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When it came to that semester’s finals, Cassius Smith knew he was getting one easy A. After all, he was an expert in cramming.



Just… maybe not for tests.



“I really… gurk… need… gurk gurk… to get… gurk… ready for this… gurk… week,” his math teacher Holly Perkins said – or tried to say, anyways. Cassius had her on her back, her head tipped over the side of the bed as he fucked her face and gripped her big juicy tits.



Same,” another teacher, Silvana Wilde, said between Holly’s spread thighs. The words didn’t stop her from devouring the other teacher’s slick folds, her own legs kicking against her athletically curvy ass. Cassius didn’t have her as a teacher that semester, but he was sure with all the extra credit he’d been putting in, she would have let him slide on his finals too.



Two other vaguely affirmative moans joined them. On the floor wrapped up in the aftermath of a sixty-nine that spilled over from the bed was Moira, one of the cheerleaders, and Leigh, a vivacious, busty nerd. The pair of them caught Cassius palming his teachers’ asses after school, and it naturally led to an invite from the trio for the pair to join him, especially when Cassius told Silvana to get on her knees and show off his cock to his eighteen-year-old classmates. That convinced them.



Both young women were coated in crusted remains of his come. Three times already, and he was still horny as fuck. It wasn’t exactly surprising, given that he was staring at four of the most beautiful women in the school, all utterly naked, all looking like they just survived a tornado. Everyone was just about fucked out.



Fun night.



Cassius showed mercy finally, and said, “Everyone. On your knees in front of me.”



“Ungh, I can barely move,” Moira said. That was true. At one point, Ms. Perkins ate her ass while Ms. Wilde and Leigh her pussy. They brought her to such a string of orgasms that Moira lost her voice, and now sounded scratchy and hoarse.



“Come on, slut,” Leigh said, and spanked her new bitch’s ass. Cassius was shocked to realize the nerd had a dominant side. He liked that. He was thinking maybe the two of them would be his girlfriends at least during the day and out in public. Since he couldn’t exactly advertise dating his teacher sluts, he wouldn’t mind arm-candy he could show off at school.



The two classmates and Ms. Wilde came around the bed. Cassius helped Ms. Perkins twist around and slide off, and they all four opened wide without having to be told. He jacked himself hard, and despite having come so much already, big, ropey shots of him streaked out and splashed their tits, faces, bellies. They toyed with it and slurped it up. If the women weren’t so worn out and in need of their prep time for the last week of school the sight of them feeding each other fingers of his gooey warmth would have led him to fucking them again. Instead, soon Moira and Leigh staggered for the bathroom to clean up while Cassius helped his two teachers to their feet.



He dropped onto the bed and worked his way to the middle, joined a moment later by his top two sluts. Ms. Perkins nestled her head against his chest and Ms. Wilde stroked his sensitive, soft cock instinctively. He kissed the tops of their heads absently, his mind already wandering.



“Have you thought about what you want for Christmas, Cassius?” Ms. Perkins asked.



“I think I know what he wants,” Ms. Wilde said, and kissed his nipple.



Together, in a sing-song voice, they said, “Ms. Taylor.”



Cassius grinned but didn’t deny it. In his estimation, Brigid Taylor was high in the running not just for one of the hottest women in Honeypot High, but of all time. She looked like she stepped straight from a modeling agency, with golden blonde hair always perfectly wavy, heavy makeup that emphasized her intelligent blue eyes, and a body as tight as Ms. Wilde’s but with Ms. Perkins’s insane curves. She was the music teacher, and his ultimate fantasy after landing Ms. Perkins and Ms. Wilde. They knew it too, and endlessly teased him about it.



From out in the hallway, a voice said, “Ms. Taylor?” Moira asked. She came back into the room, wearing a robe.



“Cassius has a thing for her,” Ms. Wilde said.



“I have a thing for most the teachers in school,” Cassius said.



“Me too,” Moira said. “But… maybe I can help you out with that one.”



“What?” Cassius said, sitting up. “Did she say something about me?”



“No, dork. Last Friday I heard her say to Mrs. Thomas she’s celebrating the end of the semester next weekend by going up to Fading Springs this weekend.”



Fading Springs was a combination hotel and day spa, famous for its natural hot springs. Cassius went there once with his girlfriend and a group of friends. He liked the drive up into the gentle hills and the hollows, but the spa hadn’t appealed to him much and he was bored out of his mind. Of course, with the current company he kept, he was sure he could find some way of entertaining himself.



Cassius sucked his teeth, thinking about it. “The three of us go up there, pretend like we didn’t know…”



“Exactly,” Moira said. She shrugged. “It’s an in. Anyways, think about it.”



He did as she disappeared again. Ms. Wilde and Ms. Perkins glanced at each other. “New people are always dangerous,” Ms. Wilde said.



“Please. We’re the worst kept secret in the school,” Ms. Perkins said. “I think we make this his Christmas present. And ours.”



Ms. Wilde thought about that. “We stay there Friday and Saturday night, drive home Sunday…”



“Get massages, get me laid,” Cassius chimed in.



“Like you need help with that,” Ms. Wilde said drily. “You could probably walk into her classroom, ask her what’s up, and then ride her through the school like a bucking bronco.”



Both teachers, as one, said, “Don’t.”



“Fine,” Cassius said. “I’ll wait.”



* * *



Two nights later, over a low-carb spaghetti squash chicken alfredo, Cassius noticed his dad Marshall was moody, but figured it was work-related since he didn’t seem to want to talk about it. They didn’t say more than a few words to each other as they ate until finally his dad dropped the bombshell on him.



“Your mother is thinking of visiting this weekend.”



Cassius looked up from his plate. His father couldn’t meet his eyes. “Not going to be here.”



“Cassius, she wants to see you. It’s been a while.”



“Nope. I got a thing. My girlfriend and I have a date. Gonna be gone a couple nights.”



“With your teachers, you mean?”



Cassius froze. “Oh shit,” he said. “Dad…”



“Don’t. Just… don’t. I followed you from school one night. I wanted to make sure you were okay, that you weren’t dating anyone dangerous. I was worried, you not wanting to introduce me. And I saw them, and you were in their driveway, and…” Marshall leaned forward. “What are you doing? Did they talk you into this?”



“No. No, it was the other way around. I talked them into it.”



“What?” Marshall asked.



“Yeah. And they didn’t start sleeping with me until my eighteenth. I wasn’t lying about that.”



“Jesus Christ, Cass.”



“I know. It looks bad from the outside. But Dad, I’m telling you, they’re amazing. We’re not in a relationship-relationship. We agreed that this was just for fun.”



“So. To reiterate. You convinced a pair of teachers to be your friends with benefits?”



“Um. Yeah,” Cassius said. “Can I have some more chicken?”



Marshall grunted, and Cassius served up another helping. His father looked less than thrilled, but didn’t say anything more until they were putting away leftovers and Cassius loaded the dishwasher. His father folded his arms and leaned back against the counter, watching him.



“You’re careful?” he asked.



“Yes,” Cassius said, not exactly lying. Maybe he came unprotected in Ms. Wilde and Ms. Perkins, but they got STD tests and he was pretty sure they were on the pill or the shot. Like… seventy five percent sure.  Besides, half the time he came in their asses anyways, so that was like… additional protection. His brain, satisfied with his dumbass logic, nodded and shut back down.



“I don’t just mean with condoms. I mean… their lives, yours, this could cause a lot of trouble.”



“Oh, yeah, we’re, uh… well… you found out, but…” Cassius frowned. “Okay, yeah, I’ll be more careful.”



“There you go.”



“You’re not going to stop this?”



“No. I thought about it. I should call the administration. If they’re sleeping with you, they might be sleeping with other students. Maybe underage ones.”



“They’re not,” Cassius said flatly. “It’s me and them.” And Leigh, and Moira, and they were thinking about going after a smoking big-titted blonde, and well… there was still a whole semester after this one, and the summer beyond, but for now, it was his teachers and him. Mostly. More or less.



“Don’t get pissy.”



“Don’t get in my business.”



“No,” Marshall said. “You don’t get to say that. I know you look down on me-”



That rocked Cassius, not because it was a lie, but because it was a truth he thought he hid better. “No, I-”



Marshall held up a hand and cut him off. “Let’s not bullshit each other. Okay? Not tonight. It’s time for some truth, and it has been for a while. I haven’t been acting like your dad since the divorce. We’ve been more like friends, and I have enjoyed that. Maybe too much. You’ve been raising yourself, and I’ve been standing back. But this, this I get to be concerned about.”



That was reasonable. “Okay. But it’s the truth. They’re not sleeping with anyone underage.”



“Good.”



“Dad, I…” Cassius thought about his words. “Oh, fuck it. It’s not looking down on you. I just… I remember the guy you used to be, before Mom kinda dug her claws into you. I know how hard you work for us. I appreciate that, I really do. But I want to see the spirit back in you, you know?”



“I’m happy with my life. With you.”



“I know. But don’t you want someone? Don’t you want to get back out there in a real relationship?”



“I’ve dated.”



“They’re carbon copies of Mom. Down to them taking advantage of you.”



Marshall bristled. “Now you’re crossing a line.”



“Maybe. Yeah. I’m trying to live my life without regrets. Trying to take what I want. Maybe I want to see you with that same kind of fire because I know you had it. I had to learn it from someone.”



“I am who I am, Cassius. That might not be enough for you, but I’m satisfied with it.”



“You know that’s not what I mean,” Cassius said.



Marshall pushed off the counter. “I’ll tell your mother you won’t be around.”



“Dad, I…”



“Don’t. I’m not mad.” Marshall looked at him wearily. “Never let life put out that fire, bud. Or me, or Mom, or… or anyone. I don’t understand this and I don’t want it to ever become my problem. But if this is what you want, I won’t try to stop it. As weird as it sounds… I’m proud of you.”



* * *



Finals ended. Cassius sweated his science class, but he figured he did pretty okay on the rest. Ms. Perkins laid down a slightly different test on his desk without a word, and he spent that class period answering questions like “what does a threesome become when you add one?” and “sixty-nine times two equals…?”



All in all, a pretty okay week.



The plan was to leave his SUV in Ms. Wilde’s garage, and they would take her crossover to Fading Springs. He already had his suitcase in the back, so he drove there after school to wait for his two favorite teacher sluts. They showed up an hour later, and though he was impatient to go, they needed to change and get their things in order, so he satisfied himself with sexting Moira and Leigh. They were open to the idea of being his girlfriends at school, so long as he occasionally fucked them too. Cassius was fond of that idea, and made sure one day that week to ball Moira in the backseat of her car before school while Leigh watched and played with herself.



When Ms. Wilde was ready, she sat next to him on the couch and read his texts over his shoulder. He was talking about how he was going to pile Moira and Leigh on top of each other and alternate fucking their pussies while they made out.



“You’re fond of them, aren’t you?” Ms. Wilde asked, stroking his neck.



“Yeah, I guess so.”



“Mm. You know, after next semester, this… us… it has to end.”



“Yeah,” Cassius said, finally putting away his phone and looking at her. “Graduation.”



“Yup.”



“Then college.”



“Yup.”



He lit up. “A
 professor
 harem.”



“Oh Jesus.”



They loaded their things, and drove for Fading Springs. Cassius sat in the back, chewing on sunflower seeds and thinking about Ms. Wilde’s words. Sure, of course it had to end between the three of them, but every relationship ended. It didn’t mean they couldn’t have a lot of fun in the next five or six months. Plus, there was the summer, and when he did leave for college, it wasn’t like he was going to be gone forever. There would be weekends home and breaks, and besides, it wasn’t like they were in some deeply committed relationship. This wouldn’t end with him in a tux and marrying the three of them. They were fuck buddies, a bit of fun. And that was okay.



Cassius put voice to those thoughts, and both Holly and Silvana seemed relieved. Not that they didn’t care for their student, and they both loved the sex, but they were more comfortable with a living-in-the-moment relationship rather than some great big production of love and fawning over each other.



They arrived at the small backwoods resort an hour and a half later, all of them in a good mood. Students weren’t the only ones who needed to let off some steam after classes ended and even if they couldn’t bring Ms. Taylor into their crazy harem, both Holly and Silvana were excited about the prospect of relaxing in the hot springs and getting pampered the next day.



Ms. Taylor’s car wasn’t in the parking lot. “It would be something if Moira got the day wrong,” Holly said, and Ms. Wilde made a tch sound.



A stunningly pretty young woman with neck-length hair as dark as Ms. Perkins and a slight frame greeted them at the front desk with a sparkling smile. Her smile didn’t disappear as she heard Ms. Wilde explain she had reservations for a single bed room for the weekend.



“One bed?” was the clerk’s sole comment to Cassius.



He roped his arms around his two teachers and grinned back. “If you get a noise complaint from us, feel free to come and join in.”



“I might just have to do that,” she said. “I’m Jamie.”



“Cassius.”



“Hang on one second and I’ll get you your keys. I’m new here so just bear with me.”



“Are you from around here?” Ms. Wilde asked.



“I am! Well, for the moment. I’m on break from college.”



“Where do you go to college?” Ms. Perkins asked.



“State.”



“That’s where I’m going in the fall,” Cassius said.



“Oh really? That’s great. You’re going to love it. I’ll be a sophomore next year. You’ll have to look me up and I’ll show you around. If your girlfriends wouldn’t be too jealous.”



Ms. Perkins said brightly, “Oh no. We’re not dating. Cassius is our fuckboy.”



Jamie gaped at them, and Ms. Wilde chimed in. “And he’s very good at his job, too.”



On the verge of busting out laughing, Cassius winked, and took the keycards when Jamie slid them across the desk. As they walked away, he called back, “I was serious. Swing by our room if you want to have some fun.”



* * *



They wandered through the spa’s services first, taking note of the massage rooms, a scenic space where the women would get manis and pedis the next day, and a sauna. The hot springs fed two pools ringed by hot tubs and seating areas. There weren’t many people around, which was surprising given that the holidays were upon them.



Their hotel room overlooked the pools. They hauled their luggage in andwere talking idly about dinner when Cassius saw a familiar figure walk by the pools just as they had ten minutes prior.



“She’s here,” he said.



Ms. Taylor looked nothing short of fucking incredible. Her hourglass figure was on full display with a plunging top and jeans so tight he had no idea how she could get into them. Instead of her usual contacts, she wore a pair of thin rimmed glasses, amplifying her beautiful soft blue eyes.



“Goddamn,” he breathed.



Ms. Wilde joined him and stared down as Ms. Taylor slipped off a sandal and toed the water. “Goddamn,” she agreed.



Ms. Perkins rested a hand on Cassius’s ass as she looked out from his other side. “Oh goddamn,” she said.



Cassius licked his lips. “Everybody get changed. We’re going to fuck another teacher.”



* * *



They waited until Ms. Taylor came out of her hotel room in a robe. Carrying a paperback and a towel, she went for a longue chair near the same pool she tested minutes prior, and shrugged out of the robe to reveal a white bikini that did some serious work containing her big tits. She bent at just the right angle for them to get an eyeful of her spectacular ass in profile too.



Her tits bounced enticingly with every step she took towards the pool. She headed down the stairs into the water, book raised up so it wouldn’t get wet. She went to a corner where, thankfully, all she would have to do was look slightly sideways to see Cassius, Holly, and Silvana approach. Only a few other people occupied the pools, so they wouldn’t have much of an audience in case they got called in for indecent exposure. The time was ripe, and Cassius said softly, “Now.”



What Holly and Silvana wore could hardly be called “fabric.” Their micro-bikini tops were stretched to the absolute limits around their breasts, both of them with as much of a bounce as Ms. Taylor. Their G-string bottoms barely managed the task of covering their pussies, and from the rear, they might as well have not existed. Anyone watching could see just about everything, including Cassius’s hands on their curvy asses.



Holly made it three steps before her tit fell out, making her giggle and drawing Ms. Taylor’s gaze. Her eyes widened and the book nearly fell from her hand. She caught it and gaped as Cassius pretended to freeze. “Oh shiiiit,” he said with a sheepish grin.



“Oh my God. Brigid?” Ms. Perkins asked, raising a hand to her mouth.



“H-Holly? Silvana? What… are you doing…?”



“We need to go,” Ms. Wilde said, and started to spin around. Cassius caught her by the waist, just as they practiced, and shook his head.



“No. She’s already seen us. It’s too late. Come on. We have to talk to her.”



Ms. Taylor stood up taller, her big breasts rising up out of the water and gleaming with rivulets of water. She noticed and dropped back down again, blushing. Every straight guy in school would have nutted themselves if they saw what little Cassius just did, and he couldn’t help a twinge of arousal.



Ms. Perkins placed a hand over her errant tit as they headed for the pool’s steps and slid down into the hot water. Everybody in the pools stared in their direction, and there was an almost audible release of tension when the two incredibly gorgeous women dipped low enough their bodies were no longer on display. They crossed over to Ms. Taylor, whose expression slowly changed into something more contemplative.



“Cassius Smith,” she said. “I heard rumors, but I didn’t think they were actually true.”



“Guilty,” he said. “Gosh, I sure hope you’re not planning on telling.”



Ms. Taylor cracked a smile. “Oh, I think that remains to be seen. But here’s a strange thought.”



“What’s that?” Ms. Perkins asked.



“The three of you just happen to pick these hot springs. You wear those outfits. And you come out just after I take a dip.”



“Funny coincidences,” Ms. Wilde said.



“Yes. Funny,” Ms. Taylor said. “Who told you I’d be here?”



“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Cassius said serenely. “We’re here for a romantic getaway, just the three of us.”



“Uh huh,” Ms. Taylor said. “And you thought this ploy would work? What, that I’d join your little threesome for the weekend?”



“We’re thinking much longer than the weekend.” Ms. Wilde moved in and murmured to her, “Besides, there’s nothing little about Cassius.”



“It’s why we’re crazy about him,” Ms. Perkins said. Ms. Taylor’s eyes flicked down to her chest and Ms. Perkins glanced at where she was looking. “Oh, this darn top. I swear, this nipple has a mind of its own.”



Ms. Taylor might be putting up an amused defense, but her attention was definitely wavering between the two women’s bodies and staying aboveboard. “How long has this been going on? Are you even eighteen?”



“Yeah. And that’s how this all got started,” Cassius said. “Ms. Perkins was my birthday present to myself.”



“And I found out,” Ms. Wilde said, rubbing his back and leaning in to kiss his cheek. “He showed me a video of them and I couldn’t resist.”



“Now he fucks us every chance we get,” Ms. Perkins said. Softer, she added, “In every way you can imagine.”



“Really? And what, I’m next on your to-do list?”



“Yes,” Ms. Wilde said.



“We say your name and he drools,” Ms. Perkins said.



“We’ll let you think about it,” Cassius said. “Come join us if you want to.”



“That’s your sales pitch?” Ms. Taylor asked. “Pass. Thanks, but this is a little weird for me.”



“Oh, that’s not his sales pitch,” Ms. Wilde said. She took Ms. Taylor’s hand, and at the same time, Ms. Perkins tugged down Cassius’s shorts. Ms. Wilde brought Ms. Taylor’s hand to his cock, and even as cool as Ms. Taylor was playing it, her eyes widened at the size of him hardened.



“And this is theirs,” Cassius said, reaching around to pull the triangles of fabric from his teacher’s tits. She stared for a long moment, then looked away, saying nothing more. Holly and Silvana put their tops back in place, and Cassius walked with them away towards the other corner of the pool.



* * *



Cassius, Holly, and Silvana did little but neck and talk in their corner, their eyes straying often to Ms. Taylor. The other teacher in turn eyed them too when she wasn’t pretending to read. A couple middle-aged guys with more hair on their pudgy chests than their heads moved towards her and she sighed, audible even at that distance.



“Let’s get a shower in and take this to the sauna,” Silvana said. That sounded good to the other two and they started to move towards the stairs. To Ms. Taylor, she called, “We’re going to head to the sauna if you want to join us.”



“Maybe I will,” Ms. Taylor said, giving the two guys a dead-eyed stare.



Cassius had quite the distraction right in front of him. His teachers’ fantastic asses tantalized him, and when they stepped out, he took it upon himself to help them rub down with their towels. Holly’s tits kept popping free of her top, making her giggle and drawing a few murmurs from the onlookers. Finally, though, the two women could take no more of the chill and guided him inside as the two chubby middle-aged men started to talk to Ms. Taylor, who looked less than pleased about the whole thing.



They took their showers in the public men’s and women’s locker rooms since it was closer to the sauna than their room, and regrouped outside. Holly was now chastely wrapped in a towel, or as chastely as her voluptuous figure could allow. It didn’t last long. Cassius’s wandering hands meant she was soon struggling to keep it up over her big breasts, laughing and playing keep-away, though not very hard. Silvana got her share of pinches and squeezes too, though she managed to keep her towel wrapped around her, arms pinned to her chest.



They stumbled inside the glass-enclosed sauna, and with no one occupying the L-shaped wooden risers, Holly tossed aside the towel and gave in to Cassius’s advances. He tugged down his shorts as he fondled her tit, but for once, Holly won control and pushed him down to the risers and straddled him. She cupped her tits in her hands and fed them to him as she ground her pussy on his length.



Silvana slipped out of her own towel and knelt on the riser beside them both, her hands running over them before she slid one down into her own bottoms, rubbing herself as she watched Cassius suck his math teacher’s big nipples.



He pulled back long enough to grin up at her. “Did I pass your class?”



“Mm. Still to be determined.”



“By what?”



“By how well you perform this weekend, stud.”



“And I’m sitting in on your classes,” Silvana said, twisting his face towards her own tits. She bared them and he sucked on her nipple too. “So you’ll have some extra pressure. Hope you can perform.”



Cassius reached around her to grab her ass while he did the same with Holly. Holly leaned up just far enough she could tug down her bikini bottoms and guided him to her slit. He grunted with satisfaction as she dropped down onto him, and his attention twisted back to her again, his eyes dark and staring up into hers.



“Ms. Taylor or not, this is still going to be the best fucking weekend,” he said.



In the sweltering heat of the room, Holly rode him with sharp rocks of her hips. He shifted his attention between the two women, kissing them often, nuzzling their breasts, squeezing and brushing anything and everything. He heard the door open, felt a breeze swirl the air within, but he was too locked on his gorgeous Holly’s eyes as he cupped her bobbing tits.



Silvana nibbled on his earlobe and breathed, “We have a guest.”



Cassius glanced aside. Wrapped in a towel, Ms. Taylor watched just a couple feet inside the door, utterly transfixed. Her glasses steamed and she wiped them absently.



“Let her watch,” Cassius said with a smirk as he returned his attention to Holly. “She doesn’t get to touch me or either one of you until I’ve made you both come.”



Holly’s breathing, already fast, hitched at that, and she rode him with sharper thrusts. He brought one hand to her ass and smacked it, making Brigid jump. She stepped even closer, hands balling up, eyes locked on the trio.



“Anyone could see…” she said, and licked her lips.



“I know,” Silvana said. “Isn’t it hot?” She glanced all around and her smile widened. “I mean, besides the obvious reason.” She pointed at the seat on the other side of Cassius and Holly and Brigid took it, folding her towel underneath her. “Look. Look at the size of him. Look how much he fills her.”



“Fills me…” Holly agreed feverishly. “Splits me apart… makes me his every… time… with his big… cock…”



“Jesus,” Brigid said, watching, her eyes wide as Holly’s pussy squeezed his cock so tight it squelched with every downthrust. “That’s… um… shit.”



Silvana kept talking as she stroked Holly’s ass and gave it a playful slap. “Oh, it gets even better. When he really lets loose and starts fucking us? There’s nothing like it. He takes and takes and takes until all you can feel is the pleasure. And he just keeps going.”



“Gonna… come… f-fuck, Cassius… ohhh, oooh, oooohhh!” Holly cried out. She drove hard down one more time, and Cassius sucked at her lip, drawing it between his own before he did the same with her tongue. She threw her arms around his neck, her hips still pumping, and they made out for a long minute after her orgasm, a fine sheen of sweat on both of them.



Holly pulled off and stood up. Silvana wasted no time climbing on his lap, her ass to him. She gripped his dick and slid down his length, taking every inch and gasping, “Oh, oh Brigid, it’s so good, it’s always so fucking good…”



Brigid couldn’t hep a moan as Holly dropped to her knees in front of the pair and lapped at Silvana’s pussy and Cassius’s gleaming cock. Brigid reached a hand out as if she wanted to join in, then dropped it instead to her lap, where it fidgeted and wouldn’t stay still.



Cassius wrapped his arms around Silvana and met her thrusts, pounding up into her wet pussy. He glanced aside at Brigid and growled “You’ll beg for it before I fuck you, just like they did.”



“Not a chance,” Brigid said, but her tone was soft and amused, and her fingers sliding into her bikini bottoms told a different story. She spread her legs wide and fingered herself as she watched the hard fucking.



 “Ahhh, ahhhh God, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Silvana cried out, her skin slapping against Cassius’s as she bounced enthusiastically. “I’m going to come so fast, I’m going to come so fucking fast!”



Cassius happened to glance at the glass door right about then. The clerk, Jamie, stood there gaping at them. He winked, and she blushed and backed away. He returned his attention to the women with him at the moment, grabbing Silvana’s perky tits and squeezing. She crashed back into him, humping up and down as she twisted her head for a sloppy kiss, her eyes half-lidded.



“Fuck her, fuck her, make her yours just like us, mmm, fill that p-pussy…”



He dropped a hand to Silvana’s clit and strummed it while he bucked up hard into her. Cassius didn’t say a word, his grunts doing the talking for him every time he bottomed out in Silvana’s sweet cunt.



“Ohhhh! Ohhh! Casssssiuuus!” she wailed.



She came with a raking of his cheek with one hand, going boneless as her pussy quivered around him, keeping him there. She finally could take no more and pulled off him to collapse sideways on the seating, crying from the pleasure and trying to catch her breath. Cassius stood and went to Ms. Taylor. She spread her legs but that wasn’t what he wanted. He put one foot up on the seat next to her and guided his cock to those lovely supermodel-esque lips. She wrapped them around him, staring up at him with rapt attention as he gripped the back of her head and plunged his cock deep.



“Taste my teacher sluts,” he growled.



“Mmmmf!” Brigid moaned around his length. She took him. And took him. And took him – all the way to his balls.



“Holy shit,” Holly breathed, standing upright and staring.



Cassius couldn’t believe it either. Ms. Taylor took him deep, gagging but not trying to back away, not until he started to pull out. Her tit popped free and he realized it was by her own hand, her fingers rubbing the big pink nipple and tweaking it.



He had her. And he
 used
 her.



 It could only be called a face-fucking, and it was as hard as he had just been fucking Silvana. Ms. Taylor could take him, and did, swallowing him deep when he shoved in, taking huge breaths through her nose when he relented, slobbering all over his cock when he pulled out, a rarity. Her glasses went askew until she adjusted them again, then drove that hand back down into her bikini bottoms, fingering herself as hard as he was giving it to her mouth and her throat. She bucked up at one point, stiffening and moaning around his cock, coming with as much sound as she could let out.



Then his girls were there, Holly and Silvana taking up spots on either side of her, Silvana on her knees, Holly seated. They rubbed their friend’s clit, her breasts, anything they could to maximize her pleasure. One orgasm became a rolling string of them as Brigid lost focus, her eyes rolling up, her ass making little jumps.



It was when Silvana took Holly’s hand and moved it to Brigid’s pussy and they both slid their middle fingers home that Brigid really lost it. “Mmmmf! Urk urk! Mmmmmf! Urrrrrk!” she gasped around Cassius. Her hands dropped to her friends’ thighs and she bucked her hips, meeting their fingering, her eyes so far rolled up that he could only see the whites. She pushed at his hips and he pulled back as she flopped up and down, her orgasm hitting her so hard she screamed.



“Oh fuck ohhhhh ohhhh fuck!”



“Holly, move,” Cassius said, and his teacher hurried to get out of the way. He pushed Brigid down onto her back and yanked her top off her, the tie in the back snapping. He tossed the top aside and drove his cock between her sweat-slicked breasts, pushing them together as he tit-fucked the jaw-dropping teacher.



“Oooh, yes, Cassius, fuck my tits, fuck my big fucking tits,” she moaned, taking his hands and squeezing them together against her breasts even harder. His fat cockhead jutted up from the slopes of her breasts with every stroke, hitting her chin each time. Cassius fucked her harder, faster, and he was right there, his balls tightening, a rictus of pleasure drawing his lips back in a near sneer.



“Take it, Ms. Taylor,” he said, and he pulled back to jerk his cock as she pushed herself up onto her elbows, mouth open in an O. He came all over her chin, and her lips, an ocean of it, shot after shot of thick cream that never seemed to end, more than he’d ever come before. She dripped him like icicles streaming off her face, making Holly moan and Silvana whisper, “Jesus.”



Brigid gave him a beatific smile, pushing her glasses up on her face. “I’ll beg you right now, Cassius. Take me back to your room and fuck me all night.”



The other women swooped in on her, cleaning up the come with their fingers and feeding it to Brigid. She laughed and sucked it down, her hand going back to her pussy and her clit. Cassius stood and watched, silent, then grabbed everyone’s towels and doled them out.



They didn’t walk back up to the room, but ran.



* * *



There was an almost party-like atmosphere as everyone cleaned up. Cassius finished last, and came back out to the three gorgeous teachers sitting on the edge of the bed. They were stunning, all of them. Ms. Perkins with her sweet, innocent face and her porn star body. Ms. Wilde, so slim and athletic. Ms. Taylor, who looked like sex incarnate, voluptuous and grinning at him with her bright white teeth gleaming.



“On your backs,” he said, his voice low, his need already making his prick rise. “Ms. Taylor, in the middle.”



“He’s very bossy,” Ms. Taylor said, still looking up at him and smiling.



“Oh, so you don’t want me to eat you out while I finger them?”



“On second thought, boss me around some more.”



Cassius came to her and gripped her chin between two fingers. He leaned down to give her a hungry kiss, and against her lips, he said, “You begged for it, but now you’re going to understand what it means, being mine. I fuck you. No one else’s cock touches you unless I tell them to take you in whatever hole I want them to.” She shivered and he kissed her again as her hands roped around his cock, stroking him. “If I come into the music room-”



“And tell her to drop to her knees and give you a blowjob…” Ms. Wilde said, imitating his gruff voice.



“…you’ll do it,” Ms. Perkins finished, then grunted, “Urgh urgh urgh, me man with big cock.”



“Damn it, that’s my go-to line,” Cassius protested. “Anyways, you get the idea. Your pussy is on demand for me.”



“He came into my classroom Wednesday before school and fucked me,” Ms. Perkins said. “He wouldn’t let me clean up his yummy student come until after my first class. It was hot.”



“My favorite is the videos and pictures,” Ms. Wilde said, not meeting anyone’s gaze but his. “When he came onto me, that was how he did it. He gave me a video of him taking Holly’s ass, and I couldn’t stop fantasizing about it. Now I’m such a camera slut for him.”



“I’ll be taking pictures of us too,” Cassius said to Ms. Taylor. Her hands stroked him faster, even as she lost some of that smile.



“It won’t get out, right? I know administration is loose about the rules about us and students, but if pictures got out of me… of us…”



Cassius stroked her cheek. “No. It won’t. But let me make something clear, Ms. Taylor. If I wanted to show off the porn we make together to my friends, I’m going to do it. Probably with you riding my lap. Or theirs. They’ll never get a copy, but you are my toy to do whatever the fuck I want.”



Ms. Taylor didn’t respond to that, but her breath hitched and she leaned forward to suck his tip. He fed her his cock for a minute, letting her take the lead this time as she slurped and suckled him far more gently than he’d taken her throat in the sauna, but soon he pulled back and the women crawled across the bed to rest on their backs, as he requested.



Cassius followed, taking them in before swooping down to give Ms. Taylor’s clean-shaven pussy his first lap. She tensed and gave him a smirk. He liked her fire and couldn’t wait to make her beg for him again.



His fingers traveled along Holly and Silvana’s legs, making them squirm with theatrical anticipation. Holly twisted her head and kissed Brigid’s shoulder. When the blonde teacher looked her way, they locked eyes and kissed more slowly, passionately. At that connection, Cassius brought his mouth to Brigid’s big clit and sucked it into his mouth, making her draw a sharp, short breath. She twisted her head again as he ran his tongue around her button, then across it in a pair of quick flicks. Silvana kissed her too, their hands finding each other and squeezing.



His fingers reached Silvana and Holly’s pussies, and he teased their folds with long, protracted brushes, not bothering to look. He knew their responses, knew how they liked it. Matching that pace with his tongue, he soon had Brigid squirming.



“Showing off for teacher?” she asked, and clicked her tongue.



He grinned up at her and imagined her in a while, rocking back against his cock and scrying out his name. Let her be cocky now. He had already come once. With that, he could go as long as he needed to.



With the anticipation already red-hot, it didn’t take long for Holly and Silvana to be ready for his fingers. He slid two into each, and fingered them with growing intensity. They moaned as one, unpracticed, and Holly fell into giggles. Cassius cut those off by twisting his hand and curling a finger against her spot, drawing another lengthy, breathy moan from her. Brigid lost her smile as she watched what he was doing. Her hands went to the other two women’s mounds and she rubbed their clits as he fingered them and licked her.



Ms. Taylor, are you trying to fight me for control?



He slid his tongue deeper, making the busty blonde teacher tense before she forced herself to relax again. She was ready for him, and it would have been so easy to give in and take what he wanted. But Cassius wasn’t just showing off for his teachers. This was a game against himself, too. He wanted to make each of them come before he gave in to his own desires and really brought things to a head.



Of course, he had help. Holly’s fingers moved to Brigid’s mound, followed not long after by Silvana’s. The two teachers teased her skin before joining Cassius at her clit and her pussy, stroking and playing with whatever he wasn’t licking. That really made Brigid squirm, and feeling her try to stave off her orgasm and keep the same kind of control as Cassius made him all the more determined. He picked up his pace, eyes locked on his sexy blonde teacher’s tits and her eyes as she stared down at him, then at the two beauties beside her to kiss them and whisper nonsense things against their lips.



But soon her attention fell on him, and she began to circle her feet, her butt rising and falling as he sucked at her clit again. His motions were never the same twice, driving her wild. “Suck… it, just like that, mmm,” she moaned.



Instead, he moved to her pussy, sliding back through it with his tongue and fingering Holly and Silvana harder.



“What are y-you doing?” Brigid asked.



“He told you to beg for it, slut,” Holly said, just as cheerfully and sweetly as if she was telling them she baked cookies.



“Mm hm,” Silvana agreed. Her hips kept closing in on his hand and he knew she had to be close. He focused on rubbing her spot and she dipped her head to the upper slope of Brigid’s breast. “Oh… oh God, he’s hitting my spot so good… I’m going to come…”



“Is it always l-ahhh-ike a porno with you three?” Brigid asked, and laughed breathlessly.



Silvana ignored the question and asked instead, “Don’t you want to c-come too, Brigid?”



Brigid stared her in the eyes, then slowly kissed her again, her breathing as hard as Silvana’s. Holly nudged her shoulder on the other side with her lips and she looked again at the brunette stunner before they kissed too.



“Give it up to him,” Holly whispered. “He’ll make you feel so good when he fucks you.”



“Say yes,” Silvana said.



Brigid looked back down at Cassius again, her feet rising and falling and her hips jumping up to meet his lips. “Suck my… clit again…”



Cassius still licked her pussy, eyeing her calmly, his fingers now making slick wet sounds they could all hear. Silvana closed her eyes and arched her back.



“Oh God, oh God, yes, like that, I’m… I’m c-coming for you… Cassiuuusss…”



She did, her pussy quivering around his fingers. Brigid had her hand on the other woman’s mound and felt the tremble. She watched the other woman ride it out, then refocused on Cassius, desperation entering her voice. “Lick it… my clit…”



“Uh uh,” Holly said, her voice high with her own need. She was close too, and rubbed her mound right over where he was fingering her. “Ahhhh-sk him nicely…”



“Fuck,” Brigid whimpered, but still she didn’t give in. Holly must have known she was riding the edge though, because her sweet smile went full devilish as she kissed and teased the other woman’s shoulder, cheek, and ear. He didn’t hear what she whispered into Brigid’s ear, but he felt the response. Brigid’s hips twitched, and her fingers dug into Holly and Silvana’s thighs.



“Almost there, Cassius,” Holly said. “Are you going to… mmm, God, that’s good… let us use your new toy too? I want to ride her face.”



“I want to taste her,” Silvana said.



“I want to see you put that b-big fuckstick in her and come until she’s dripping y-you, oh my God, oh ohhh, oohhhh!” Holly cried out. Her orgasm hit her hard and sharp, and she pulled Cassius’s fingers from her, clasping his hand.



“Ohhh, fuck!” Brigid whined. “Fine! Please suck my clit again!”



“No,” Silvana said. She was now perpendicular to the other woman and idly nuzzling at her tit. “You have to beg for it. Tell him to suck and lick your slutty teacher clit.”



“I am not a slut!” Brigid said.



Holly giggled. “Oh? Then you’re not about to let an eighteen-year-old stick his big dick in your pussy? You’re not about to get the fucking of a lifetime less than an hour or so after he came onto you?”



Cassius pulled Brigid’s legs apart, his hands roping around her thighs and keeping her spread. He drove his tongue into her cunt like a small dick, grinning up at her. She clutched at his head, trying frantically to bring him up further, but he wouldn’t relent.



Finally, nearly screaming, she shouted, “Fuck it. Please, Cassius! Lick your slutty teacher’s clit! Please!”



He shot up to her clit, sucking it down and lashing it with his tongue. Her fingers in his hair crushed him tighter to her as her thighs closed on his ears. Her ass shot up and she cried out, “Yesss! Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhhh f-fuuuuuck!”



Barely had her orgasm hit her than Cassius was on her, his big cock in hand. He brought it to her lips and she mewled, her gaze deliriously wandering the room, unable to focus on him. He got her attention by leaning down and crushing his mouth to hers. Her hands, which had clawed into tight balls, now rose unsteadily to his cheeks first as she eagerly kissed him back, then down to his hips, his ass – and his cock. But he stopped short of letting her pull him into her pussy.



“Beg,” he said simply, grinning.



“Oh, you asshole… please fuck me.”



He gave in and sank into her. Her whole body trembled as her pussy gloved him, warm and wet and as inviting as his other two teacher sluts, like they were made for him.



“Ohhh, oh fuck,” she gasped.



Now Holly and Silvana both were licking and sucking at her nipples, asses high in the air. Cassius would want to see one of them riding the blonde teacher’s face, but not quite yet. Not until he saw her come.



He bucked into Brigid hard, his balls slapping against her body, His hands slipped under her legs and brought them up and over one shoulder, a trick Silvana showed him. He crisscrossed the ankles and that made Brigid go wild, the angle perfect.



“Oooooh, ooh, keep doing that, keep doing that….” she cried out.



Cassius hammered into her hard, his muscular ass thrusting back and forth as his thick cock filled her again and again and again. She quivered around him fast, coming with a wordless cry.



“Whose cunt is this?” he asked.



“Y-yours! It’s yours!” Brigid said.



“When I want to fuck you…”



“Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me anytime y-you want to! In my class at h-home, I don’t care, I don’t care, just keep fu-fucking me!”



“Ms. Perkins,” he said, “on her face. Now.”



He moved Brigid’s legs so he could grip them in either hand and push them towards the blonde’s tits. Silvana got out of the way, going for his phone and fingering herself hard, her lips parted. Holly shot to her knees and took Brigid’s glasses to set them beside the bed. She mounted the blonde and Brigid wasted no time gripping her ass and bringing her down.



“Nnnn, you taste good,” Brigid moaned.



The weight of the bed shifted. Silvana held the phone, clicking picture after picture with her other hand still at her pussy. Unintentionally, Cassius and Holly matched paces, his thrusts timed to the rocking of her hips. The big-titted math teacher tossed her hair back and rested one hand on the back of her head, riding Brigid like a cowgirl. Not that Silvana wasn’t attractive but the sight of two of the bustiest teachers in his school together like this made his blood roar in his ears.



He finally lost himself to the animal part of his brain and took Brigid with wild, hard strokes, hitting her depths every time as her feet kicked and she cried out with rhythmic need. Holly rocked harder too, one hand cupping her tit before traveling down to Brigid’s clit. She thumbed it and almost immediately Brigid came, her fingers digging into Holly’s ass, her body writhing.



Cassius yanked out of her and directed traffic again. Holly rested on her back this time and Silvana mounted her, bouncing with the same frenetic energy as her friend and lover had just been showing. Brigid got on her hands and knees and sucked and licked Holly’s cunt with eager abandon, her attempts at playing this cool completely gone. Cassius thought about telling her he wouldn’t fuck her again until she made the other woman come, but she beat him to the punch as Holly cried out, “Briiiigid!” against Silvana’s pussy.



That did it for Cassius. He rushed off the bed to grab a pair of towels and the lube. Brigid was still eating out Holly as he made her lift one leg, then the other, laying out the towels. She finally noticed what he was doing when his lubed-up fingers ran around her ring. She tensed and looked over her shoulder.



“This ass belongs to me too,” he said, slipping his fingers into her and testing her readiness.



“It’s yours…” Brigid agreed. “I’m y-your teacher slut, I’ll let you fuck whatever you want…”



“Good girl,” he said, and slapped her ass with his free hand.



He brought his cock to her bud and paused, drinking in the moment. Three teachers were now his toys the rest of the school year. His to command. His to use in any way he wanted. His, utterly and completely.



He pushed deep into her ass, and Ms. Taylor wailed with the pleasure.



There was no holding back. Not now. He ran a hand through her long blonde hair and pulled her head back away from Ms. Perkins. He wanted Ms. Taylor’s complete attention as he brought her to another crest, his cock jutting in and out of her ass. Silvana dropped to lick Holly, their sixty-nine loud and lewd but nothing could break the spell between Brigid and Cassius at that moment. She came, and she came again, and she howled when she felt his fingers at his clit.



“Mine,” Cassius Smith growled as he plunged deep one last time into Brigid’s ass, spurting, filling her up, making her drip him.



“Yours!” a chorus of three happily sated voices said.



* * *



The next day, Holly, Brigid, and Silvana stood at the hotel room’s window, cups of coffee in hand as they watched the show below. Cassius woke up early and disappeared, and now they knew why.



“He is going to be a holy terror at college,” Silvana said fondly.



“Already getting an early start,” Holly agreed. Down below, Cassius was fucking into the receptionist Jamie so hard her longue chair scooted back and forth with every thrust. Five or six people watched from the pools, some laughing, some looking dazed. He tended to have that effect on people.



“You know… I’ve got some adjunct friends at State,” Brigid said, thinking about it. “I should introduce them.”



“Not until we’ve drained him dry,” Silvana said.



“Oh yeah, definitely,” Holly said.



“I am going to break that dick off before the end of the school year,” Brigid said.



They finally turned away from the window, and Silvana said softly, “What do we do when he graduates?”



They thought about that, and Brigid said, “You know… Ben Jackson’s only a junior, but he’s eighteen and I hear he’s pretty hung too. Might be he’ll need some extra education next year.”



“Oooh, I like that idea,” Holly said. “A treat for us, one a year.”



“This is so wrong,” Silvana said, but she looked towards the window again and sighed happily. “Fuck it. I’m in. Teacher sluts until they run us out of town.”



“To us, then,” Brigid said. “And the many happy eighteen-year-olds we’re going to have in our classes.”



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks very much for reading this silly series. If you enjoy teacher-student stories, check out my offerings below and keep an eye out in the future. It’s a trope I love to write so there will be plenty more to come (and come and come and come).
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