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The girl's hand was small, almost dainty, and
very warm as it slipped into the waistband of his unzipped pants.
It teased at the skin of his lower belly for a moment, and he could
feel all the rings that she was wearing. Then those clever, nimble
fingers wrapped around his erection.

Derik had had that erection for several hours
now, it felt like, despite the fact that he had been trying so hard
to hide it. Ordinarily he could manage it. But agreeing to chaperon
the last senior class trip right before graduation had been a
certain kind of hell. The longer it went, the stiffer he had
gotten. And now this!

He tried to pull back. He knew he should. But
she was hanging on, and her perfectly manicured fingernails were
poised right by his cock. The pressure felt good as it was, but he
knew it would feel like hell the second he moved too fast.

He was trapped.

Derik was aware of the consequences of the
situation. If he made any noise that drew attention to his
situation, the party would be over, and his career would be with
it.

The school board and PTA of their wealthy
district liked to think of themselves as cool and forward thinking.
But how forward thinking would they be if one of their high school
teachers got caught with his cock out? Who cared if she was
eighteen, like all the students had to be to come on this trip? She
was still a student, and the consequences would still be bad for
him.

The room was pitch-black,
meaning that Derik didn't even know which
of his students was now giving his throbbing cock
a slow, lingering stroke. At first he was worried because the power
at the ancient mountain lodge, which had been flickering in and out
all evening, seemed to finally have given up the ghost. Now he was
praying that it didn't decide to come back on any time
soon.

Beneath his pants, that hand
was still stroking over his shaft with the confidence of someone
who was definitely not holding her first penis. She was simply
getting the hang of this particular tool's shape and size, finding
out its features. Derik knew that he was hung disproportionally
well to most other men, but he never expected one of his students
would get in there to find out just how well hung he was!

Coming to his senses for a moment, he reached
and grabbed the slender wrist in front of him. That didn't stop the
fingers inside his underwear from their exploration, though, as
they dipped down under his balls and gave them a tight squeeze.

It had been way,
way too long since he'd had someone touch
him like this. Once upon a time he'd had a thriving social life,
getting more than enough pussy almost any time he wanted it. He was
a handsome man, after all, and when word of what he was packing in
his shorts got around, sometimes it was hard to tear curious women
away. But being employed as a public high school teacher had taken
most of his time over the past year, meaning that he was now almost
at the point of getting hard at anything that moved. So he was
finding it especially hard to resist as those fingers teased at his
balls, which were swelled with a heavy buildup of unspent sperm.
His cock was so hard now it was almost painful.

Whoever that student was who was feeling him
up right now, she was obviously enjoying how big and heavy it was.
Her fingers played up and down its shaft, squeezing and testing its
rigidity, always finding it stiff as iron. Did she have any idea
the effect she was having on him? Did she even know whose prick she
was holding?

What had made so much of the student trip
difficult was how students dressed when they weren't required to
abide by school dress code rules. All the girls were wearing shorts
now that practically covered no more than their underwear did, or
putting on tiny skirts that gave flashes of their panties every
time they bent over.

Then he heard a low, breathy laugh close to
his ear. "Well, well," said the unseen girl. And just like that,
Derik knew who it was.

Paloma Valentin was the class beauty, by far
the most gorgeous of the whole senior class. She had a very
distinctive voice, because her mother and father were both Russian
immigrants, giving all of her consonants a lovely clipped quality.
Derik didn't need to see her to know how hot she was. If he was
been honest with himself, he'd thought about her before in a way
that wasn't appropriate for a teacher to think. But he couldn't
help it, not with how gorgeous she was. Besides, they were just
thoughts, right? She would never have to know.

Yet as though somebody had told her, here she
was, stroking his cock in the dark.

Then Derik gasped and jerked as he felt a
soft brush of something against the head of his tool and realized
that what he was feeling was the downy softness of pussy lips.

Was Paloma insane? The
larger room was no longer pitch dark, because of cell phone lights
that people were treating like glow sticks as they hopped and
danced along to the music that was playing from somebody's iPod.
And they were off in a little secluded area, him and Paloma, but
they weren't that secluded. Any
sudden restoration of power and it would be obvious what they were
up to. How could she take a chance like this?

Derik tried to clear his throat warningly.
"Someone might see," he whispered hotly.

Paloma giggled. "Don't worry about it," she
said, pushing closer. Her wet pussy rubbed up and down along his
cock, juicing it up a little more with every slip and slide. She
was obviously ready for this, more than ready in fact. "You think
this was an accident? It will be a long time before someone brings
the power back up. And a long time is exactly how long I've been
wanting to get my hands around your cock, Mr. Patricks." She
punctuated his name with another squeeze of his shaft.

Maybe a better man would have been able to
resist. But Derik Patricks wasn't a better man at all. He was a
horny, desperate man who had been too long without the pleasures of
the flesh, and there was only so much of that a man could
understand. The pressure of her warm, inviting pussy up against his
painfully hard shaft was more important to him right then than
anything. Even if it risked his career and his reputation, that
didn't matter. What mattered was getting the release that his body
so craved.

"Paloma," Derik said, putting a hand on her
waist. Her shorts were so low waisted and her shirt cropped enough
that he mostly felt the beautiful bare skin of her middle.

"Yes, Mr. Patricks?" she said. He couldn't
see her, but he could hear the smile in her voice.

"What are you doing?" he asked with his last
bit of self control.

Paloma smiled as she pushed even closer to
him. "I'm trying to get fucked," she said, her voice sultry. "I'm
trying to get that big cock shoved up my pussy. Give it to me."

Derik swallowed hard, breathing deep and
smelling the flowery scent of her body lotion. In the dark of the
lodge's main room, he could only make out the faintest outline of
her frame, crowned with long chestnut hair. He couldn't see her
expression, but he knew that smile, the one that came through
luscious plump lips. He knew that every boy in the school would
have given his right nut just to have her look twice at him. And
now here she was, begging for him to fuck her.

How could he refuse?

She pushed up closer to him, and he let
himself be backed up against a wall. He wasn't a short man, but she
was tall herself for a woman, with incredible long legs, and that
tallness was just accentuated by those platform sandals all the
girls were wearing these days. She opened her thighs wide and
leaned forward, resting her weight on him and sandwiching him
between her body and the wall. Then she bent her knees slightly and
let her weight sag, and all of that pretty pussy came slipping down
around his aching cock.

Paloma sighed with pleasure
as she sunk herself on him. "Oh, shit, you're big. We all knew you'd be big, but... that's
big."

Derik held her waist as he
balanced her on top of his dick, letting her control the speed as
she began to fuck herself on him. The feeling of her cunt around
his cock was incredible, more than he ever could have imagined. It
had been a long time for him, but not so long that he forgot what
it felt like to fuck a woman. Even so, though, this was better than
most pussies he had been inside. She was tight and hot, and of
course there was the forbidden tingle of fucking a
student.

With a wiggle, Paloma came to a rest with her
pussy lips against the root of Derik's cock, holding his shaft deep
inside of her. She had taken him all the way in! He'd met some full
grown women who hadn't been able to do that on the first try, and
yet here she was, an eighteen year old high school student, sucking
him up with the easy of a practiced whore. Her inner muscles
clenched and gripped at his cock as he felt himself swell
impossibly inside of her.

At last, after all the times he had dreamed
about what it would be like, he was inside her. No matter what he
thought it might be like, it was even better. She lifted her arms
and reached for his face, pressing her chest against his. Her tits
were tiny, but her nipples were so large and hard that he could
feel them through the fabric of both their shirts, especially since
she didn't appear to be wearing a bra at all. She took his face in
her hands and brought his lips to hers for a kiss.

As they kissed, Paloma
started to wriggle her hips. Her tongue moved against his, making
Derik gasp. She tasted like sweetness and candy, but also like the
tip of an alcoholic flame. Was their alcohol at this party? He
worried for a moment he was being a bad chaperon, then realized
that he currently had his cock buried up to the hilt inside of one
of his students, which made him not only bad but the
worst chaperon

Now was not the time to
think of that, though. She pressed closer to him and held on to his
chest as she started to ride his cock. She rolled her ass up and
down him as much as their positions would allow, impaling herself
time and time again on his impressive dick. She was beautiful like
an angel and she fucked like the
devil, what a combination!

There was no fumbling virgin hesitation as
she practically attacked his cock. This was a difficult position to
maintain, the two of them standing, but she had it all but
mastered. As he braced himself against the wall, she braced herself
against his body, so that her tight little cunt could pump up and
down his throbbing meat. She gasped every time the swollen head of
his shaft bottomed out in her wet depths. All he had to do was
stand there, practically, and she was going to pleasure herself on
him.

 

Her ass wriggled as she drove down for
another stroke, taking his pole all the way in
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