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It had been a long day. Marina felt as though she had been herding proverbial cats through customs, shepherding them on and off coaches until, at last, they had arrived at their final destination in Paris.
The students themselves - all from the final year of their sixth form - were an excitable bunch. She could remember when she too had been full of such spring joys and smiled wryly as she watched them disembarking from the bus and entering the hotel. Most of them were simply buoyant and happy but a couple of them gave her sly grins as they walked by. Although Marina attempted to keep a straight, stern face, she was secretly rather flattered by those looks: after all, while she would have to be in loco parentis, keeping an eye on them while they were seduced by the attractions of the city, the fact that one or two plainly saw her as an added attraction did make her feel rather good about herself.
She couldn’t help but snort at that particular thought. She had been teaching for nearly twenty years and certainly was not the bright-eyed, bouncy student who had been in their position more than half a lifetime ago. She had, if anything, been a much worse minx than any of these youngsters were at her age, and her parents would have died if they’d known what she had got up to when away from home at eighteen. She still had a thing for Italians, although it had never really happened with a group of them ever again as it had so many years ago on a balmy, summer’s day in Pisa.
“You all right, miss?” Marina’s expression must have been somewhat peculiar as she snapped out of her trance. The youth questioning her was called Frank Lauderdale - Frankie to his friends. He could be a bit of a handful - boisterous and insubordinate at times, but like so many of her colleagues she forgave him a lot because he was undoubtedly intelligent and, as with so many of his peers, a little bored and frustrated at still being at school. Actually, now she came to think of it, while Frankie was undoubtedly a real charmer, it was the way he looked at you with those glittering blue eyes of his, a smile always on his lips and that flick of jet black hair that really made you willing to forgive. That, and the fact that this tall, eighteen year old was filling out very nicely. As usual, he was with his close companion in crime, Daniel - or Danny - a stockier, sandy-haired youth, equally good looking in his own way though not quite as cheeky as Frank.
“I’m very well, thank you,” she said, though she was surprised to realise just how much she was blushing. Her mind had wandered as she remembered her own study visit, and those four Italian men in their twenties. When they realised how willing she was to be manhandled by them, they had enjoyed her in ways she had not even considered possible. It was not to be the last time she had been penetrated simultaneously, an experience she had repeated several times at university, but after her marriage and eventual divorce those kinds of sexual transgressions had diminished completely. Fuck! she swore silently. What was she thinking with all these kids around? And why the hell was she getting damp between the legs?
“Thinking of all the things you can get up to in Paris, are you miss?” Frankie’s cheeky grin became even wider - about the only thing that prevented her from reprimanding him there and then. When he smiled, anyone looking on would have thought that butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth, although once or twice she had heard some filth come from those cherubic lips that demonstrated Frankie was far less innocent than he could look. At his words, Danny sniggered.
“That’s enough of that, Lauderdale,” she said primly, aware of just how uncomfortable she was starting to feel between her legs. “Go and get ready in your room. We’ve a trip to the Louvre planned later for today.”
As she followed the hollering group, boys mixed with girls, all of them eighteen by now, she shook her head - as much at herself as at this group of ten excitable, hormonal teenagers. She would have to keep a watch over them as much as possible she knew, a fact that made her feel somewhat hypocritical, as no doubt they’d try bedhopping at every available opportunity.
She noticed Frankie and Danny sneaking a glimpse back at her, each one shoving the other as they walked. Marina was kind of used to this attention by now, and though she would never admit it to them she was actually rather flattered. Not so bad for a forty year old, she would often tell herself. Things may not have worked out with her ex, James, in the end, but while she may not have been as trim and petite as the young girl who had left for Italy so many summers ago, nonetheless her figure was more voluptuous and womanly, her hair dark and long. She was a favourite with both pupils at her school and not a few of the teachers - not that she’d been particularly attracted to the rather worn out staff she worked with.
She shook her head, her skirt swooshing around her hips as they swayed from side to side, her long boots reaching up to her knees. What she most needed now was a shower. Her train of thought was suddenly interrupted by a vision of those four Italian men, naked, rock hard. That had better be a cold shower, she told herself.
The hotel was a little more basic than she would have chosen had she been on her own, but for the young people in her care it was a source of considerable excitement. As they ran off to their rooms, she barked out instructions in her most “teacherly” voice for them to meet in the lobby in an hour’s time for their first study visit.
Closing the door to her room, she dropped her bag and flopped back onto the bed. It had been exhausting enough, and was glad for a little time on her own. As she lay there, her skirt slightly rucked up around her thighs, her legs spread slightly in a rather unladylike fashion, the fantasy that had been hovering at the edges of her imagination all day returned rather vividly. A young, very naughty eighteen year old girl, stripped bare and sucking on more cocks in one day than she had managed to get hold of (and not for want of trying) in her brief, sexually active life at that point.
She was surprised that something she had not thought about for so long was so clear in her mind. It was the fact that she had had her first experience of group sex on a similar study visit such as this that had prompted those memories to rise.
What Marina had thought she really needed was a shower, but as she lay there the heat that had been rising in her abdomen and loins now spread across her body. Almost unbidden, her thighs moved a little further apart and her hands moved down to the hem of her dress. In her imagination, she saw two huge cocks before her face, coming each in turn to her mouth while she felt both her holes stretched from behind.
Her fingers tugged the fabric of her skirt upwards. She had been wearing tights and felt a little disgusted as she felt that the fabric was becoming sodden - she really had to get out of these as quickly as possible. At the same time, however, as her fingers brushed against her knickers she also realised just how soaking wet her panties were. Fuck! Everything else could wait.
Slipping both hands down, she slipped her tights halfway down her thighs, followed by her knickers, the elastic stretched wide between her legs. It looked inelegant, she was sure, but she didn’t care in the slightest. Instead, her fingers dipped to her clit which was beginning to emerge from the hood of her pussy as her labia opened slightly.
Her juices were already flowing, and as she rubbed her clit and then slapped her pussy with her hand. Christ! she thought to herself, her orgasm was building up more quickly than she had expected. As she fucked herself with her fingers, sliding two fingers into the soft, warm folds of her cunt, she moved them more and more rapidly, using her other hand to rub her clit again. As spasms moved through her, her thighs bucked and came up, clamping around her hands as she brought herself off almost immediately.
As she came, the visions of those four Italian hunks filled her mind, mixed with other escapades that she had never entirely got over, or indeed her ex James fucking her in the ass in the first flush of their time together. Perhaps a little disturbingly, there was a flash of Danny and Frankie, almost leering at her, as sparks shot before her eyes.
When she lowered her legs at last, she was breathing hard, surprised at just how fast her orgasm had been. She had needed that, she realised: perhaps now she could pass the rest of the day as a professional teacher rather than a frustrated fuck beast. That thought made her smirk, and she slowly, tentatively, stood and began to strip out of her clothes.
Her panties had been stained with her own juices, she realised, and it was with a rueful look that she saw a ladder in her tights caused by her own long fingernails. She shrugged and slipped off her skirt, naked from the waist down.
As she turned and began to undo her blouse, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Before her stood a handsome woman, with strong features and long dark hair, her breasts full in her bra and unbuttoned blouse, a tuft of trimmed pubes visible in the V of her crotch. As she opened up her blouse, her breasts - always one of her best assets - were large and still firm despite the fact that her waist was not as slender as it had once been.
She sighed a little. The woman in front of her was still beautiful, she told herself, but what did that matter in this day and age when to be a woman more than forty years old was to be over the hill. It had been far too long, she realised, since she had had a really decent fuck (actually, too long even since a mediocre one), and what she really wanted was to be taken roughly in every way, just as she had in her wayward youth.
Shaking her head at herself, she unhooked her bra, her breasts perhaps hanging lower ever so slightly but also so much larger and, she thought, appealing than when she had been an eighteen year old girl. She was still a damn fine woman, if only other men would take the time to look. Letting her bra fall to the floor, she went through to the en suite bathroom and started a shower.
If her cheeks were perhaps a little more flushed as she descended to the lobby at the allotted time, there was no need for the students to know that she had played with herself once more in the shower, fingering herself in the ass as she frigged herself to climax, enjoying the sensation of hot water as it splashed over her breasts and poured between her thighs. Frankie and Danny sniggered when they saw her, and for a second she blushed even more before getting a grip of herself.
A minibus had been hired to take the group to the Louvre, and Marina chatted in French to the driver as he navigated the way to the museum. Looking back at one point, she caught the two youths who were clearly going to be much more trouble than the rest on this trip ogling her buttocks as they curved against the taut fabric of her skirt, a fact that made her lift her eyebrows in mock disdain although she said nothing.
Entering the long corridors and galleries of the Louvre, the students were excited enough still by their absence from home not to mind too much that she was actually tricking them into an educational experience. All of them wanted to see the Mona Lisa, of course, which made Marina groan inwardly, mainly because of all the crowds that would inevitably be gathered around it. After that, however, they made their way past the exhibits, Marina explaining the odd one as she was asked questions.
It took her about half an hour or so to realise that Freddie and Danny were missing. “Where have they got to now?” she asked, expecting with a sinking feeling that they would have probably skipped out of the museum altogether and were either buying drugs, visiting a sex club, or being mugged in a back alley by now.
“Don’t know, miss,” shrugged one of the girls, Hayley, in reply.
“Well, wait here - no, on second thoughts, go to the cafeteria and get something to drink and eat. I’ll catch up with you lot later when I’ve found those two pains in the backside.”
Fortunately for her, they had not left the Louvre, but instead were pushing and shoving each other in front of another painting, one depicting a sensuous and erotic scene of a large number of naked women gathered together by a marbled pool.
“There you are,” she said, her voice harsher than she had intended and making both lads jump slightly. It was only then that she really took in the painting and, not for the first time in their presence, arched one eyebrow. “I should have guessed.”
“Yeah, this is much better than that Mona Lisa, one,” Freddie told her, gesturing to the sumptuous curves of the women’s breasts and their hips depicted in oils.
“Too right,” Danny chipped in. “I mean, they’re a bit on the chunky side, but that other one - she’s a real minger.”
“Remind me to come to you both next time I require art criticism,” she muttered. Nonetheless, she had to admit that she preferred this one to the more famous painting. It looked familiar and, easing past them, she read the caption on the wall. “Ingres, The Turkish Bath,” she translated.
“We thought it was something like that,” Freddie said. “Mind you, you’re much fitter than both of them.”
“That’s the truth,” Freddie replied.
Marina was not entirely sure how to respond to this, but before she could answer she realised precisely the position she was in. Leaning forward, her breasts had pushed against Freddie’s arm and her blouse, which she had released one button of because it was so hot in the gallery, had pulled aside slightly so that he had a very clear view of her own sumptuous curves, her breasts filling up the cup of her bra. As she straightened up and did up her blouse, she blushed.
Seeing this, Freddie looked sly for a moment and then said: “I’m sure I read somewhere that the Turks were really into anal sex. Is that true, miss?”
Marina’s mouth gaped open as she thought what to say to him, aware only that for some strange reason she was blushing even more. It would have probably been easier to reprimand the little bastard had not her own head been full that moment of memories of four Italian men taking it in turns to fuck her in her own ass.
Taking advantage of her discomposure, Freddie whipped out his phone. “What are you doing?” she asked at last.
“Just checking something. Oh, yeah, here it is. Just like what I thought. Turkish women are really up for it.”
As he turned his phone, the screen was filled with a photograph. A dark woman, her breast heavy and glistening with sweat, was facing the camera. Dark skinned and beautiful, she was seated on a man, her thighs parted so that the sight of his almost black cock entering her asshole was very plain to see.
That was bad enough. But what stopped Marina in her tracks was the woman’s face. Twisted in ecstasy, obviously enjoying every minute of it, the woman could have been a younger version of herself.
“Put that away,” she hissed at last, “before I confiscate it.”
Smirking, Freddie glanced sideways at his partner in crime. “You can have it any time you want, miss. All you’ve got to do is ask for it.”
With that, the two of them turned on her heels, heading off and leaving Marina to stand there with her mouth open before, at last, she sped after them and, attempting to reassert some control, placed a hand on each of their shoulders and directed them towards the cafeteria.
The afternoon was somewhat tiring - as was guiding her charges to their evening meal and paying a visit to a nearby disco. As such, playing the role of chaperone left Marina feeling pretty exhausted and by the time she returned to the hotel she thought she would be ready to flop out and fall to sleep.
Just to make sure, she cracked open a bottle from the mini bar and poured herself a glass of wine. She had tried to make sure that she didn’t drink too much while out, but it was nearly one in the morning and she thought that a couple of glasses would help her drift off. In any case, they didn’t have a busy morning ahead of them, so it would be fine for her to sleep in. She had a suspicion that some of the young men and women in her care would be undertaking midnight assignations with each other, but they were all over eighteen and she really was too tired to go and police the corridors of the hotel.
The first glass seemed to slip down more easily than she had expected, leaving her head feeling rather light, and she was just removing her blouse - her skirt already at her feet on the floor next to her shoes and tights - when she heard a knock at the door. Cursing, and dressed only in her bra and panties, she pulled on a dressing gown and opened the door slightly.
She saw Freddie and, next to him, Danny in the corridor outside. Pulling the cord of her gown more tightly about her, she opened the door wider and, looking up at them (it was amazing how tall these two young men were when she was out of her heels), she gave them a stern glance. “Yes?” she asked, primly.
“Sorry, miss,” Freddie said with that dazzling smile of his. “You weren’t in bed, were you?”
“No, not yet,” she sighed. “But I’m about to. And you should be as well.”
Danny nodded, apologetically, but also added. “We really are sorry, but we’ve got to ask you some advice.”
“Can’t it wait till the morning?” Marina asked, her shoulders slumping. Freddie shook his head. “What is it then?”
“It’s a bit... personal, miss. Can we come in?”
Reluctantly, Marina gave the door another shove and then went into her room. There was only one chair so she sat on the bed, indicating the chair to Freddie. “You can sit on the floor,” she said sternly as Freddie went to sit down beside her. “Now, what is it?”
“Well...” Freddie looked hesitant. “It’s something that’s kind of driving us crazy, and we need some advice.”
Marina sighed again, but then looked intently at both of the boys. They were such fresh-faced youths, she thought, and both very handsome - both tall but Freddie slightly more slender than his sandy-haired companion. God, she thought fleetingly. What I wouldn’t have given a few years ago to be in a room on my own with two lads like these. Immediately she suppressed the thought, but couldn’t prevent herself blushing slightly.
Freddie noticed her cheeks and a glint flashed in his eye. “There’s... someone who’s coming on to us, miss, if you know what I mean. We both think she wants us, but we’re not really sure what to do.”
“And what makes you think she wants you?” Despite herself, Marina stammered slightly over the words. Her throat was dry and, instinctively, she reached for the glass of wine she had placed next to the bed. She didn’t notice that the front of her gown had parted slightly, revealing her one breast, until she saw Freddie looking at it. Grabbing hold of the fabric, she pulled it to primly and took a swig of wine.
“Lots of things.” It was Danny who spoke now. “The way she dresses, how she brushes past us. Mind if we have a drink of wine, miss?”
“Yes, I do mind,” Marina snapped.
“It’s not illegal,” Freddie told her, pertly. “There’s lots of things we can do now, miss.”
Marina regretted her earlier tone - she was tired, that was all. At the same time, she had to admit a gossipy interest in what these two young men obviously wanted to share with her. “Go on,” she said, indicating the half-filled bottle and pointing to glasses on the side.
Danny lifted himself from the floor and fetched glasses, pouring a drink for himself and Freddie.
“She also doesn’t mind when we... you know, show her stuff. We think she’s up for it - really, but we don’t know what to do, and we were hoping you’d give us some advice.” Freddie took a drink of his wine.
Marina felt herself becoming warmer all of a sudden. “What kind of stuff?”
“She doesn’t seem to mind, you know, pictures of women and men... doing stuff.”
“She’s a right dirty bitch,” guffawed Danny, and Marina stared at him harshly.
“No she’s not!” Freddie said, slapping his friend and almost causing him to spill his drink. “She’s just... well, I think she’s pretty experienced, and she’s up for a lot more stuff than anyone else we’ve met.”
“And what sort of stuff is she up to?” Marina was starting to consider who they might be talking about. Helen was very good looking, certainly, the most beautiful girl on the trip and popular, but also with a hint of puritanical self-rectitude that didn’t indicate she would put it about a lot. Looks could be deceptive, of course, as the teacher well knew. Perhaps they meant Tammy, who certainly displayed a lust for life that reminded Marina of herself when she was young.
“Well... we think she’d be willing to try... anything...” Freddie halted and looked towards Danny, who was gulping down his wine.
“Yeah, you know. Anal. Gangbangs. Double penetration. That kind of stuff.”
Marina had been sipping her own wine at that point and nearly spat a mouthful of it out across the room. She knew that she should reprimand the both of them, but at the same time she was getting a warm, squirming sensation between her own thighs.
Gulping, she managed to regain her breath. “And who is this girl you’re talking about?” Tammy, it had to be Tammy. Unless shy, mousy Patricia was really a devil underneath that prim exterior.
Freddie looked directly at her. “It’s not a girl, miss. It’s you.”
The room was silent for a moment. Everything inside her head was telling Marina to expel the boys from there immediately. She had been too familiar with them, and that incident with the picture on the phone had been a mistake - like countless others, she realised now, she had made during the previous year when her guard had been down. She should shout at them, discipline them, keep her job. Yet when she opened her mouth, it was dry again - despite all the wine - and she was blushing.
Danny picked himself up from the floor and came and sat next to her on the bed. Still she said nothing, but her eyes flickered down to the crotch of his jeans where - oh God - an erection the like of which she had not seen for years was beginning to form. Although Freddie was the more charming of the two, it did not surprise her that Danny was the first to make a move. He was always the more forward of the two, although even now he just sat a few inches away from her, not speaking nor touching her.
Still nobody spoke. At last, Marina found words to speak. She knew what her head was telling her, but further down another message was pounding through her body - a message that simply went: “I want.” The wine had left her uninhibited - and it had been too long, far too long since she had really experienced the pleasure she wanted.
“Close the door,” she said quietly to Freddie. Turning to Danny, she said: “You, stand up.”
Unsure what was happening, looking at her nervously as he lifted himself from the bed, Danny looked down at her. Fuck, she thought to herself. They’re still just young boys, for all this bravado. She was going to have to take the lead, that was clear: words were not the same as actions, and these two young men needed to be guided.
Freddie came back, standing alongside Danny. His trousers were also swelling, a lump heavy and thick in the front.
“What happens in this room stays in this room. Understand? You mention a word of this - you take stupid photos and share them with your friends, you do anything... and nothing happens, now or ever again. Do you understand me?” The last phrase was almost barked out, and both boys nodded their assent, glancing at each other, unable to believe their luck.
Watching their eager faces, Marina slipped the cord from her gown and let it fall onto the bed so that, as she moved onto her knees in front of them, the robe slipped sideways, letting her large breasts in the confining cups of her bra poke forward. Her dark hair was almost level with their waistbands, and her breath was coming almost as thick and fast as theirs as she lifted her hands to the front of Freddie’s jeans.
As she unbuttoned his jeans with her varnished fingers, Freddie tentatively lifted his hands to her hair and began to stroke it gently. Her own hand dipped inside his trousers, pushing past the boxer shorts she encountered and feeling the heat and hardness that lay beyond. Her own cunt was opening, gaping slightly at the thought, and she could feel her knickers starting to become damp again.
When she drew out the young cock, long and thick, she gave a little moan despite herself. “Oh fuck,” she whispered, and both of the two youths sniggered at this. Suddenly, her demeanour changed and she gripped Freddie’s cock hard in her fist, squeezing it and making him leap backwards for a second until the realisation that she held him in a tight, vice-like grip caused him to halt, half bent over.
“This isn’t a fucking game, you two,” she hissed. “If you want this, then promise me you’ll keep quiet about what happens in here. Swear on it.”
“I swear, I swear!” yelped Freddie in a panic, and Marina let him go, his erection if anything more stimulated by the abuse it had just received, and standing forth proud and hard. She turned her attention to Danny now. “You swear too?” He nodded.
As she pulled his erection out of his jeans, she gave an honest gasp. Freddie’s was long and finely shaped, but she had never seen anything so... fucking huge. “Oh my god,” she groaned. “Oh my fucking god.”
If Freddie was jealous of his friend’s enormous member, so thick and topped with a sprout of sandy pubes, the same colour as the hair of his head, he did not show it. Instead he stood next to Danny so that both of their cocks pointed into their teacher’s face.
Marina, for her part, had begun to masturbate both of them together, chafing the hot, heavy erections with her two hands, letting her fingers rub over the smooth ends of their heads and occasionally pressing into their urethras with her thumb before tugging back to the root of each cock.
Both boys were virtually silent but for the occasional gasp, still unable to believe their luck. While she pulled at them, it was Danny who first reached forward to slide his fingers beneath the cup of her bra, pushing it down so that her stiff, pink nipple protruded which he proceeded to squeeze and pinch between his fingers.
“Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes,” muttered Marina, moving her hands more rapidly. Seeing that she was enjoying this, Freddie joined in, pushing down the other bra cup and squeezing and mauling her tit - inexpertly, but with a vigour and roughness that the teacher realised she was taking great pleasure in.
To show this, she bent her head forward to Freddie’s cock first, opening her lips and letting her tongue touch the tip of his erection before sliding the head into her mouth and then sucking. She allowed her saliva to flood her mouth, making the tip of his cock wet and then his shaft as she pushed herself down. A few, bouncing movements and she was half way, he awkwardly bent so that he could caress and squeeze her breast.
She pulled back, tugging him off a few more times and enjoying the spectacle of his wet member. Then she turned to Danny.
“Oh fucking hell,” she moaned. “I fucking want that.” It was huge in her hands which seemed so small around it, her finger and thumb barely circling the shaft. Opening her lips as wide as they would go, she managed to force the head of him inside her, but little else was able to enter her mouth at first. Instead she just drooled and slobbered, sucking on his cock while the young man closed his eyes and held onto her hair.
Marina alternated between the two of them, looking up at each of them with her dark eyes, her lips distended around their cocks as she forced herself down more deeply on them. “Fucking hell!” groaned Freddie as she almost managed to completely deepthroat him, taking his shaft into her mouth and pushing out her tongue so that it just tickled his balls. In turn, Danny laughed at this in delight, crying out: “You fucking dirty bitch, miss!”
Pulling herself back from Freddie very slowly, she gave the young man a lascivious smile. “You ain’t seen nothing yet,” she told him.
Lifting herself up slightly on her knees, her frame so small next to these two strapping lads who though young were still fit and athletic, she gaped her lips as wide apart as they would go, letting a sliver of saliva drool down onto her breasts, her nipples aching slightly from where they had been pinched and pulled by the boys.
As she lowered her mouth onto Danny’s thick cock, she pushed harder, then harder again. He was barely halfway in when the head of him hit the back of her throat, causing her to gag and splutter, her eyes going wide.
“Fuck, oh fuck,” Danny groaned, gripping her hair and not letting her go - not that Marina intended to pull away. Instead, she worked her lips still in place, her tongue wriggling on the underside of his cock as she tried to force him in deeper. Her eyes, watering now, a single tear forming in one of them and trickling down her cheek, were fixed on his face and she saw him close his eyes as he began to buck his hips slightly, bumping against her throat so that she was choking.
“Shit! Oh god!” he suddenly cried, letting go of her hair and pulling out of her rapidly. Before he could leave completely, her own hands shot up to his balls, gripping them so that he stood still as though hit by an electric shock. She could feel his shaft rippling and knew what was coming, so with the tip of him still in her mouth, she pumped that wide cock between her lips.
It did not take him long to come, and he groaned as his sperm shot into her mouth, salty and bitter across her tongue. He must have been holding himself for a while because there was more cum than she would have expected from a horny, hormonal teenager, and thick puddles of white liquid oozed from the corners of her mouth and down her chin.
She continued to pump him into her mouth while Freddie stood to one side, letting her masturbate him with her free hand. She was so fucking wet now between her legs, excited at the thought of drinking down the young boy’s sperm, that she was desperate to be fucked and almost having a mini orgasm herself.
At last he had finished and she finally let him pull back, swallowing the mess in her mouth and then, with her fingers, scooping up the rest of it and sucking it down, her other hand still gently playing with Freddie.
“Sorry, miss,” said Danny, shame faced.
“Oh, you silly boy,” she told him. “I’m pretty sure we’ll be able to get that back up before long.” Certainly while it was wilting, his cock was still thick and impressive. “Anyway, one good turn deserves another, I say.”
She stood, a thrill going through her loins when she realised again just how small and petite she was next to these two young men. She was still gripping Freddie’s cock, and now he bent to kiss her, his tongue sliding into her spermy mouth as she raised her other hand around his neck, pulling him in close to French kiss him.
Danny, meanwhile, was gently disrobing her, her arms an awkward tangle as she moved them so that he could pull the gown free. Letting it fall to the floor, he moved behind her, kissing her and smelling her hair as his fingers fumbled with her bra clasp, finally undoing it and scooping her heavy tits from their cups.
“Mmm,” she groaned, finally pulling her face from Freddie’s and letting her arm move backwards over her shoulders, groping around for Danny’s broad shoulders while he kissed her and squeezed her breasts, playing with them. Not that she let Freddie’s cock go, not for one moment: that was hers and she was greedy for it.
As Danny bent down to roll her knickers along her thighs and down her calves, she took one then two steps, lifting her feet to stand free. She caught a strong, sharp tang of her own sex, and when he stood back up Danny pushed his hand between her buttocks and thighs, rubbing his fingers along her slit, feeling her wetness before he pushed into her, making her gasp with pleasure.
At last she let go of Freddie’s stiff cock, gently pushing Danny to one side and placing her buttocks on the bed, lifting up one thigh and opening her legs, the other foot still on the floor. Her cunt was now clearly exposed, her breasts rising and falling as she let her hand fall to her wetness, spreading her labia. “Come on, you two, let’s see what you look like naked.”
Danny and Freddie were like two, overeager puppies as they raced to strip, dragging off shoes and jeans, hoiking T-shirts over their heads. Their thighs were solid and strong, and their bodies still lean and tender, though muscling up nicely - Danny’s in particular, though she liked the elegant look of Freddie. She was very pleased to see that the thick monster between Danny’s legs was now standing at half mast, while Freddie was still rock hard.
“Very nice,” she purred. “Now, you,” pointing at Danny, “get between my legs and lick me out. You, come on the bed so I can suck you off.”
Her language was crude, direct. She had quickly decided that anything more subtle, more seductive, would just confuse these two young men who were much less experienced than they liked to pretend. In any case, she may have been their teacher but tonight she was a woman more than anything - and a woman who wanted to get fucked.
Spreading her legs even wider, she put a finger in her mouth and sucked, like a little girl for a moment, as she watched Danny’s broad, muscular back descend over her pussy. He had a look of wonder on his face, and she thought for a second that perhaps this was his first time eating out a woman - a thought that was immediately replaced by a memory of herself being taken by two Italian men. She trickled a little more and gripped Danny’s sandy hair, dragging him into her and forcing him to lick and lap at her wet slit.
As he went to work with his tongue and fingers, penetrating her slightly and doing an enthusiastic if not especially expert job of licking her, so she lay back and let Freddie loom above her, the tip of his cock hanging over her mouth. Reaching up with her free hand as she held Danny in place with the other, she sucked the tip and played with it on her lips, admiring the way that this boy could hold himself without shooting all over her face.
She had become so excited sucking the two of them off that her orgasm began to build almost immediately, rippling through her loins when Danny pushed two fingers into her cunt which was soaking now. Raising her thighs, she wrapped her legs around his head, suffocating him as he had choked her but he - good boy - continued to finger her and lick her clitoris like a trooper. She bucked against him and simply held Freddie’s erection pressed to her cheek as she came all over the young boy’s face.
“Oh fuck!” she groaned at last, letting her legs fall down as Freddy gently continued to palpitate her. Blindly, her hand fumbled down, reaching between her legs between her pubis and his face, finding his wrist and holding him still.
“Sorry, miss,” he said, grinning up at her.
“No, it’s fine. Just need to rest for a minute.” When he stopped, she let her hand come back up to her own brow, blocking out the light for a minute. Although her orgasm had been a speedy one, it had also been hard and she needed to get her senses together for a few moments.
When she felt ready, she went back into dictatorial mode. “Right,” she said, feeling for Freddie’s cock and giving it a gentle tug. “I need to feel the two of you inside me, right now. Danny, lie down on the bed.”
Marina knew what she wanted - and that it would be a real surprise for these two. As Danny placed his taut, masculine body beside her, she lifted herself up and slung one leg across his hips. Reaching down, she felt excited again as her fingers closed around the thick prick and rubbed it against her eager, open pussy, letting her wet juices run over the head. Pushing down her own hips, it took a few goes to find the right angle for him to enter her, but as he did so, stretching her pussy, her eyes went wide and a shudder ran through her body.
“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she moaned, holding herself still.
“You okay, miss?” It was Freddie, his eyes full of concern as he placed a hand on his shoulder. She couldn’t speak but instead pushed herself down a little more, grabbing hold of the other youthful cock in her hand as she gradually lowered herself completely onto Danny.
The sensation of being stretched, of being so completely filled up to her very womb, was wonderful. It had been too long - far too fucking long! She rose and fell a few times, amazed at how sensitive her cunt felt, and as she rammed herself down there was almost the feeling of pain inside her as that thick cock bashed into her womb.
Once she was used to fucking the young boy, had settled into a regular motion with Danny’s hands on her buttocks, stretching them apart, she lowered her head to Freddie’s cock, sucking it again and enjoying the feelings of it in her lips, the soft, hot head in her mouth.
She couldn’t believe how turned on she was, but after a little while of being fucked in her cunt and mouth she knew where she wanted Danny’s cock to go.
“You know that picture you showed me today...” she said, grinning as she held his cock in her hand. Freddie looked confused, then a slow look of realisation dawned across his features and it was his turn to smile.
As he moved behind her, her breasts dangling down into Danny’s face so that he could nuzzle, kiss and suck them, she reached around her back to her buttocks which the lad was still pulling apart. She pushed a finger into her asshole but it was too dry, so she quickly brought her hand up to her mouth, covering the fingers in spittle before returning them to her tight hole.
When she pushed one, then two fingers into her anus, the muscle relaxing slightly and opening up to take them, she was still bouncing up and down on Danny’s huge cock and looking backwards, staring sultrily at Freddie. She fingered herself for a while then dragged out her digits, making the sphincter stretch outwards slightly, red and raw.
“Come on,” she said. “Lick it. Make it wet for your cock.”
Freddie did as he was told, bending forward and placing his hands on her buttocks now, letting Danny move his so that he could maul and play with her tits. As he rimmed her, the other boy let his fingers move around her asshole before inserting one up to the root, making her groan.
They played like this for a while, then Freddie moved into position, pointing his long cock downwards towards her asshole. She stopped bouncing up and down for a while and instead leaned forward so that her own body was flat on top of Danny’s, her tits squashed against his broad chest.
As Freddie started to enter her, she bit her lip and closed her eyes. It hurt slightly, and she forced herself to relax, not to tighten up too much so that he’d be able to enter her...
And then he was in. Her eyes shot open and her mouth gaped in a silent O. One hand automatically shot up, flinging behind her and making contact with his belly, holding him there so that she could get used to having two cocks inside her. It wasn’t the first time, but it had been so long since she had been double penetrated that she would have to get used to the feeling once more.
“Oh... fucking hell!” she groaned at last, and almost collapsed forward, limp like a rag doll on the young man beneath her. As her hand fell down, Freddie took this as his opportunity to begin assfucking her, moving his hips slowly back and forth so that his cock penetrated her inch by inch, very slowly stretching her and filling her up.
Marina couldn’t speak now, but was whimpering and making inarticulate noises as she felt herself stretched in her cunt and ass. The sensation was incredible, her buttocks and thighs twitching as she gave herself up to an orgasm. She had never in her life experienced such a quick succession of climaxes, not even when she’d been gangbanged as a young girl: experience had furnished her with a rich and filthy imagination, and now she knew what was coming even as she was cumming herself.
Her face was pressed sideways on Danny’s chest, and he was slowly moving up and down in her cunt as Freddie fucked her in the ass. Both of them were moving carefully, obviously not daring to be too rough with her and also probably a little nervous of the close contact with each other as young heterosexual men tended to be.
“Slap me,” she gasped.
“What?” Freddie asked, uncertain as to what he had just heard.
“Fucking slap me. Slap my arse while you fuck it. Use me. I’m your fucking bitch.”
She felt Freddie’s cock twitch and jump at this, and as he began to slap her across the buttocks, carefully at first, so she began to talk dirtily to him, urging him on to hit her harder.
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