gurgled out as
his monster gathered itself and loosed a second gigantic gusher of
thick, creamy man-milk into the core of her hungry, salivating
womanhood.

She was groaning in pleasure,
digging her long, sharp fingernails down into his ass and rubbing
her quivering thighs up and down against his legs as she pulled him
deeper and deeper into the fiery vortex of her cunt. And every time
his gigantic prick bucked and released another great gob of his
thick milt into her cunt, he could feel her pussy tighten around
him, milking him and sucking on his spewing manhood, coaxing out
more and more.

Trying to suck out every drop of
his seed, she furiously milked the spewing giant. Tightening and
relaxing, tightening and relaxing over and over again with each
pleasurable throe, her cunt pulled on him again and again as the
convulsions of her monumental orgasm wracked her body.

Grunting and straining to force his
jetting cock deeper and deeper into the spasming tightness of her
cunt, he felt tears of joy coursing down his cheeks.

Finally, they were one. After
waiting so long to satisfy the craving, he celebrated in wanton
delight as he emptied the essence of his being into the hungry core
of her inner sanctity. He had never felt so close to anyone before.
It was if their bodies had melted and grown together to form one
being.

Their cataclysmic orgasms had
lasted for too few seconds, but it seemed to him to go on forever
and forever. There seemed to be no beginning and no end to it as
their newfound love for each other poured between them.

But as with all things, they
finally felt the pleasure begin to weaken and wane as the last
throes of their long-awaited consummation enveloped them and filled
them with its ecstasy.

Lamentably, each pleasurable spasm
grew weaker and weaker until Billy felt himself sinking down into
the tired, happy afterglow of love.

At last, his penis gave one last
lurch, sending the last, tiny trickle of man-seed oozing out into
her as Billy felt the evil creature between his legs begin to
weaken and retreat.

But Billy was not finished with
the evil monster and determinedly willed it back to hardness. He
was not through with the depraved evil jutting out of his
groin.

While the evil being ruled Billy's
life, it was now momentarily sated and Billy could now will it to
obey his commands. To use it to fulfil Billy's wishes, not its own
selfish needs. He would make it submit to his will for a change. He
would make it perform the way he wanted. He would make it respond
with love and tenderness instead of lust and violence.

He had allowed the evil creature to
draw first blood, but now it would surrender and let Billy give
love and tenderness to Constance, his long-lost love.

"Oh, oh, oh, so wonderful,"
Constance wheezed out in pleased surprise, "it's staying
hard."

"Yes," Billy murmured, nibbling on
her neck.

"Are you going to fuck me, again?"
she whispered.

"No," he said, softly.

"But," she complained, with a
pained look on her pretty face, "why not? Wasn't that good for you?
What did I do wrong?"

"Nothing. Nothing. It was
wonderful," he grimaced, perturbed that he had momentarily made her
feel inadequate. "But now, I’m going to make love to you. Not
fucking this time. Making love…"

"Oh, my dear, darling," she
gushed, the pained expression on her face turning to joy as she
pulled him to her and crushed her soft, full lips against his.
"What have I done to deserve such a wonderful lover?"

He answered her with another
kiss.

The kiss, deep and passionate took
her breath away, and as their tongues warred and fought for
supremacy, he felt another jolt of cock-hardening excitement course
through his great penis.

Finally breaking the kiss, she
stared deep into his eyes and spoke in a soft, loving
voice.

"Yes, my lover. My Darling. Yes.
Make love to me."

"Oh, Constance," Billy wept as he
slowly began to work his hips back and forth again, only this time,
he did it softly, lovingly. "I love you so much."

"And I you, my dear," she
murmured, lightly caressing his penis with her cunt as the thick,
hard love-muscle slithered slowly in and out of her cum-drenched
cunt.

Billy felt as if he had died and
gone to heaven as he slowly, lovingly stroked his big, thick cock
in and out of the cum-drenched channel of Constance's hot,
clutching cunt.

Staring down at his Constance,
Billy felt his love for her grow with each loving stroke as he
eased his huge prick in and out of the hot, sucking tightness of
her cunt. Rising to meet him every time he forced his penis down
into her, their bellies touched and rubbed gently before he slowly
withdrew his juice-coated cock. In and out, in and out went his
cock, like the slow lapping of the tide on the beach as they gently
made love.

Slowly working his hips back and
forth, he leaned down and consumed her soft, full lips as he drank
the juices from her mouth. Now that the first fiery battle was
over, he could savor every moment of their lovemaking. Revel in
each pleasurable moment and save the joy it brought to
him.

Now that the rabid quest for
animal gratification was satisfied, his senses had returned. Now he
could smell the essence of her overheated womanhood as the pungent
aroma of her excitement filled the air.

Inhaling deeply, he savored the
sweet-smelling fragrance of her estrous as it welled up from her
pussy and filled his nostrils with its rousing perfume. The scent
was that of pure sex and Billy groveled in its insinuation. Billy
equated the heavy sweetness of the scent with Constance and her
pussy. It was the spoor of sex itself and now it filled him with
its wicked bouquet.

Reveling in the sensual rapture of
their lovemaking, he gently broke their kiss. Running his lips down
over the downy softness of her neck, he slowly kissed his way down
to her quivering breasts without missing a stroke or changing the
rhythm of their lovemaking. Pausing for a moment, he marveled at
the perfection of her big, soft breasts. Even though they were now
flattened as she lay on her back, their circular perfection was
obvious. Watching them wiggle up and down gently with each meeting
of their bodies, Billy worshiped the swollen, puffiness of the twin
red raspberries jutting up out of the perfectly round cup of
pebbled flesh tipping each delightful breast. It was obviously
apparent that Constance was enjoying their lovemaking by the
swollen hardness of her nipples as they flicked up and down in
cadence with the movement of his hips.

"Do you like them?" she bubbled as
he openly drank in their beauty.

"God, Yes," he groaned. "They're
perfect."

"I’m so glad you like them," she
gurgled, clenching her tight, little pussy down around his cock and
lovingly milking it.

Quickly, he leaned down and sucked
one of the swollen paps into his mouth. Lovingly, he teased and
tickled the nub of hardened flesh, flicking his tongue back and
forth across it as Constance mewed out her approval.

Time seemed to slow to a crawl as
they lovingly surrendered their bodies to each other. Him toying
with her nipples and tirelessly stroking his cock into her tight
pussy; Her caressing him with her hands, gently but determinedly
coaxing him to go faster.

Almost imperceptibly he began to
rock back and forth faster, pushing himself down into her hot,
sucking cunt harder.

"Yes, Baby, more," she murmured
running her hand down where they became one and teasing him with
her fingernails.

Billy could feel the next load of
semen already beginning to boil down inside his balls as he stroked
his giant prick down into the hot hole between her legs. A second
eruption was imminent.

But even as he felt his own
excitement growing inside his pistoning cock, he could feel
Constance's agitation growing faster.

"Yes. Baby. Yes," she mewed,
working her hands and thighs on him, urging him to fuck her faster.
"Make me come again."

Lifting his mouth up away from
Constance's delectable nipples, he locked his elbows rigid and
began to work his hips back and forth faster and faster sending the
monstrous cock slicing down into her all the way to the hilt with
every bone-jarring thrust.

"God, God, if, I’d, only, known,"
she muttered, working her slavering cunt up and down on his
thrusting prick as it slid in and out of the drooling pit. "Known,
it, would, be, this, good, would’ve, searched, you,
out."

He could feel her movement growing
jerky and erratic as she coaxed him on. He could tell that she was
on the verge of another cataclysmic orgasm.

Then abruptly, she began to quiver
and shake as her pussy collapsed down around his giant penis.
Shoving himself down into her as deep as he could, he held his cock
buried down in her as he savored the tight, sucking contractions of
her cunt working on his cock. He could feel every wave of pleasure
that rippled through her cunt as she came.

She had her head thrown back and
her eyes closed as her body was immersed in the ecstasy of pleasure
that was pouring through her.

Fighting to hold back his own
eruption, Billy held his colossal organ shoved down inside her
until he felt the last, feeble quiver of her cunt as she slowly
opened her eyes and looked up at him.

"It was wonderful," she murmured,
her eyes still unable to focus properly as she weakly smiled up at
him. "It is so good with you."

Smiling back down at her, Billy
began to rake his hips back and forth again as she stared back up
at him with a look that made his heart melt and his loins explode
in fire. It was the look of total submission. It was as if she had
given up herself to him to do with her whatever he
wanted.

It was more than he could bear and
he felt the floodgates holding back the lake of cum inside his
balls begin to crack.

"OhGodConstance," he groaned as
his hips began to jerk back and forth uncontrollably.

"No, no," she whimpered. "In my
mouth. In my mouth. I want to taste your sweet cream
again."

"Jeezus," he cried out as tried to
hold back the first jet of burning cum.

Jerking himself backward, he
wrenched his huge cock out of the hot, sucking hole between her
legs. Sobbing with joy, he lurched up over her legs and started to
crawl up toward her face. But as he did he felt his cock recoil and
fire off sending a rope of thick, sticky cum squirting out of it.
Scrambling up over her, he watched the gob of creamy semen splatter
down on his Constance's face as he struggled to get his cock into
her mouth.

"Hurry," she muttered, grabbing
his twitching cock and pulling it toward her open mouth.

Suddenly it lurched again before it
reached its target, but this time the wad of pearly-colored semen
disappeared down into her open mouth.

Then, just as he felt her soft, hot
lips envelop the head of his giant prick, a third eruption shook it
and another gigantic gusher of thick, hot sperm-filled cum spurted
out into her mouth.

"Ohfuckinggod," he blathered as he
felt her sucking on his bucking, spurting penis while it spewed out
its viscous load into her mouth.

"Ummmmmmm," Constance moaned out
around the giant, swollen column of meat as it unleashed its toxic
payload into her mouth.

Sucking and pulling on him, she
took all he could give, swallowed it and asked him for more until
she had completely sucked him dry once again. With a grunt, he
collapsed rolling off her and flopping down by her side.

"I love the way your sweet cream
tastes," she murmured licking her lips.

Struggling to catch his breath,
Billy watched on in wonder as she slowly got to her hands and
knees. Eyeing her big, heavy breasts jiggling and wiggling as she
moved over him. Suddenly, he found himself staring up at the
dew-covered wetness of Constance's pink-lipped cunt. Flicking out
his tongue, he slowly ran it up and down the juice-covered trench
of soft, hot flesh as he felt his Constance's soft lips once again
encircle the head of his shrinking cock.

They had both already come twice
and now she was coaxing his drained weapon back to life for another
assault on her womanhood. Constance. Sweet Constance, he thought as
she hungrily devoured his cock while he lovingly lapped at her
beautiful pussy.

Licking and lapping the sticky
wetness of her delectable cunt, he stared up at the dainty little
ring of wrinkled flesh that ringed her delightful little asshole.
He could already feel the strength flowing back into his reviving
manhood as Constance teased and cajoled his cock with her lips,
tongue and teeth.

Then she let his hardening manhood
slither out of her mouth.

"He's getting hard again," she
laughed softly.

"Uh-huh," he mumbled as he
attacked her bulging clitoris with his lips and tongue.

"That feels so good," she
murmured, grinding her pussy down against his lips as she dropped
her mouth back down onto his cock.

Sucking and pulling on the hard
little ball of flesh while he teased it with his tongue, Billy
reveled in the newness of their liaison.

Finally, roughly shoving her cunt
down against his lips one last time, she lifted it up away from his
mouth as she spat out his cock.

"Now it's my turn," she said,
turning around and facing him.

He watched on with gloating
narcissism as she straddled him. Gazing down, he saw her holding
his hardened penis straight up as she lowered her cunt down onto
him, impaling herself on his fleshy harpoon.

A look of pure pleasure washed
over her face as his cock sliced up into her hungry manhole. Her
eyes rolled back slightly as she slowly closed her eyelids and sank
farther and farther down on his giant penis until at last it
completely disappeared up inside her. Reaching up, Billy took his
Constance's round, heavy breasts in his hands and roughly massaged
them paying particular attention to the bulging, pink
nipples.

"Oh, God," Constance groaned,
leaning forward and slowly easing her silken cunt up his swollen
prick, "I love to fuck you."

"Your hot pussy feels so good
sliding up and down my cock," Billy growled as she sank back down
on his cock at the same time he humped up at her.

Leaning forward over him with her
eyes shut, she began to rock up and down on her knees lifting and
lowering her hungry cunt up and down on his cock. Her hot, sucking
pussy gulped his rock-hard prick and then relaxed to let it slither
out of her.

Over and over again, his cock
filled the void between her legs.

Up and down, up and down she
rocked, riding his monstrous cock toward another orgasm as time
seemed to stand still

Billy could feel her breasts
growing slippery as sweat began to trickle down over them. But
still she pumped her pussy up and down his juice-drenched
cock.

"It’s, unh, been, unh, been, unh,
so, unh, so, long, unh, since, unh, I’ve, unh, had, unh, a, unh, a,
unh, cock," she grunted out between thrusts. "And, unh, never, unh,
a, unh, cock, unh, like, unh, like, unh, yours."

They fucked for five, ten, then
fifteen minutes as Constance grunted and panted above him. Then at
last, Billy sensed that she was nearing the Promised Land once
again as her hot cunt clamped down around his cock harder and
harder on each lunge. Her breath was coming in hot gasps as she
climbed higher and higher up the slope and he could feel another
load of super-heated cum gathering inside his big, hard balls. It
bubbled and boiled awaiting the final rush that would bring both of
them over the top and send them hurtling down into the abyss of
pleasure.

"FUCK!" She finally snarled,
shoving her cunt down on him as hard as she could.

Billy felt the first convulsion of
pleasure wrack her cunt as it locked down around him triggering the
explosion of cum that shot up into her.

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she blathered
as her cunt squeezed and milked his cock.

But almost as soon as it began, it
was over. He was completely drained as he felt Constance's cunt
melt into soft warmness around his cock.

"Oh, Constance," he moaned,
pulling her down onto him and kissing her.

They lay there arms and legs
intertwined for several minutes before she finally raised up and
pulled her cum-filled cunt up off his shrunken manhood.

What time was it, he wondered? It
felt like they had been fucking all afternoon long. The last time
he remembered looking at his watch at the grocery store, it had
read twelve-thirty.

But now it was three-thirty. What
had happened? Where had the day gone? Looking over at her, he saw
she was sleeping. Gawking at her, he felt such another jolt of
electricity sparkle through his cock.

What now, he wondered. Would she
want him to spend his two weeks with her? Would she want to spend
that time in bed making wild, passionate sex? Or would she send him
on his way now that he had temporarily satisfied her need for sex?
Only time would tell he told himself. Regardless of the next two
weeks, he wanted one last fuck at least.

Constance was lying on her stomach
as he reached out and ran his hand over her beautiful, round
ass.

One last fuck before he had to
leave her, if that were the case, he told himself raising up onto
his knees.

Standing on his knees between her
legs, he furiously pounded his cock to hardness. It only took a few
moments to get his cock hard enough to do its dastardly deed as he
bent down and took hold of his Constance's hips.

"What? What, uh, what, oh, Baby,"
she mumbled sleepily.

"One more time?" he asked
her.

"Only one?" she complained. "I
thought you said you had two weeks off."

"But, I didn’t, didn’t know if you
wanted me to, uh…" he grinned.

"Of course, I do," she grinned up
at him, "but don’t let that stop you right now."

"Yes, ma’am," he snickered,
lifting on her hips, trying to pull her up onto her knees so he
could get at her pussy once again.

"Damn, where did the day go," she
complained, pushing her butt up into the air.

Holding onto his cock, he rubbed
the big, bloated head up and down the wet slit until it was coated
with her juices. Then, aiming the monster at the wet, oozing hole,
he gave out an animalistic grunt and shoved it deep inside
her.

"Jeez," she snarled, pushing back
against him and sucking all eight inches of his cock up into the
hot, clenching pit between her legs.

Grabbing hold of her perfectly
rounded hips, Billy quickly began to pound his cock in and out of
her tight, hot pussy. At the same time he was working his hips back
and forth, he was pushing and pulling on her hips with his hands,
impaling her on his giant prick over and over again. While he was
doing this, Constance was arching her back and hunching her hips
back and forth in cadence with his onerous assault.

Why did it always have to end,
Billy fussed? He never seemed to get enough of the glorious
creation that resided lay women’s legs and especially Constance’s
delightful pussy. But why was he complaining, he asked himself as
he deliriously fucked her, he was getting all he could want at the
moment. And then there was the next two weeks. Two festive,
fuck-filled weeks with his dream woman. The woman that had been so
unattainable for so long.

Regretfully, he knew that even
though the two weeks now stretched out before them like summer
vacation in school, it would end all too soon as all good things
did. There just never seemed to be enough time or pussy, he
bitterly thought as he hammered his cock into her pussy.

"Yeah, Baby, yeah, fuck me good,
fuck me hard," Constance whined as their bodies obscenely slapped
together.

"I, UNH, don't, UNH, want, UNH,
to, UNH, ever, UNH, stop," he grunted out between thrusts. "Want,
UNH, to, UNH, fuck, UNH, you, UNH, all, UNH, the, UNH,
time."

"I, I, want, you, you, to, fuck,
me," she whined, thrusting herself back against him.

It felt too good to end, he
thought to himself. It felt too good to have her hot, sucking cunt
wrapped around his cock, pulling and milking on it with wild
abandon.

Wanting to postpone the
inevitable as long as he could, he slowed his attack to a crawl.
But he knew that not even that could prolong their fuck-fest for
long. Then a rush of adrenaline poured through his body as he
watched the evil monster slowly disappearing into the meaty gash
between the cheeks of her delightful ass. He was fucking her like
she was his mare. Fucking her from behind just like she was a mare
and he was her stud. Her stud mounting her and giving her all of
his monster cock.

Gently digging his fingers into the soft,
smooth skin of her hips, he pulled her backwards as he drove his
massive penis deeper and deeper into the hot, clutching hole.

"Oh, it’s going in so, so
deep," she gushed, leaning back and impaling herself on his big,
hard prick.

Taking his time and savoring
every pleasurable second, Billy eased his cock down into her until
at last, his hairless groin nudged up against the soft swell of her
ass. Still pulling on her, he ground his belly into her ass burying
every last millimeter of his monster down into the fiery core of
her womanhood.

"Oh, it’s so big," she
murmured, wiggling her ass and rolling it in tiny circles as his
giant prick twirled around inside her hungry cunt. "And so
long."

Relishing the feel of Constance’s hot, wet
cunt clenching down around his fat prick, he didn’t move for
several seconds as Constance continued to work her ass around in
circles.

Finally, with a shudder, he
slowly backed his bloated, juice-covered cock back out of the
slavering hole between her legs. Watching the evil, blue-veined
monster gradually reappear, he pulled it back until only its big,
bloated head remained inside the fleshy portal.

Then with a sadistic grunt, he shoved all
eight inches of his hard, swollen penis back into her with one
powerful thrust.

"Oh, yes, Baby," she babbled
as he began to forcefully work his hips back and forth sliding his
cock in and out of her pussy with passion.

"God, you’re, so, hot," he
grunted out between strokes as he smugly drove his huge prick in
and out of the drooling slit peeking out from below the perfect,
round globes of her exquisite ass.

"Oh, it feels tooo good,"
she crooned, rocking back and forth in rhythm with him as they
fucked.

Gradually, Billy picked up
the pace, driving his cock in and out of her faster and harder as
the bedsprings groaned and complained beneath them.

Billy could hear the wet
slapping sounds of their bodies as he ruthlessly drug her back and
forth on his pistoning prick. Gaping down at his long, thick cock,
he watched it slithering in and out from between Constance’s fat,
meaty cunt-lips as it glistened evilly in the light of the
afternoon sun.

Grunting with the effort, he
fucked her faster and faster as she groveled below him.

Then suddenly Billy heard Constance gasping,
trying to catch her breath as she arched back and shoved her
imploding cunt down onto his invading prick.

"OHGodcominggin," she
groaned out, trembling and shaking as another orgasm rocketed
through her.

Billy stopped for her,
watching on with perverse delight as she shook and shivered her way
through her orgasm. Keeping his giant cock thrust down inside her
convulsing cunt all the way to the hilt, he could feel the powerful
undulations of her cunt muscles as they furiously clutched at his
cock.

"Oh, Billy, oh, Billy, feels
so, feels so good," she wept out while she pushed her spasming cunt
back at him harder and harder.

Finally, Billy felt the throes of her orgasm
waning and he quickly began to pump his cock in and out of her once
again.

"Yes, yes," she hissed,
spreading her legs apart wider for him, "fuck me, fuck me hard,
fuck me and make me come again."

He could feel her furiously
milking his cock with her cunt as he hammered his huge cock in and
out of the overflowing, juice-drenched slit between her
outstretched legs. Arching his back, he drove his oversized penis
up into her pussy over and over again as he struggled toward his
own climax. He could feel her hot juice pouring out of her cunt,
coating his belly and balls with its hot stickiness as he pounded
his massive monster into her.

He could feel the tight ball
of fire inside his balls growing hotter and hotter with every
pounding penetration. Constance’s hot, tight cunt locked down
around his prick as he furiously hammered his cock into
her.

"Gonna, come, gonna, feel,
it, feel it, Oh, oh, Fuck," he panted, gasping for air as he felt
his cock finally erupt inside the hot channel of her
cunt.

As it did, Billy rammed his prick into her as
deep and hard as he could and squirted out a giant gob of white-hot
jism into her.

"Commmmminnnnggggg," he gagged
out, shoving his cock in deeper and deeper as it spewed out its
noxious load of hot semen into her.

"Commminnngggtoooooo," she
wheezed as her cunt locked down around his spurting
cock.

In an orgasmic daze, Billy
was barely able to hang onto consciousness as the pleasure pouring
up from his cock threatened to fry his brain. He was coming again.
Coming in Constance’s wondrous pussy. He was coming in his
beautiful lover’s awesome cunt. It was fantastic, he told himself
as he grunted and shoved his erupting cock deeper and deeper into
the hot, gluttonous core of her cunt. She was franticly working the
muscles of her cunt on his cock, sucking on it and pulling out load
after load of his potent essence. Hungrily sucking on his cock with
her cunt, she quickly emptied the monster’s toxic payload as he
gasped for breath.

"Awesome. Fucking awesome,"
he groaned as he slowly backed away from her dragging his
cum-drenched love-sword out of her cunt.

"Yeah, fucking awesome," she
groaned, rolling over onto her back as he flopped down on the bed
beside her. "And to think, we have two whole weeks to fill with fun
and frivolity."

"Yeah, a two week,
fun-filled fuck-fest," he laughed. "But are you sure that I’m the
only one of your students that you’ve done this with?"

"I’m sure," she giggled. "So
I guess that now you know. You’re the teacher’s pet…"
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