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Cassius woke up on his eighteenth birthday with a grin on his face. Today was the day. Today he was going to try to fuck a teacher.



Not just any teacher, either, but Ms. Perkins, the insanely hot young math teacher at Honeypot High. Well, okay, there were a lot of insanely hot teachers at the school, but Holly Perkins, he figured, was one of the hottest of them all. She had this sweet, angelic face, almost girlish, and obscene curves no clothing could ever hope to hide. Not that she tried very hard. Her tops always emphasized her big tits, either by showing off a little cleavage or by molding themselves to her skin. Half the time her bra lines were clearly visible, and that always sent Cassius home dizzy with lust.



And that ass! Big, juicy, a real woman’s ass. He wanted to see it bounce as it slapped down on his cock. He wanted to take her in every position imaginable, and he was going to try for it too. Oh, if she said no, he’d back off. If Ms. Perkins didn’t want it today, she would eventually. And if not, who fucking cared? There was a laundry list of other hot women both at the school and around Honeypot. The place had a reputation for it.



The mindset his friends got into about how horrible it was if one girl rejected them irritated the hell out of Cassius. If someone turned him down, they weren’t worth pursuing anyways. Might as well chase someone who wanted to have fun and not obsess over someone. Not that he was against a relationship, but if he was going to have one, he liked to keep things open and casual. No dropping the “L” word. No long-term commitments. Girls got with him because they wanted to have fun. That was it.



In the bathroom, as Cassius took a hard look at his cut muscles and shaggy blond hair, he didn’t think Ms. Perkins was going to say no. He used to be a wrestler until he learned all the tips and tricks about working out he needed. Low carbs, lots of proteins, put in the time in the weight room at school and the swimming pool at his best friend Malik’s house, and bam, he had a rock-hard body. No steroids, no supplements, nothing that would hurt his dong or his libido. He didn’t want to be a mass of muscles, he just wanted to look good enough to do what he wanted – fucking.



Cassius showered and dressed in black basketball shorts and a white band shirt tight enough to show off his muscles. He wasn’t a flashy dresser. Didn’t need to be. He had a sharply angular face and eyes that could go from soft to dark and intense in seconds. He took care of himself and made his wrecking crew face work for him. The blond hair helped. The shaggy cut was deliberate, not lazy, and girls liked it. He figured he would change it up over the summer, try to look a little older for college.



Downstairs, his dad was up and moving in a rumpled suit. Cassius felt kind of sorry for his dad. His mom cheated on his dad when Cassius was about twelve and walked out on them. Cassius’s dad tried to date again, but he was kind of spineless and beat from his marriage. His girlfriends lasted about a month, getting some good meals out of him and maybe a bit of jewelry before moving on. It didn’t take a shrink to figure out why Cassius developed his playboy ways. He didn’t want to wind up like his father.



But apart from his failure in relationships, Marshall Smith was a cool dad and practically more of a friend these days. With nothing else to do with his time, he threw himself into his work and upgraded their one-story dumpy place to a pretty decent two-story home, and even bought Cassius his first vehicle, a used Ford Explorer. They both loved movies, and just about any time there was something even remotely interesting coming to theaters, that was their bonding time. And best of all, Marshall mostly stayed out of his way, especially since Cassius maintained a solid, if unremarkable, B average and didn’t get into too much trouble, aside from a couple parties that got busted up.



“Hey, there he is, happy birthday!” Marshall said, coming in for a powerful hug. Cassius hugged him back, thumping his dad’s back.



“Thanks, Dad,” he said. “Feeling ancient.”



“Shit,” Marshall said, “you’re a baby yet.”



Cassius spied the white box stuffed with monstrous cinnamon rolls on the table and said, “Ohhhh, damn, the man knows.”



Marshall laughed. “No carbs any other day, but hey, birthdays are special.”



“I’m allowed to cheat once a year,” Cassius agreed.



They ate a cinnamon roll together, the cream cheese frosting so good it had both of them licking their fingers afterwards.



“Might be a little late coming home,” Cassius said. “Some of the guys, we’re hanging out.”



“Be back by seven,” Marshall said. They talked about plans for Cassius’s party – they would be barbequing, and a lot of family and friends would be coming. Though Cassius was itching to get to school for a change, he waited while Marshall grabbed his gift, a red and white jacket Cassius had been wanting for a while. Then they hugged again, and Cassius was off, grinning to himself.



Just had to wait until school was done, and then he might be balls-deep in a sexy brunette teacher.



* * *



Fuck, Ms. Perkins looked good that day in a high-waisted skirt that showed off her ass, a striped, strapless top that seemed like it could fall down off her breasts at any time, and high heels. Her dark brown hair spilled halfway down her back and like always, her makeup emphasized her big doe eyes and sweet smile. Her class was the last period of the day, and Cassius was hard the entire time.



She called on him twice, and although Cassius was good at math – or at least good enough to coast – he couldn’t come up with the right answer. The third time, exasperated, Ms. Perkins said, “Well, you better stay after class then if you’re so distracted.”



That got some laughs from his fellow classmates, and Cassius gave Ms. Perkins his best aw shucks smile. The rest of the class period slid by as he stared at her big, spectacular tits. She didn’t have kids but she sure had the fuckable body of a MILF, just a little soft in all the best places.



A few times, Ms. Perkins caught him staring, and the second time, her soft, warm eyes held his, then flicked downward. He wasn’t trying to hide his hard-on, and when she glanced at it, color bloomed in her cheeks. The third, it was like she couldn’t look away, and it was then Cassius knew he had her. He had a natural gift for reading women, and he read her now like his textbook. The tension in her hips, occasionally rubbing them together. The extra breathiness to her voice. The way her eyes darted around the room, obviously trying to figure out if anyone was noticing her arousal.



Holy shit, Cassius thought.



He glanced around and casually reached a hand down to stroke himself under the desk. Ms. Perkins jumped like she had been shocked. She carefully looked anywhere but him until the last few minutes of class when he slid down the waistband of his shorts far enough she would see his stiff fat cockhead.



Ms. Perkins finally glanced in his direction. He yawned and spread his legs wide. Her eyes went huge, and whatever her resistance the rest of the class, she couldn’t help staring in his direction now, speaking almost solely to that part of the class just before the bell rang.



“Homework is… homework…” Ms. Perkins said as Cassius gave his cock a slow tug. “No… no homework. Have a… a good… yeah.”



The bell rang and Cassius’s classmates stood and rushed the door. Malik stopped to grab his shoulder and tell him he’d be at the party later. Cassius, still enjoying Ms. Perkins’ consternation, thanked him cheerfully and told him it would be fun.



When the rest of the class was gone, Ms. Perkins went to the door, closed it, and locked it. When she turned around, she hissed, “Give me one reason I shouldn’t send you to administration, you… you….”



“Because it’s my birthday,” Cassius said, standing up and idly stroking his cock. Her eyes dipped to his length and her lips parted. “Eighteen as of about four o’clock this morning.” He started towards her, hand still on his dick. “And do you know what I want, Ms. Perkins?”



“W-what?” she asked, her chest rising and falling as she blatantly stared at his big dick.



Cassius reached out with his free hand, hooked a finger into her top, and tugged it and her strapless bra down until her big breasts bounced out. Her breathing was hard, shallow. “You,” he said simply.



“You’re my s-student…” she said, but her fingers betrayed her. She reached out and brushed his cock, just a furtive touch, and she gasped as though she hadn’t realized it was real.



“I am. And you’re one of the hottest fucking teachers in this school.” Cassius wet his thumb and pressed it to one of her dark nipples, grinning at the way it firmed under his touch and the cool air. “Tell me you’re not interested and I’ll walk away.”



She glanced at the door, her cheeks so red they looked like apples. When she looked back at him, she licked her lips. “It’s really your eighteenth?”



Cassius dug out his wallet and showed her his ID. She read it, nodded, and he stuffed it away. Her hand went to his cock again, and this time, her trembling fingers didn’t stray.



“Um. Um… no one can know,” she whispered.



“Sure thing,” Cassius said, grinning lazily. He gripped her shoulder and pushed her back towards her desk. With his free hand, he patted her skirt until she guided her hand to the zipper. He pulled it down as he knelt. “Oh, dirty, Ms. Perkins.”



She blushed and tried to cover herself with both hands. Her sex peeked through a blue lacy thong. He moved her hands aside and ran his thumbs up the sides of her lips. She shivered above him.



“This is so wrong…” she whimpered as he pulled the skirt free and tossed it aside.



Cassius stood and dropped one hand to her panty-clad cunt. “Then tell me you don’t want it. Tell me you don’t want to fuck your student.”



“My s-student,” she moaned as he nudged aside the fabric and teased her pussy.



Ms. Perkins didn’t tell him no, so he leaned down and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. He worked three fingers up and down her pussy lips. She was getting wet, and fast. There was too much stuff on her desk to take her on it, so he kept her right at the edge, sucking hungrily at her big tit as he rubbed her pussy.



Ms. Perkins started to make little panting noises. “Uh. Nuh. Nun. G-good… good… s-suck my… my…”



“Your what?” Cassius asked around her nipple. He pulled back and squeezed her ass with his free hand. “Suck your what, Ms. Perkins?”



“My breast.”



“Uh uh. What do you want me to suck?”



She blushed even harder. He liked the sweetness of her. Liked corrupting that sweetness even more. “My… my nipple.”



“Your tit.”



Ms. Perkins shivered and nodded. “Suck my… my tit.”



“Your big teacher tit.”



“My b-big tits… suck them.”



He brought the hand on her ass to her mouth and pressed his thumb to her lips. “Say please.”



She sucked his thumb, bobbing her lips up and down on it like it was a cock. Around it, she whimpered, “Please suck my tits…”



Cassius dropped and did just that again. His lips wrapped around her nipple and he tongued it. His fingers slid into her pussy and she arched up, gasping his name. “Cassius…”



His fingering was rough and overeager, but Holly wasn’t going to need much of a push to get her over the edge. One of her hands shot for the back of Cassius’s head, pulling her tighter to her breast as she gurgled half-syllables. “Su… suck… nnnngh… mm… f-fuck…”



Her hand slapped at her mound and she fingered her clit feverishly as Cassius swapped to her other nipple, licking it before sucking it into his mouth. He couldn’t wait to see those tits bounce as she rode him.



He pulled away and gasped, “Aw, fuck, Ms. Perkins, your tits are amazing. I want to come all over them.”



“Dirty…” she whimpered, her eyes rolling up. Her head dipped and her dark hair spilled across one of her eyes. Her breath hitched. “So dirty… wanting to… come on your teacher’s… tits…”



His fingers squelched in and out of her. Cassius sucked her tit again but just as fast let it pop free from his mouth. “Your pussy’s so wet.”



“Wet,” she agreed feverishly. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, you’re going to make me come… my student’s going to make me come…”



“Come for me, then, and suck my cock.”



“S-suck… your…” Her head rocked back and Ms. Perkins bucked once, twice, three times. “Oh, mm, fuck, fuuuuck!” she wailed, no longer caring about the noise. Her wet walls shook around him and she dug her fingernails into Cassius’s neck as she came.



Without a word, Ms. Perkins grabbed his hands. She pulled him free of her pussy and sucked on his fingers, bobbing up and down on them like she had his thumb. Cassius turned her around and smacked her big curvy ass before pushing her towards her computer chair. She sat down and faced him, licking her lips hungrily as he stepped up, his cock right at face level.



“That’s it, slutty teacher, suck my cock…” he growled as she brushed her hair aside and opened wide to take him into her mouth. “Get me off fast, then we’re going to your place and I’m going to fuck that wet pussy.”



“M-my place?” Ms. Perkins asked.



“Do you want this cock or not?”



“Yesss…”



“Then yeah, your place.”



“Oh-okay…” she said, nuzzling the underside of his cock. Her tongue flicked out along it, and he grinned down at her.



“Good teacher. If I fuck you, though, you’re mine. Any time I want you.”



“Mm,” Ms. Perkins said, licking his cock faster and nearing his tip again. She stared up at him and opened wide to devour him. Not once did she argue about being his. Not even a hint of resistance.



She sucked him like a porn star, taking Cassius halfway to his root before pulling back and swirling her head down along his length again. Her gaze flicked from the task in front of her to him, her eyes dark and smoldering. Her hands rested on his hips at first, her long nails stroking his skin. Cassius fisted her hair and leaned back, enjoying the sensations, her warm mouth and wet tongue bathing him just right.



“Damn, Ms. Perkins, you’re amazing…” he moaned.



She gave him a satisfied moan of her own in return, looking up at him again. She took him deep the next bob of her head, hitting the back of her throat.



“Urk!” she choked out around him. “Ig! Ucking ig!”



Big. Fucking big.



She sucked him with more and more enthusiasm, getting her whole body into it, rocking back and forth in her chair as she alternated between taking him deep and sucking just Cassius’s tip.



“Mm. Mm hm…” she moaned around him, then came up off his cock and finally got her hand into it, jacking his wet length as she rested her lips against his base. “I love this cock…”



“Your student’s cock.”



Ms. Perkins bobbed back down his length, meeting her fist halfway. “Mmm hmmm,” she moaned around him. She pulled back to his tip again and jacked his whole length. “Student’s… cock... student’s big… fat… cock…”



Her dark hair fell across her eye again and he let it. It was such a sexy look, his bare-chested teacher bobbing on his tip, staring up at him. His release was coming on fast and he didn’t care. He was going to take this one home and fuck her brains out until it was time for his party.



“Gonna… come, Ms. Perkins.”



She pulled off him and jacked his cock with both fists, whining to him. “Yeah? Come for me. Come all over my tits…”



“Ah… ahhhh… fuck!” he groaned. She aimed Cassius at her breasts and he started coming, his shots striking her skin. Then she aimed him upward and took the last couple shots on her tongue before slurping him down again, bobbing hard and cleaning him with her mouth. When she pulled off again, she opened her mouth and showed him she’d swallowed.



Cassius never really went down, He picked Ms. Perkins up under her arms and turned her so her ass rested against the edge of the desk. Fuck waiting. He had to sample the goods now. He aimed his cock and she gasped as he fucked into her deep, five, six sharp thrusts that left her fists balled and her breasts bouncing. But that wasn’t where Cassius wanted her, and he eventually pulled out with a sick wet plop as her hot, tight teacher pussy tried to hang onto his cock.



She turned around. “My place?”



He reached around and smacked her ass. “Your place.”



* * *



They dressed and hurried out to their respective cars. Ms. Perkins waited for him at the entrance to the teacher’s parking lot, and he slowed so she could pull out in front of him and lead the way.



A few blocks on, his phone buzzed and he answered it with the car’s hands-free system. “Yeah?”



“Hey, how’d it go with Ms. Perky Tits?” Malik asked.



Cassius chuckled. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”



“Try me.”



“What if I said she just gave me the best blowjob I ever had and I’m about to head to her house to fuck her stupid?”



Silence, then Malik said quietly, “Bullshit.”



“No bullshit. You with Johnny?”



“No, he’ll be back in a minute. Went to buy you some scratchers. We all chipped in, got you a hundred bucks worth for your birthday.”



“Thanks. I’ll text you an address when I get there. Come by, just the two of you. Bring lube. And not a fucking word to anyone. It’s only hot if she’s a teacher, and if word got out…”



“She’d be fired. Holy shit, you’re serious.”



“I am. And I’ll break your fuckin’ face if you ruin this for me. She’s the best piece of ass I’ve ever seen so no telling anyone. But come by. Let’s make this slut airtight.”



“Jesus,” Malik said. “We’ll be there as soon as we can. Dibs on her ass.”



“Motherfucker, it’s my birthday. I’m taking her ass first.”



He hung up and continued following Ms. Perkins through a couple residential areas until they wound up in a string of cookie-cutter small houses on streets so similar he would have been lost without her. She slowed for a house whose only distinguishing feature were the plastic hummingbirds on long metal stakes planted in her flower gardens. They pulled in.



Ms. Perkins glanced around nervously when she got out and hurried to the door. Cassius followed her, his cock rising as he stared at her swishing ass. Inside, he grabbed her and turned so he could kiss her again, his hands roaming all over her. She reached behind him for the lock to the door and he pushed her back.



“Nope. Leave it unlocked. We’re going to have some company.”



“Cassius!” she gasped.



“Relax. It’s Malik and Johnny. They’re both over eighteen.”



“I can’t, my job, my God, if the school found out, they’d, they’d fire me, and the cops, they’d arrest me, they’d, they’d…”



“They owe me too much to let this out.”



“But-”



“Are you my slut or not?”



Ms. Perkins stared as he slid down his shorts again, letting his meaty cock dangle. “Y-yes…” she whimpered.



“Do you want this cock in your pussy?”



“My… my student’s cock…” she said, and if drool slipped out of her mouth at that point, Cassius wouldn’t have been surprised.



“They’re not as big as me. But they’re going to fill you up nice too.”



“Fill me up, yes,” she said, reaching out to stroke him.



He went for the zipper on her skirt. “Soa re you going to let Malik and Johnny play too?”



“This is so wrong…”



“Say yes, Ms. Perkins. Say you’re going to let three young studs like us fuck you however we want.”



As her skirt dropped to the carpet, she gulped and whispered. “Yes. Fuck me. Use me.” She stared up at him. “But I want you first.”



“And I’m the one who owns you. This pussy, this ass, this mouth, they’re mine. No one else fucks you unless I say it.” Cassius pulled her top up and over those mouthwatering tits, making them bounce out as the tight fabric came up and over her skin. “Jesus, Ms. Perkins, you have the best fucking body.”



Nude, she guided him to the bedroom, his hands all over that ass along the way. It was a small bedroom but there would be just enough room on the bed for all three guys and their teacher. He got Ms. Perkins up on there on her hands and knees, then pushed her down so she was on her stomach, her big breasts squashed out underneath her. She pushed up just far enough to get her arms underneath her and looked back over her shoulder, eyes obscured by her dark hair.



Hard already again, Cassius stripped down. The thud of his phone on the floor made him think, and he leaned down to fish it out. She stared, saying nothing, as he flicked through the menus until he had the camera on and snapped a picture of her ass.



“Something to remember my eighteenth by,” he said, climbing up on the bed. She shivered in response.



“No one can see. It would wreck my life.”



“I know,” he said in the night’s one moment of gentleness. “I want this again, so I’m not going to take any chances of this getting out. It stays between the four of us. Mal, Johnny, me, we know enough bad stuff about each other that if we wanted to screw each other over, we would have done it a long time ago.” He leaned over her, sliding his cock through the valley of her ass. “Each of us are going to fuck this tonight.”



“Yes,”



“But that’s not what I want first. First, I want to feel this pussy again, Ms. Perkins.”



“Yessss,” she moaned, “fuck me, Cassius…”



“Beg for it.”



“Fuck me!” she said louder. “Fuck your dirty teacher!”



“Good slut,” he said, and slid back inside her pussy. Her head thrust back, her mouth falling open. He wasted no time shoving deep into her warm, wet depths, making her ass ripple as he slapped against her flesh.



“Nnnngh, fuck, that’s deep!” she said, her voice going high into a whine at the end.



Cassius reached forward. His hand cupped her neck and she pulled back, shivering as he began to pump his cock back and forth. Then his hand traveled up to her chin and he pulled her head back even further, leaning down so he could crush his mouth, their tongues clashing, her breaths coming hot and hard against his own. When he broke the kiss, she stared up at him, mouth wide. His need roared within him and Cassius started driving into his teacher harder, their bodies slapping together.



Her feet spread wide, twisting back and forth as she tensed. Her orgasm came on fast, her eyes closing, a keen of mashed words escaping her. “Ohmygodmystudent… my student… making me… coo-ooome…”



Her head twisted and Cassius kissed her again. Her arms shook and she dropped. Cassius dropped his hands beside his teacher’s waist and he drove into her, her hips bouncing hard enough on the bed to come up an inch every time he pulled back. He grabbed his phone and got a terrific clip of his big glistening cock spreading her wide before plunging in, Ms. Perkins all the while looking over her shoulders, her eyes dark with the twisted nature of their sex and her lips in a wide O.



Noise. Laughing from the living room, and Johnny said, “Holy shit, he really is fucking her.”



“Showtime,” Cassius growled into his teacher’s ear. “Get on your hands and knees, baby. Show them how much you fucking love this.”



 Ms. Perkins pushed herself up so her ass was thrust high. Cassius grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled back, her head coming up with it.



“Ahhh, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh,” she cried out in a staccato stream. Cassius fucked into her so hard her breasts bounced back and forth, her nipples nearly grazing the bed.



“Goddamn,” Malik said from the door.



 The two guys stepped into the room, looking like they just saw heaven. Malik, the tall, black star center of their basketball team, was ruggedly handsome, thin and ropey with muscle. Johnny was fuck-ugly and no two ways around that, with pasty white skin and a brutish face, but he had a lot of muscles from the wrestling team.



“This is nuts,” Johnny said.



“Got the lube?” Cassius asked. He raised up so only one knee was left on the bed, and at that angle, he could really fuck into Ms. Perkins.



“Oh, oh Cass-eee-us!” she wailed.



“She’s come so many times. It’s insane.” Cassius smacked her ass. “Haven’t you, teacher slut?”



“Y-yes… coming… so hard for you…” She eyed the other two students, cheeks flushed. “D… don’t watch… your slutty teacher…”



“Fuck that,” Johnny said, going for his jeans.



Malik stepped forward, holding out a bottle. Cassius stopped long enough to take it. He twisted off the top, and poured some into his palm. As he lubed up his fingers, he gave the phone a meaningful look. “Johnny. Get a video going. I want to watch the first time I fuck her ass over and over and over again. Malik. Give her mouth something to do. Our teacher loves sucking cock. Don’t you?” Ms. Perkins didn’t answer straight away so Cassius smacked her ass. “Don’t you?”



“L-love cock… love student cock…”



“Goddamn,” Johnny said. He and Malik raced to strip. Ms. Perkins watched them, bouncing back and forth as Cassius kept ramming her from behind. Neither Johnny or Malik was as long or as thick as Cassius, but that didn’t mean they were small by any stretch of the imagination. Malik stroked his cock as he got up on the bed on his knees. Johnny gave his own a few absentminded strokes as he went for the phone and set everything up to record the action.



Cassius poured some of the lube onto Ms. Perkin’s bleached bud, then slid his middle finger into her ass as Johnny started recording. Her eyes shot wide, and her mouth fell open. “Ohhh! Full!”



Malik brought his cock to her lips and she stared upward. He pointed at Johnny and said, “Give Cassius a little wave and a happy birthday from his favorite teacher.”



She turned her head slightly and held up her hand. Instead of a wave, she flashed a peace symbol, and said breathlessly, “Happy eighteenth, Cassius.”



Cassius chuckled and Malik reached down to grab a fistful of their teacher’s hair. “You ever fucked a student before today?”



“Nooo,” she said, her eyes sparkling with good humor.



“You ever had a black cock in that pretty mouth before today?”



“No.”



“You’re about to. Suck it, bitch.”



She blushed at the name-calling but opened wide for him. He shoved his cock deep into her mouth, making her squawk in surprise and indignation, but soon the slutty teacher was too busy taking him deep down her throat to really care. And then came the other sensation. The one that was about to become her everything for a full few minutes.



Cassius pressed the tip of his lubed-up cock to their sexy teacher’s asshole.



“Get in close for this,” he told Johnny. The other young man stepped in, focusing the camera on his friend’s big tip resting against the bud. Johnny gave him a thumbs-up, and Cassius gripped Ms. Perkins by the waist. Slowly he pushed – and his cockhead sank into her curvy ass.



She came off Malik’s cock and yelled, “Oh… oh… oh my… fuck!”



And just as fast, Malik crammed her mouth full of his big black cock again, making her eyes bulge. She snorted through her nose, hands balling. Johnny, concerned, asked, “Too much?”



Malik pulled back again, and this time when his cock cleared her lips, it was accompanied by a river of spit and precoma. “Don’t you fucking dare stop,” she gasped. “Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck your teacher’s ass…”



She snatched at Malik’s cock and this time brought him back to her. He fucked her mouth with hard, short strokes, still with a fistful of her hair, his lean, muscular ass rocking back and forth



“Mmmf!” she cried out with each of Cassius’s thrusts. “Mmmf! Mmmmgh!”



“Goddamn,” Johnny breathed again. He knelt to get a shot of their teacher’s fantastic tits bobbing back and forth, then a great shot of Malik and Ms. Perkins staring at each other, her lips spread around his cock as he fucked her face. “I gotta get in on this.”



“She’s got a hole free,” Cassius said.



“That she does,” Johnny said. He tossed the phone beside Cassius and climbed on the bed. Both the other guys pulled out long enough for Johnny to slide under Ms. Perkins. He grinned up at her and slapped her ass as she rubbed her soaked pussy along his length and reached down to position him.



“Hey, remember that time you flunked me for copying my answers?” Johnny asked. Without waiting for an answer, he pulled her down onto his fat cock. “Ride me, slut.”



“Ohhhh,” Ms. Perkins whined. Malik stood right beside her and she twisted her head to suck him down again. Cassius applied more lube and knelt behind her ass as it rose and fell on top of Johnny. He grabbed her and held her in place as he speared her ass.



Triple stuffed.



She thrashed between the three of them, her hands everywhere. She raked Johnny’s chest hard enough to leave minute cuts before cupping her own tits and rocking with the alternating thrusts of her students. She wailed through an early, fast orgasm, her eyes rolling up as she sucked and slurped on Malik’s cock.



Cassius felt and saw all this, and loved it. His careful control cracked and soon he drove into her ass with barely contained mindless lust. He felt her shudder again, heard her muffled, “Gurrrk!” around Malik, and he was gone.



“Gonna come, Ms. Perkins, gonna come in this ass…”



“Mmmmf!” she cried out. Malik let her off him long enough for Ms. Perkins to gasp, “Come in me, nnngh, Cassius…”



He pushed deep twice more and his grip tightened as he held himself there, coming hard into her ass, four, five, six ropes of him stuffing her full of his warmth. She let out a delighted gurgle and grabbed at Malik again, bobbing up and down on his tip as Cassius slowly pulled out of her, watching his come dribble out of her gaping asshole.



Holy shit. He just fucked Ms. Perkins in the ass.



Best birthday ever.



Johnny and Malik kept fucking her pussy and her face while Cassius cleaned her up with a warm wet towel and some soapy water. But it wasn’t long before Malik pulled out of her mouth soon and wanted to swap positions with Johnny. Johnny had other ideas and wanted to take her ass too. Staying on his back, he directed traffic, and Ms. Perkins was soon sliding over him, her ass to the young wrestler. She positioned herself over him, her back to his chest, and he guided himself up and into her ass.



“Unnnngh, Johnny…” she moaned. Malik knelt between her legs and shoved his cock unceremoniously into her waiting pussy, making her yelp as she was double-stuffed again.



 Cassius stumbled towards her bathroom again and took a long shower, making sure he was clean enough for another round. Time was running out, at least for that night. He had to get home to his party. But this wouldn’t be the last time he fucked Ms. Perkins. Now his mind danced with possibilities. This was going to be one hell of a senior year.



By the time he was finished in the shower, Johnny and Malik were giving it to Ms. Perkins hard. She was now sitting on Malik’s lap on the edge of the bed while Johnny fucked her ass from behind, reaching around and cupping her big tits. Cassius stroked himself as he watched the show. It wasn’t the other guys his hot and wild teacher kept her eyes on, but him. The other two guys bounced her between them but Ms. Perkins never looked anywhere but Cassius, even as her lips parted and her eyes rolled up in yet another orgasm.



Malik had his hands on her waist and started to thrust up into her with erratic force. His grimace gave everything away. “Getting close,” he grunted.



“Me too,” Johnny said, mashing her tits together. “Aw, fuck, these tits are the best. I want to come on them.”



“Love that idea,” Malik said. “Let’s get her on her knees.”



They pulled out of their teacher and she nearly collapsed to the floor. She leaned back on her ankles, cupping her breasts high as the guys jacked their cocks, aiming them at her face and her tits. They came fast and nearly as hard as Cassius, glazing her chin, her cheek, the top slopes of her breasts. One errant shot nearly hit her eye. Cassius grabbed his phone one last time and got a picture of her like that, her makeup smeared, glazed in his friends’ come.



Johnny and Malik took turns in the shower and dressed while Cassius guided Ms. Perkins in there. She was so exhausted by that point she could barely stand, so once again, Cassius took care of her as she roped her arms around his neck, kissing him with slow, light brushes of her lips that got him excited all over again. She noticed. When she was clean, Ms. Perkins gripped his cock and stepped out of the shower. Cassius followed, grinning, and she guided him to the bathroom counter and the big mirror there. She bent far enough to thrust her ass out, and Cassius took her from behind, both of them staring into the mirror as he bucked into her with hard, short thrusts.



“Almost time for your party, dude,” Johnny called.



“Go on ahead. Tell my dad I’ll be right there.” He bucked harder into Ms. Perkins, his thighs slapping against her ass. He leaned in and growled into her ear, “This pussy is mine any time I want it this year.”



“Yours…” she moaned.



“If I want you on your knees after class, you’ll swallow me down.”



“Yesss.”



“You. Are. Mine.”



Her dark eyes studied him n the mirror, her gaze of wanton desire matching his. His own teacher slut. His pet. His fuck toy the rest of the year.



His very favorite birthday present of all time.



And Ms. Perkins was just the beginning.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks very much for reading!
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