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A hot preview…

"You want this," I growled. "Don't you?"

She nodded, biting her lip. I reached down between her legs and began rubbing her clit. She gasped, arching her back, as she pushed herself against my touch. Her tits bounced with each movement, and I watched as they jiggled under her shirt, begging me to rip it open and take them in my hands.

I grabbed the hem of her top and yanked it up, exposing her magnificent mammaries. Her large breasts were encased in a lacy bra, and they looked absolutely incredible. The material was stretched tight across her chest, and her nipples poked through the lace, begging for attention.

Miss Simmons gasped and moaned as I leaned in, flicking my tongue across one nipple. It stiffened beneath my ministrations, and she squirmed in pleasure. I did the same to the other one, savoring her taste and feel. She was warm and soft, her flesh yielding to my every whim.

My dick throbbed, and I couldn't hold back any longer. I grabbed her hips, pulling her closer and ramming my cock into her wet pussy.

The class exploded into applause, cheering for us to fuck.

I slid my fingers underneath the band of her panties, ripping them off her body. She groaned, her eyes fluttering closed as she felt my dick fill her cunt. I drove myself deeper, burying my shaft all the way inside her.

"Fuck yes..." she cried. "That feels so good!"

I reached around her and grabbed a handful of her ass. It was firm and round, perfectly sculpted by nature. I squeezed it, feeling her cheeks part slightly beneath my hands. Then I moved them upwards along the curve of her back until they came to rest on either side of her neck.

She began to move faster, thrusting back against me. Her pussy gripped my cock tightly, milking me for every drop of semen I had. I groaned as I felt my balls contract, getting ready to unload into her womb. She sensed this too, and suddenly she began bucking wildly against me, writhing in ecstasy. She threw her head back and screamed as her orgasm hit.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she gasped. "Oh fuck, that's it! Yes! FUCK!"

The Haunted Academy 6

I was enjoying Miss Bellona's submission one afternoon in the classroom when we heard the door click shut. We froze, but it was too late. I was already balls deep in the hot, tight pussy of the thirty-something blonde teacher.

I looked up and saw a shadowy figure at the back of the room, moving slowly towards us. My cock was still throbbing, and Miss Bellona's eyes were wide with terror. She whimpered as the figure stepped into the light, revealing the ghostly face of a young college student.

"Fuck, that's hot!" the spirit said, laughing. I started to pull out, but she pushed back against me, forcing me deeper.

"I want to watch you fuck," the ghost moaned.

"What the shit?" I grunted, unable to stop fucking the hot milf teacher.  What was happening?

Miss Bellona began to moan as my cock plunged in and out of her. Her ass was bouncing on my thighs, and the ghostly student was moving closer. I could feel her icy fingers on my skin, and my dick grew harder.

The ghost began to materialize further, becoming a beautiful young woman. I could see now that she wore a red robe, and her hair was long and dark. It floated around her head, ethereal and erotic. Her nipples were stiff with lust, and they were pushing against the thin material of her robes.

"Who are you?" I grunted, my orgasm rising. The specter leaned over me, her breasts dangling in front of my face. She laughed, teasing me with them. I wanted to touch those perfect tits, but I had no free hands. My palms were firmly planted on Miss Bellona's wide hips, gripping her tightly as she bounced up and down on my throbbing rod.

"I'm Cassandra." The ghost giggled, leaning close enough for me to suck her nipple into my mouth through the thin fabric of her top. It was warm and delicious, and she tasted like sex. My tongue swirled around it, and I felt her hand close over my cock, rubbing and teasing me until I exploded inside Miss Bellona.

The hot milf teacher moaned in ecstasy as I filled her pussy with my cum. It seemed to send her over the edge, because she started to buck wildly, grinding her ass against me and taking every inch of my cock deep within her hot box.

Cassandra was moaning, too, watching us with lust in her eyes.

'A ghost?' I thought, baffled.  How was a ghost here in front of me...and I was sucking her tits, no less? I'd been in the academy for a while now, but this was still too strange to be true.

I let Miss Bellona slide off my cock, and the ghost immediately climbed into my lap, grinding against me.  "I've been watching you for a long time now, Will, and I think you're perfect."

The ghost girl's tongue flicked out of her mouth. She was looking at me like a starving wolf ready to devour me whole.

"Perfect?" I gasped.  "For what?"

"For all my needs," Cassandra purred, her voice dripping with desire. "I want to taste you, Will. I want to feel your cock inside me."

Her lips found mine, and she kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth with a hunger I'd never felt before. I could feel her breasts pressing against my chest, and her hands were everywhere, touching me, caressing me.

I was still reeling from the intensity of my orgasm, but Cassandra's touch was like a spark igniting a flame deep inside me. My cock was already starting to stir again, and I could feel her wetness seeping through my pants.

"Please, Will," she begged, her voice husky with desire. "Take me. I want to feel you inside me."

I couldn't resist her any longer. I pulled her robe aside, revealing her perfect, naked body. She was even more beautiful than I'd imagined, with full, round breasts and a curve of hips that begged to be touched.

I didn't need any more encouragement. I pulled her closer, guiding my cock inside her. She was so wet, so tight, that I gasped with pleasure as I sank into her depths.

Miss Bellona watched us from the side of the room, her eyes wide with fascination. I could see the desire in her gaze, and I knew that she was imagining what it would be like to join us.

But for now, it was just Cassandra and me.

As Cassandra writhed in my embrace, I could feel the heat of her ghostly body enveloping me, pulling me deeper into her ethereal embrace. Her fingers dug into my back, leaving behind trails of ectoplasmic residue that shimmered in the dim light of the room.

"I've been watching you for a long time, Will," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "I've seen the way you struggle, the way you fight against the rules and expectations of this academy. And I've decided that you're the one who can help me."

I pulled back, staring at her in surprise. "Help you? With what?"

Cassandra's eyes gleamed with a fierce determination. "With taking over this academy, of course. With freeing all the students from the tyranny of the headmaster and his minions."

I blinked, taken aback by her words. "But...how? You're a ghost. You can't exactly walk around and talk to people."

Cassandra smiled, her lips curling up in a sly grin. "That's where you come in, Will. You're going to be my voice, my hands, my weapon. Together, we'll bring down this academy and build something new in its place."

I shook my head, still trying to process her words. "But why me? Why not find someone else who's more...suitable?"

Cassandra leaned in closer, her breath warm against my cheek. "Because, Will, you have something that no one else does. You have a fire inside you, a rebellious spirit that refuses to be tamed. You're not afraid to challenge authority, to question the status quo. And that's exactly what I need."

I could feel her ghostly fingers tracing patterns on my skin, sending shivers down my spine. "But how can we do it?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. "The academy is heavily guarded, and the president is a powerful sorcerer. He'll never let us succeed."

Cassandra's grin widened. "Ah, but that's where you're wrong, Will. The headmaster may be a powerful sorcerer, but he's also arrogant and overconfident. He underestimates those around him, especially those he considers beneath him."

She paused, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "We'll start with the students, the ones who are most oppressed by the headmaster's rule. We'll rally them to our cause, teach them how to fight back against their oppressors."

I could feel my heart racing at the thought. "But what about the guards? They'll never let us get past them."

Cassandra's grin turned into a smirk and she lowered and raised her hips, making her wet, sopping pussy squelch as it took my cock. 

Cassandra chuckled softly, her breath hot against my ear as she rocked her hips back and forth, her wet, ghostly flesh gripping my cock tightly. "Don't worry about the guards, Will. I have a few tricks up my sleeve. You see, as a ghost, I have the ability to possess others, to take control of their bodies and make them do my bidding. We'll use this ability to our advantage, to infiltrate the guards and turn them against the headmaster."

I gasped as she increased her pace, her ghostly body moving with a grace and fluidity that was both mesmerizing and terrifying. "But what about the president? He's a powerful sorcerer, surely he'll be able to detect our plans."

Cassandra's grin never faltered. "That's where you come in, Will. You have a unique ability, one that no one else possesses. You have the power to manipulate reality, to bend it to your will. We'll use this ability to create a diversion, to draw the president's attention away from us while we carry out our plan."

I could feel my mind racing as I tried to process everything she was saying. It was all so overwhelming, so dangerous. But at the same time, it was also exhilarating. The thought of taking down the academy, of freeing the students from the headmaster's tyranny, was intoxicating.

"How are we even fucking right now?" I gasped.  She might have materialized out of thin air, but her pussy felt amazingly real right now. 

"I've been practicing my abilities," Cassandra replied, her voice husky with pleasure. "I can manipulate the physical world to a certain extent, enough to make this body feel real to you. And right now, I want to focus on this moment, on the pleasure we're giving each other."

Her words sent a thrill through me. I could feel myself getting lost in the sensation of her ghostly body, in the way she moved against me. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before, and I never wanted it to end.

"But who are you?  How did you..."

Cassandra's smile softened as she looked into my eyes. "I was once a student here, just like you. My name was Cassandra Bellona. I died under mysterious circumstances, and now I haunt these halls as a ghost, seeking justice for myself and my fellow students."

She leaned in to kiss me, her lips soft and warm against mine. "But enough talk for now. I want to focus on us, on this moment of pleasure and connection. We can plan our rebellion later."

I nodded, losing myself in the feel of her body against mine. Our hips moved in harmony, our bodies slick with sweat and desire. I could feel myself getting closer to the edge, my cock throbbing with need.

"Come for me, Will," Cassandra whispered, her voice filled with urgency. "Let go and give in to the pleasure."

Her words were like a trigger, sending me over the edge. I cried out as I came, my cock pulsing deep inside her. Cassandra followed soon after, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

As my seed filled Cassandra's pussy, she gasped, her form becoming more real, more solid. She clung to me, her eyes shining with determination. "We're going to do this, Will," she vowed. "We're going to bring down this academy, and free the students from their oppression."

Miss Bellona stood nearby, still watching with rapt interest. I wondered if she was imagining what it would be like if it was her own pussy being pumped full of my hot spunk.

Cassandra seemed to read my mind, because she chuckled softly, her grip on my body never wavering. "We'll have plenty of time to explore those desires later, Miss Bellona. For now, we have work to do."

Her words sent another thrill through me. Even though I'd just come, my cock was already starting to harden again at the thought of fucking this sexy milf teacher.

I knew it would be a long and difficult task to bring down the academy and free the students from their chains, but with Cassandra by my side, I felt like we were capable of anything.

In the meantime, though...

I shot Miss Bellona a sly grin as Cassandra climbed off me and floated over to her desk. Before Cassandra turned back around to face me, I caught her looking at the thick creampie dripping down the inside of her thighs. I saw her lick her lips while gazing down at the creamy treat...and I wasn't sure she wanted it to remain a secret any more than I did.

***

I sat up in bed, my heart pounding in my chest. The images of Cassandra danced in my head. Had I dreamed them? It had all been so vivid. The feel of Cassandra's body, the way she moved, the heat of her tongue against mine.

I looked around my room, but it was empty. There was no sign of the ghostly woman or my milf teacher. I sighed and shook my head. It must have been a dream, a fantasy brought on by my lust for beautiful women.

But something was missing. I rubbed my hand over the place where Cassandra's pussy had touched my fingers, remembering the way her ghostly juices felt, the taste of her tongue.

The feel of her wet lips wrapped around my cock.

It wasn't a dream, it was... real.  Somehow, it had been real, I knew that...and there was only one explanation.

Magic. Some kind of ghostly, haunted magic.  Hell, maybe this whole Academy was cursed.

It didn't matter. It was real enough, and even if it had only been a dream, I was going to find out more. Because if a sexy college ghost wanted to take over the world with me? Well, I wasn't about to say no.

With a smile, I headed towards the bathroom for a shower. The girls would be waiting for me downstairs. A warm breeze caressed my skin as I passed through the doorway and a low chuckle echoed in my ears.

"Enjoy the show, Headmaster?" I muttered.

Rebecca was standing in the doorway, enjoying the sight of my naked body.  She bit her lip, eyes going to my large, swinging cock.

The headmaster chuckled softly as her gaze met mine. "Yes," she murmured. "Very much so."

Her eyes trailed down my naked form once more.  "In fact, since you're such a good student, I think you deserve a reward."

{ She knelt down in front of me, her lips parted slightly. She reached out and took hold of my cock, slowly stroking it.  }

"You're right, I do need a reward. And this is definitely the perfect one." I grinned and grabbed the back of her head, holding her close as I rocked my hips, thrusting into her warm, wet mouth. Her lips were soft and supple, and her tongue worked magic, swirling around the tip of my cock and teasing the underside.

But I wasn't about to let her off that easily. With a grunt, I pushed deeper, shoving my dick past her lips and deep into her throat. She gagged, choking on my meat, but she never tried to pull away.

Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, and I saw a glimmer of mischief in them. She reached down and pushed two fingers into her sopping pussy, moaning softly around my shaft as she pumped them in and out.

My cock pulsed with need as I fucked her mouth. She was sucking hard, her tongue driving me wild. But I needed more than just this. I pulled out and turned her around, pushing her against the wall and burying my cock in her hot, wet cunt. She was tight, but I was desperate, and I slid inside her with ease.

As I thrust in and out of her, she reached back and grabbed my ass, pulling me closer. Her moans grew louder, more intense, as her body shook with pleasure. She was close, and so was I.

With one last thrust, I came hard, spilling my seed inside her. She cried out, arching her back as she came too. Her pussy clenched around my cock, milking every last drop of my cum.

We sank to our knees together, breathing heavily as we came down from our shared high. My heart was racing, my body tingling all over.

I smiled at Rebecca, enjoying the sight of her flushed cheeks and sweaty brow. "Was that better than your cold shower?"

She laughed softly. "Much better." She leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "Now go get cleaned up before you're late for class."

The headmaster smiled and patted me on the ass as I stood up and walked away. As I closed the door behind me, I heard the headmaster chuckle softly to herself again, as if amused by my bravado. I wasn't going to let it intimidate me anymore, though. This was my Academy, and I had a sexy ghost and three other women backing me up.

It was time to take control.

And I knew just where to start.

***

"Good morning, Miss Simmons," I said to the hot milf teacher as I entered her office. The teacher's eyes widened in surprise as she saw me walking in unannounced, but a small smile crossed her face as well.

She had been standing near her desk, but moved to sit down at the chair there as she watched me approach. "Well, well, look who finally decided to join us today." Her eyes traveled down to my crotch, which I was intentionally displaying prominently in front of her. I was dressed now, but my cock was so big it literally filled up the entire front of my pants. "Is there something I can do for you, Mr. Morris?" Her eyes were gleaming with anticipation.

"Yes," I said, smiling smugly. "You can suck my cock."

Her eyes widened in surprise, and for a moment she looked like she might refuse. Then she glanced down at my groin again, her tongue flicking out to wet her lips, and her face took on an expression of resignation.

She sighed heavily. "Fine." Her fingers were already reaching for the zipper on my pants, trembling slightly.

I couldn't believe it!  She was actually going to do it?

With eager anticipation, I watched as Miss Simmons slowly undid the button and then carefully pulled down the zipper on my pants. A second later, my erect cock burst free, bobbing wildly in the air. It was almost painfully hard, and the tip was already glistening with precum.

Miss Simmons gazed at it, her pupils dilating slightly. She stared at it for a long moment, then reached out hesitantly and wrapped her slim fingers around its girth. I moaned as her hand closed around my cock, sending a jolt of pleasure through my body.

She gave a few tentative strokes, as if testing the waters. Then her grip tightened, and her pace increased. She was pumping my shaft, her breath coming in short, quick gasps.

"Oh god..." I groaned.

The teacher smirked. "This is what you get, Mr. Morris. You think you can just show off your big, fat cock around here and get away with it?  Oh now, this thick monster is going to get sucked and fucked!"

The other students were watching, the girls rubbing their boobs and pussies, the men stroking their dicks. Miss Simmons' eyes flicked across the room to them.

"That goes for all of you too," she growled. "Mr. Morris has been very naughty, showing off his cock like he does. And all of you have been just as bad for watching. So now you're going to get it." She reached out with her other hand, grabbing the closest student by the wrist and pulling him closer.

"Get out of those clothes," she ordered him. "Show everyone what you got." He quickly obeyed, removing his shirt and pants, then stepping out of his boxer briefs. His cock was much smaller than mine, but still impressive. The rest of the guys followed suit, stripping naked. The girls did too, until we were all standing there, naked.

Miss Simmons grinned at me wickedly. "Now, I want you boys to line up here, nice and orderly," she directed, indicating where she wanted us. "And as for you girls...well, you know what to do." They did, and the scene unfolded before me with incredible rapidity.

All the girls lined up between the boys, and I watched as Miss Simmons' mouth engulfed each of the guy's cocks one after another. Each guy moaned, and soon enough, my fellow students were being pleasured, getting sucked by the hot milf teacher.

Miss Simmons took in all the male cock and sucked it greedily, while the girls knelt around her, rubbing their pussy and tits together. Their moans mingled with the slurping sounds coming from the teacher's mouth as she gulped down dick after dick. I stood there, watching everything unfold in front of me, my own cock throbbing painfully. I couldn't take it any longer, and I took a step forward, my dick aimed directly at Miss Simmons' face. She glanced up at me, and her lips curved into a smile. She slowly let the first dick out of her mouth with an audible pop, then moved on to the second, sucking hard.

All the girls had been rubbing their breasts together, massaging and squeezing each other's ample bosoms as they watched. Now they turned their attention back to the boys, taking them into their mouths as well. Their lips wrapped around the heads of the guys' cocks, suckling and licking. Their fingers traced up and down along the shafts, teasing and stroking.

Miss Simmons kept her gaze fixed on me the whole time. She knew I couldn't stand it; she wanted to watch me go crazy. And that's exactly what I was about to do.

I lunged forward, and she eagerly opened her mouth. I slid my cock between those luscious lips, feeling them close around my shaft. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing it before moving down to the base. I thrust forward, fucking her mouth, driving my cock deep down her throat. I heard a gurgle, then a muffled moan escaped as she swallowed every inch of me.

But I wanted more. I grabbed the back of her head and forced my way deeper still. I saw her eyes widen in surprise as I shoved my cock further and further inside her throat, but she never tried to pull away. Instead, she opened her mouth wider, welcoming the invasion.

Miss Simmons began to suck even harder than before, her cheeks hollowing around my thick member. I groaned, feeling myself drawing closer and closer to the edge. The pleasure was intense, and I knew it wouldn't be long before I lost control. But I wanted more, so much more.

I pushed her head forward, forcing her mouth down even further, until I felt her nose pressed up against my pelvis. Then I began to fuck her face, bucking my hips wildly, driving my cock in and out of her warm, wet mouth.

She let out a low growl, and the sound vibrated through my cock, sending shivers of pleasure shooting throughout my body. It was too much for me, and with one final thrust, I came hard, erupting into her mouth. My seed splattered all over the place, filling her throat and coating her tongue. She drank it all down, swallowing every drop.

As I finished cumming, I pulled back out, watching with fascination as Miss Simmons gasped for air. I was surprised she had held onto that breath for so long, considering how long she had taken my dick down her throat. She was a pro, no doubt about it.

The teacher slowly rose to her feet, licking her lips and smiling at me. "That was quite a treat, Mr. Morris," she said. "You're going to have to come back for more."

My dick was still hard, and I wasn't quite done yet. As I took another step towards the sexy milf teacher, the class began to chant: "FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!"

Miss Simmons' eyes widened again, and I grinned mischievously. I moved to her side and grabbed her leg, lifting it up off the ground. My cock pressed against the entrance of her dripping cunt. I could feel its heat radiating through me as I slowly eased it inside her pussy.

"Oh god..." she moaned. "It's so big!"

Her voice sent shivers down my spine. It was low and husky, filled with lust. She looked at me, her gaze hungry and pleading. I smiled wickedly.

"You want this," I growled. "Don't you?"

She nodded, biting her lip. I reached down between her legs and began rubbing her clit. She gasped, arching her back, as she pushed herself against my touch. Her tits bounced with each movement, and I watched as they jiggled under her shirt, begging me to rip it open and take them in my hands.

I grabbed the hem of her top and yanked it up, exposing her magnificent mammaries. Her large breasts were encased in a lacy bra, and they looked absolutely incredible. The material was stretched tight across her chest, and her nipples poked through the lace, begging for attention.

Miss Simmons gasped and moaned as I leaned in, flicking my tongue across one nipple. It stiffened beneath my ministrations, and she squirmed in pleasure. I did the same to the other one, savoring her taste and feel. She was warm and soft, her flesh yielding to my every whim.

My dick throbbed, and I couldn't hold back any longer. I grabbed her hips, pulling her closer and ramming my cock into her wet pussy.

The class exploded into applause, cheering for us to fuck.

I slid my fingers underneath the band of her panties, ripping them off her body. She groaned, her eyes fluttering closed as she felt my dick fill her cunt. I drove myself deeper, burying my shaft all the way inside her.

"Fuck yes..." she cried. "That feels so good!"

I reached around her and grabbed a handful of her ass. It was firm and round, perfectly sculpted by nature. I squeezed it, feeling her cheeks part slightly beneath my hands. Then I moved them upwards along the curve of her back until they came to rest on either side of her neck.

She began to move faster, thrusting back against me. Her pussy gripped my cock tightly, milking me for every drop of semen I had. I groaned as I felt my balls contract, getting ready to unload into her womb. She sensed this too, and suddenly she began bucking wildly against me, writhing in ecstasy. She threw her head back and screamed as her orgasm hit.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" she gasped. "Oh fuck, that's it! Yes! FUCK!"

She writhed against me, her juices flooding over my cock. She arched her back, throwing her hips forward as she rode me hard and fast. She let out another cry, followed by several smaller ones, as she came again, shuddering violently. Her pussy clenched tightly around my shaft, squeezing it like a vice. It was enough to send me over the edge, and I felt my seed gush forth, filling her womb completely.

A wave of pleasure swept through me as I came, shooting spurt after spurt deep into her womb. She groaned, still bucking against me. Eventually though, the rhythmic spasms slowed, and she finally relaxed against me.

We lay there for a minute or two, trying to catch our breath. Finally, Miss Simmons looked up at me, smiling weakly. "Well, Mr. Morris, I think that should teach you a lesson about showing off your big, fat cock."

***
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