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Cassius loved detention. Getting in trouble meant he had an excuse to stay after class and fuck the brains out of his favorite teacher, Holly Perkins. But even as much as he enjoyed staying after school, he never expected it would lead to him claiming his second teacher.



On that particular day, Ms. Perkins writhed on her back on her desk, her dark hair fanning out under her. Her black stockinged legs kicked at the air, her skirt bunched up around her waist. Dresses and skirts were practically all she wore since she and Cassius first hooked up weeks before on his eighteenth birthday. It gave him fast, easy access to her pussy, a necessity if her colleagues came around.



She held her favorite student’s hands to her big bouncing tits as he fucked her hard. Any time they had sex at school – which was often – her orgasms always came harder and faster. She already came twice that afternoon, her panties balled up and stuffed in her mouth to keep her from crying out.



Not that it helped much. Cassius’s big cock made her scream even through the fabric.



“Oh… oh fuuuuck!”



That wail of passion was what caught the attention of Ms. Silvana Wilde, one of the English teachers at Honeypot High. She paused near the door, smiling to herself. She thought her friend Holly might be with that cutie of a teacher Ansel Johnson, who was pretty openly flirtatious with the young math teacher.



No one coming or standing around in the hall, so quickly and quietly, Silvana stepped up to the door and tested it, hoping for a peek, but of course it was locked. She meant to back away but froze when she heard the next words.



“Nnngh, fuck, Ms. Perkins, I’m close…”



A student? Holly was sleeping with a student?



“Oh my God,” Silvana mouthed.



Holly didn’t respond but gave muffled, rhythmic cries. It didn’t just sound like good sex. It sounded like amazing sex. Silvana backed away from the door, looking frantically left and right for a place to hide. She needed to see who was in there. A janitor’s closet was propped open by a rolling cart. She darted for it and pushed the cart out of the way. She pulled the door most the way shut and peeked out through a crack.



A few minutes later, Holly poked her head out of her classroom, red-faced and her hair mussed. She stepped out into the hallway followed by a familiar muscular blond student. He glanced around and casually palmed Holly’s ass. The math teacher giggled and gave him a quick butterfly kiss. Before she could escape him, he pulled her in closer and gave her a more passionate one.



“You’re bad,” Holly said to Cassius Smith.



Silvana raised a hand to her mouth. He was an interesting one, to be sure. His face was too harsh and angular to be called handsome, but there was a certain undeniable appeal to his natural angry looks. She knew he was eighteen from the morning intercom announcements a few weeks ago but this was still wrong on so many levels. A teacher and a student. Sure, around Honeypot, there were rumors about these things being pretty common, but Silvana herself had never experienced it.



Now, though, she knew it was true. When the student and teacher parted and the hallway was clear, Silvana stepped out, wondering what the right move was. She should probably talk to administration. Or maybe the cops. At the very least, Cassius’s parents.



But maybe she should start by confronting her friend. Yes. Tomorrow. Silvana would talk to Holly tomorrow.



* * *



The next day at noon, Holly grabbed her bagged lunch and headed for the teachers’ break room. Her friend Silvana was already in there, seated at a table with her fellow English teacher Lucy Fox. Lucy was a new hire as of the previous year and a knockout in her own right, but she ran in different circles than Holly. It didn’t mean she wasn’t friendly, though, and she scooted to a side immediately and patted the table.



“Holly! Were your ears burning? We were just talking about you,” Lucy said, beaming



Oh no. No no no. Did they know? Silvana’s eyes were dark and unreadable, but surely Lucy would have been flipping out if she knew.



“What did I do now?” Holly asked, tittering nervously.



“Well, Silvana asked if I knew why you had Cassius Smith in detention. I hadn’t heard, but I’ve had my head in the clouds with all the extracurriculars going on.”



Silvana’s lips parted, and Holly was certain. Her guts dropped, but she thought she recovered quite nicely, even if she was staring at Silvana. “He hasn’t been paying attention in class.” Finally Holly tore her gaze away from her gorgeous friend and focused on Lucy. “Eighteen-year-olds and all. I really should wear something less revealing.”



Lucy shook her head. “Oh no. Look at you. It would be a crime to cover that up! Besides, it’s not your fault young men like to look. They need to learn boundaries or else they’re going to think that’s okay the rest of their lives.”



Thoughts of Cassius fucking Holly’s ass for the first time the night of his eighteenth birthday party filled her head and she fought back an urge to blush. Boundaries was not a word in Cassius’s dictionary.



She sat with the pair, and soon they were joined by a few more teachers, eating lunch and laughing about the weirdest detention stories they had. Someone brought up the time a student grabbed Lucy’s ass when he asked her to dance at Homecoming, making Lucy blush and groan. The entire time, Silvana couldn’t take her eyes off Holly.



This was it. Her worst fears founded. Someone
 knew
 . She would be fired and chased out of Honeypot. Humiliated beyond all measure, but… for Cassius, for the incredible sex, hadn’t it been worth the risk?



Yes, Holly decided. Whatever the immorality of the act was, she didn’t regret sleeping with him. When she was eighty, it would be him she would look back on as the single great naughty adventure of her life. Was it love? No, absolutely not. She wasn’t naïve about that and neither was he. Cassius would graduate in the spring and this would end. But for now, she was having the time of her life letting him talk her into every wild scenario that crossed his mind. He was a fantasy and he made her feel like one too.



So when the teachers started to stream out of the break room and head back to class, Holly felt strangely okay when Silvana caught up to her. What was going to happen was going to happen. She knew the risks. This was, perhaps, inevitable.



“We need to talk in your room,” Silvana said out of the corner of her mouth. She was a stunner, of Hawaiian and Mexican descent, with a beautiful, natural warmth to her skin and a sultry look to her that had always turned Holly on, not that she’d ever actually acted on her bisexuality.



“Okay,” Holly said.



They made their way through the throng of students milling around and headed into Holly’s classroom. She shut and locked the door behind her, and when she turned around, Silvana was right there, playing with her hands.



“I… heard last night.”



“Heard what?” Holly asked, trying to sound innocent.



Silvana gave her a withering look. “Come on. Don’t play dumb.” Lower, she said, “You and Cassius.”



“What specifically did you hear?”



“Are you really going to make me say it out loud? You two were, mm, having sex.”



Holly took a deep, bracing breath and let it out slowly. “Yes,” she said.



“You’re not going to try and deny it?”



“No.”



“How could you? How did this happen?”



“He came onto me on his eighteenth birthday, and I… decided to take him up on it. We’ve been sleeping together off and on ever since.



“For God’s sakes, he’s a student, Holly!”



“Don’t pretend like we’ve never talked about the hot eighteen-year-olds in our classes before,” Holly said.



“This is far from the same thing,” Silvana said. “I would never.”



“You wouldn’t? Not even if you knew he was the best lover you’ve ever had or ever will have? Not even if he makes you so wet just thinking about him you have to keep a couple extra pairs of underwear in your bag?”



“Jesus, Holly!”



“Because that’s what he is and does to me, If you heard, then you now the sex is… it’s incredible. He’s big, but it’s more than that. He knows what he’s doing. He’s better than anyone I’ve ever been with. And he’s young, so he goes and goes and goes until I’ve come so many times I can’t think straight.”



Silvana brought a hand to her mouth. “That is… he’s eighteen…” she sputtered.



“That’s legal,” Holly said. “I’m not going to try and convince you it’s morally right. It’s not. It’s so not. But I’ve never felt this good. Not ever.” Slowly Silvana’s hand came down. “Are you going to take it up with administration?”



“I… I don’t know. I need to think about this. You’re not sleeping with anyone underage?”



“No, Jesus, of course not.”



“Okay. Okay.”



Silvana left, looking lost and nearly bumping into the side of the door on her way out. Holly stared after her, then finally dropped into her chair, thinking. All throughout the afternoon, she was distracted by that conversation, waiting for a call up to the principal’s office.



But no call came. She taught her classes as best she could. Her last of the day, Cassius sat in the front row, and when it ended, he stayed right there, as he had the last few weeks for his “detention.” Holly walked the last of the other students out, then shut and locked the door behind them. Cassius stood and took her in his arms, always so eager and ready for her. But they had other things to talk about and do, and Holly put a hand on his chest.



“Silvana Wilde knows about us,” she said.



“Oh shit,” Cassius said. “How bad is it?”



“I don’t know. I think she’s on the edge of telling administration, but if she hasn’t already, that’s something.”



“Huh,” he said, pulling Holly’s top up and out of her skirt. “She’s a hot one. If I hadn’t gone for you, it would have been her or Ms. Taylor.”



“Focus,” Holly said, placing her hand over his.



“I am. Even if you get fired for this, I’m not going to stop fucking you.”



“Such a romantic,” Holly said drily.



“You want flowers and chocolates and dates and all that shit, get a boyfriend. I’m here to fuck you until you drip me.”



A flash of heat ran from the base of Holly’s spine all the way up to her neck and down to her toes. “You know… she was pretty flustered when I told her how good the sex was.”



“Yeah?” Then something shifted in his eyes and he grinned slowly. “How flustered?”



“Why?”



He leaned in and whispered in Holly’s ear, “Because I think I’m going to try and fuck a second teacher.” She shivered, and he sucked her earlobe into his mouth, a trick she taught him. Her fingers found his zipper and tugged it down. “You like that idea?”



“Uh huh,” Holly murmured.



“If I brought her into this, you wouldn’t be pissed?”



She knelt, pulling his jeans down with her. His fat cock flopped out, and she took it one hand while she nudged it with her cheek, then her lips.



“You think she’s hot too?”



Holly looked away, blushing. “Yes.”



Cassius reached down and twisted her head back towards his prick. She took him in her mouth, sucking his tip like a lollipop. “We’re going to have so much fun.”



* * *



The next day, during Cassius’s third period class, he got a hall pass from his teacher to use the bathroom. He had no intent on doing that, but instead headed down towards the English classes.



Ms. Wilde had a break that period, and sat at her desk, a stack of papers in front of her and a red pen in hand. Where Ms. Perkins was all curves with a sweet face, Ms. Wilde was a toned, slim beauty with an obscenely curvy ass she loved to flaunt in tight dresses and mini-skirts. She had nice perky tits, too, nothing like Ms. Perkins’s huge ones, but still, pretty nice on Ms. Wilde’s slimmer frame. She carried herself with a kind of natural arrogance that attracted Cassius, like she was too good to be a teacher.



He knocked on the doorframe and she looked up. Her eyes went wide and she shot to her feet, backing away as he entered.



“I’m not going to do anything to you,” Cassius said, hands raised. In one of them was a USB drive. “But Ms. Perkins told me you know about us. About me fucking her.”



Ms. Wilde blushed at that. “You… you… if you touch me, if you try anything, I’ll call the principal’s office…”



“I told you. I’m not here to make you uncomfortable.” He waggled the USB drive. “I’m here to… hm. Give you an invitation, I guess.”



“What is that in your hand?”



“It’s a USB drive. There’s a video on it.”



“Are you trying to blackmail me?”



“What? No,” Cassius said. “That wouldn’t be fun. I like sex, but I’m not a monster, Ms. Wilde. If you don’t want to do anything, that’s okay. There are other hot teachers here I could sleep with.”



“Then what is it?” she asked.



“A taste of what me and Ms. Perkins get up to,” he said, and stepped forward to slide the USB drive across her desk. “What you do with it, that’s your choice. Ignore it. Take it to the principal. Take it to the school board.” He shrugged. “Or watch it and think about it. Pretend it’s you I’m doing all that to. And if it interests you, my dad’s going to be gone on a business trip this weekend, so I’m going to be staying with Ms. Perkins. Come by.”



“You arrogant little shit,” Ms. Wilde said. “Unbelievable.”



“Watch it or don’t. I don’t really care. But for that, if you do decide to show up, I’m going to pay you back for calling me names. I’m hurt, Ms. Wilde. Really!” He chuckled and walked out, giving her a wave over his shoulder.



* * *



When Cassius left her classroom, Silvana snatched up the USB drive and threw it in the locked drawer she used for contraband from her students. She bristled all that afternoon and the whole next day. Did that little shit really think that kind of thing would work on her?



But the second night, errant thoughts of Holly crossed her mind. Silvana sometimes entertained some bicurious fantasies, especially about her coworkers. Honeypot High tended to hire a certain type, meaning “hot,” and Silvana was not immune to the other teachers’ desirability.



She thought about Holly, and about the times they had a drink or two together and talked about their handsomest students. Okay, maybe more than a few times they didn’t even need the alcohol to talk about an eighteen-year-old’s terrific ass or the way someone’s sweatpants showed off a certain bulge. And maybe Silvana had brought herself to a few dozen fantastic orgasms fantasizing about her of-age students, but she would never act on those desires, not like her friend.



That said, there was no denying Cassius was a fantastic package. Muscular, hard-looking, and that stylishly shaggy blond hair… yes, he was yummy.



But she would not play with herself to him. She wouldn’t.



Not even to the thought of him and Holly together.



Instead, Silvana entertained thoughts of Holly alone, those curves, that adorably innocent face, the clothes that always advertised every inch of her so well. She licked her fingers and slid a hand down under her pajama bottoms.



“Holly,” she moaned, rubbing her clit slowly. She reached out to her end table and pulled open the drawer to pluck out her favorite rabbit vibe. Her other hand went to her mouth again and she sucked on four fingers, wetting them. A fantasy of Holly, baring her breasts in her classroom, looking down at them and then up at Silvana, smiling shyly. Silvana reached down to stroke her folds with the wet fingers and brought the vibe to her clit, switching it on. Holly leaning in to kiss her, and Silvana reaching behind the other teacher to tug her hair free of its braids and let it fall down nearly to her ass.



Idly, she wondered just what Cassius said to Holly to make her fall so easily for him. And just like that, he crept into her fantasy.



Silvana shoved the thought of him out of her mind, refocusing on Holly. Their hands would roam each other, and Holly would breathily confess she’d always thought of Silvana that way. So overcome with need, Holly would spin Silvana around and make her thrust her bottom out so she could drop down and…



But seriously, what the hell? He convinced her on his eighteenth birthday? Like… in just one day?



She thought about that, then tried to return to the fantasy, imagining Holly running her tongue up and down Silvana’s folds before eating her in earnest. But now Cassius was undeniably on her mind too, and she imagined him sitting in front of her, naked on the desk. She groaned in frustration and flicked off the vibe.



No. She would not think about Holly and Cassius with her, together.



She wouldn’t.



Two hours later, still staring at the wall beside her bed, Silvana Wilde grabbed her pillow, smashed it against her mouth, and screamed, “Shit! Shit shit shit!”



And once again, she reached for her vibrator.



* * *



She went in early, feeling miserable. Not because she was exhausted, but because after her third orgasm thinking about Cassius fucking her and Holly together, she had a fantastic night’s sleep, and the guilt of that made her feel like utter trash.



She should not be thinking this way about a student, and yet in the shower that morning, she found herself running the spray of the detachable showerhead against her pussy while she rubbed her clit to another back-popping orgasm.



Silvana was a fly caught in a web, not quite caught yet by the spider, but knowing it was coming for her.



No other teachers were in that early in the morning, just as Silvana hoped. She hurried into her classroom, shut and locked the door, and dug out a pair of earbuds and the USB stick from her desk drawer. The tiny metal in her hand gave her pause. If she did this, she knew there would be no escaping the fantasy anymore, if she ever had a choice to begin with. Much as she might have wanted to hesitate, the thought thrilled her, and her hand went immediately to the computer tower to slide the drive home.



With her earbuds in, Silvana found the drive and opened up the lone folder within. She glanced at her door, licked her lips, then looked to the windows just to make sure in the seconds since she last looked the blinds were still closed. They were. She double clicked the video, and almost immediately let out a soft keen of need under her breath.



The video was a lengthy one, nearly a full two minutes. She pulled up her purse, eyes never leaving the screen, and dug out the same rabbit vibe from the night before. No more thought of resistance crossed her mind. She had to get off to this.



In the video, Cassius gripped his shockingly big, shaven dick in one hand and aimed the cockhead towards Holly’s bleached bud. Silvana’s friend tossed her hair back and gave Cassius a look of pure adoration over her shoulder. “Fuck my ass again, baby,” she whimpered. “Make me feel so full.”



God, Holly’s ass was spectacular. Big and curvy, with her glistening lips inviting Silvana’s tongue and fingers.



“Fuck her ass,” she whispered under her breath, flicking on the vibe and sliding up her skirt.



He did. At first, it seemed like there was no way Holly’s little ring could take such a thick cockhead, but he pushed and slid in, making Holly tense and arch her back. Silvana slid the vibrator across the silky fabric of her panties, moaning and never even realizing it.



Cassius eased back and forth, his movements rhythmic and slow. Still with her head twisted, Holly grinned and said, “I said, fuck me.”



Cassius laughed, and the video ended. Silvana minimized the video and looked at the USB drive’s file paths again, desperate to see the young man fuck her friend’s ass harder. She moaned her frustration and started the video again. Two images seared themselves into her brain – that moment when Holly looked over her shoulder, and the moment of slight resistance before her ass accepted Cassius. With one hand, Silvana buzzed her pussy and clit with the vibrator, unaware her mouth was wide open, her hair falling across her eyes. With the other, she kept jumping back in the video to those two moments until just a minute later she gritted her teeth and let out a nearly silent keen of pleasure.



But that was just the first orgasm, and there was still half an hour before most anyone else would show up at the school. By the time Silvana finally closed the video and threw the USB drive into her purse, she left her chair wet and messy, and needed to spray it down with an all-purpose cleanser and wipe it. She wandered through the halls in the haze of a post-orgasmic bliss the likes of which she’d never known before, feeling drunk and guilty all at once – and still so goddamn horny. Under the spray of the girls’ locker room shower, she dropped her head to the cool porcelain wall and laughed helplessly.



They barely had to try to trap her, and now Silvana was completely ensnared.



* * *



Cassius skipped his usual after-school tryst with Ms. Perkins to drive home and see his dad Marshall off before his flight. Marshall, as usual, looked disheveled, his hair shooting all over the place and his tie smudged with something, probably his lunch. He was stuffing his Kindle into his carry-on when Cassius came through.



“Oh hey, there’s my boy,” Marshall said, “Thought you might miss out. No hot date tonight?”



“You know I’m seeing someone?” Cassius asked.



Marshall chuckled and zipped up his bag. “The way you’ve been prancing around, only one thing it could be. Who’s the girl?”



“Ah, I don’t want to say. She’s a little older. We’ve been seeing each other since my birthday.”



“Oh damn, an older woman? My boy!” Marshall said. “Wait, it’s not you and Mrs. Basurco, is it?”



Cassius laughed. Their neighbor from three houses down, Mrs. Basurco was notoriously handsy at neighborhood parties. She was also pushing eighty and had lips like two fish locked in a sixty-nine. “Oh, you know it. We’re getting wild.”



“Well, have fun, but be careful. Older women, they can teach you a lot.”



“You ever date one?” Cassius asked. He dipped around behind his dad and pulled the Kindle’s charger from the wall.



“Oh damn, good eye. I would have forgot that. And yeah, when I was a couple years older than you, I dated a forty-year-old for a few months. It was fun.”



“Any advice?”



Marshall took the cord from his son and slipped it into his bag. “Nope. Enjoy the ride. Bring her by sometime. I won’t give you too much shit.”



“I will.” He wouldn’t. Not on his life. “You got something on your tie. Ditch it.”



“Aren’t I supposed to be looking out for you?” Marshall asked, loosening his tie and heading for his bedroom.



You are
 , Cassius thought,
 but somewhere down the line I became twice the man you are.



The thought wasn’t malicious, but sort of sad. His dad wasn’t a bad guy, but hamstrung by a life of wrong decisions and softened by regret. Cassius loved him, and respected his father’s work hustle, but his personal life was a sad wasteland, one Cassius fought hard to avoid himself.



His father re-emerged from the bedroom, slipping a fresh tie around his neck. Cassius came to him without a word and hugged him. Surprised and pleased, Marshall said, “What’s that for?”



“I don’t know. I just… ah, I don’t know. Golf when you get back?”



“Hell yeah. I’ll even give you a three-stroke handicap.”



“Ha ha.”



When his dad’s ride arrive, Cassius walked him out the door, promising no parties or anything crazy while he was gone. Marshall looked like he might say something else after their goodbye, but slid into the ride and waved as they pulled away from the curb. Cassius stared after him for a long minute, then rushed inside to shower and shave.



Afterwards, as he dressed, he texted Ms. Perkins to let her know he was on his way. She texted back to tell him to come right in. He grinned to himself, and rushed for the door.



* * *



A thumping, sexy, slow electronica song thrummed through the house as Cassius let himself in. He locked the door behind him and closed it. He kicked off his shoes and socks by the door, and pulled off his tee shirt as he walked towards the bedroom. By the time he reached it, he was down to his boxers, but there, his hands stopped moving.
 He
 stopped moving.



Because on the bed, on her hands and knees, sliding a slim blue dildo in and out of her pussy to the beat, was not Ms. Perkins, but Ms. Wilde.



She was nude, her tan-line free body completely exposed to him. She had her ass to the door, but looked over her shoulder, hair falling wild down to the bedspread. She grinned and pulled the dildo free to bring it to her other lips, sucking it down and licking the tip before bringing it back to her pussy again and sliding it home.



Arms roped around him, and Ms. Perkins breathed into his ear, “So. Ready for the weekend?” Without waiting for a response, her hand dipped low and tugged his boxers down. “Oooh, I think you are.”



Two teachers. His.



Cassius wanted to say something witty. He wanted to say anything at all. But he was transfixed by the sight of his athletic teacher on the bed, fucking herself to the slow beat.



“She said you gave her a video of us,” Ms. Perkins said. She wrapped a hand around his hardening prick and squeezed. “Naughty boy.”



Cassius grunted as she began to stroke him, a wordless sound of pleasure. Ms. Perkins turned his head with her free hand and kissed him hungrily, her lips wide, her tongue playing with his. Thought finally reentered his mind and he twisted, taking his teacher in his arms. She was dressed in a black silky chemise, and when he tugged the front up, he found her wearing a matching micro thong, the triangle of fabric not doing anything to hide her wet sex from him.



He gripped the tiny piece of fabric, well aware they had an audience but locked solely on Ms. Perkins at that moment. It tore easily in his strong hands, and she threw herself at him, kissing him harder this time, her fire pouring into him. He grabbed her ass through the chemise and squeezed before going lower and lifting her up by her thighs. She kept kissing him, panting into his mouth as he walked with her to the bed and dumped her beside Ms. Wilde.



To her, he finally said, “I’m going to fuck the both of you all weekend and anytime I want after that.”



“Cocky little shit,” Ms. Wilde said, but judging from the way she thrust the dildo harder into herself, she liked the idea.



“I think I told you I’d pay you back for calling me that,” Cassius said.



“Yeah? What are you going to do about it?”



Cassius flew off Ms. Perkins in an instant and went for Ms. Wilde. He took the dildo from her hand and plunged it hard and fast into her, making her gasp. His free hand rose up, and he brought it down in a hard crack across her tight ass.



“Ungh, fuck!” Ms. Wilde cried.



“Spank her, spank her ass,” Ms. Perkins moaned, spreading her legs wide. Still on her back with her legs dangling over the edge of the bed, she twisted her head to watch and brought a hand down to her sex, plunging three fingers into her ready cunt.



Cassius raised his hand again and smacked Ms. Wilde’s other cheek, leaving a reddened handprint in her skin. She thrust back against the dildo hard, her head dropping, her breathing going erratic. Was she going to come from this? he wondered.



“Whose are you, Ms. Wilde?” he asked, plunging the dildo in and out of her.



“Nnngh!” the red-hot teacher said through gritted teeth.



He smacked her ass again. “Whose?”



“Ohhh, ohhh!”



“Who gets to fuck you whenever he wants to, however he wants to?” Cassius asked, and when she stiffened and didn’t respond, he knew he had her. He smacked her cheek one more time and drove the dildo home. She came with a cry.



“Final time, Ms. Wilde, or I don’t touch you again. Who do you belong to the rest of the year?”



“You! Oh fuck, I’m yours, Cassius! Fuck me the way you did her! Fuck any hole you want to! I’m your filthy fucking teacher whore, just like her, just use me, fuck me, give me that big fucking cock!”



He yanked the dildo free and tossed it aside before pushing to his knees behind her, his cock in his fist, his other hand on Ms. Wilde’s waist. He plunged deep, her tight pussy molding to him so well he thought she might not take him. But he fed every inch of his dick to Ms. Wilde, and she took it, hands clawing at the bed, her head bobbing up and down as he fed her what she so desperately needed.



He wasted no time. Once he bottomed out in her sublime cunt, he pulled back in a sharp motion. She was so tight she came back with him before pulling herself off his cock with a wet slurping plop. He pounded back inside her, gripping her waist to hold her still while he sawed back and forth, dimly aware of the music stopping followed by lips on his shoulder, his neck, his ear. Only when Ms. Perkins slid her tongue against the sensitive flesh inside his ear and whispered, “She’s yours now, just like me” did he really register her.



Cassius turned his head and wrapped one arm around his other now-naked teacher slut. He gripped her ass as he bucked with wild abandon into Ms. Wilde and pulled her in for another smoldering kiss. Her trembling fingers reached down to stroke Ms. Wilde’s fantastic curvy ass.



“So tight and big, isn’t it?’ Ms. Perkins asked breathlessly. “It’ll be perfect for your dick. That’s what she wants. She saw you fucking my ass and she can’t stop thinking about it.”



“Nnngh… cock… in my ass…” Ms. Wilde gurgled.



“Student cock,” Ms. Perkins amended gently.



“Fuck, oh fuck, my student’s cock…”



“Yesss,” Ms. Perkins said.



“…student’s cock in me, in my pussy and m-my ass, oh fuck!”



Ms. Wilde came hard, her back arching, her feet kicking against the bedspread. She twisted off him, collapsing on her side as her hand went instinctively to her pussy, her legs still shaking as though he were still fucking her. Ms. Perkins took advantage and dropped to suck his cock deep, bobbing her head up and down as much of his length as she could take.



“Urk! Urk! Urk!” she gagged around him when she wasn’t filling her throat full.



When he realized she would be tasting the other teacher on him, Cassius grabbed the back of her head, unable to help himself. He fucked into her mouth even harder than she was already taking it, making her eyes water. Beside them, Ms. Wilde finally got her senses back and twisted until she was next to her friend and colleague. Cassius let go of Ms. Perkins and his first slutty teacher pulled off him with a loud slurp and pointed him towards Ms. Wilde. Without hesitation, Ms. Wilde dove down on him, not taking nearly as much as Ms. Perkins, but then again, she didn’t have as much practice, either.



“Your blowjob skills are pathetic compared to hers,” he said. Ms. Wilde glared up at him and gave him the finger even as she bobbed harder on his cock, lashing his sensitive underside with her tongue. “Attitude again? Ms. Perkins, spank her.”



Ms. Perkins blushed and did as he asked. She put her hand on Ms. Wilde’s ass and gave her a light spank. Not nearly as hard as he would have done but it still got a moan out of Ms. Wilde.



“Any time she gives us shit, you spank her again.”



Ms. Wilde moaned again and took him to her tonsils, breathing hard through her nose. Ms. Perkins ran her hands up and down the other teacher’s body. The heat between them was palpable, but they still hadn’t properly acted on it… right up to the point when Ms. Wilde pulled off him again. She held his cock towards Ms. Perkins, who giggled nervously as she looked into the English teacher’s eyes.



“Oh,” Ms. Wilde whispered.



Ms. Perkins chased her lips quickly, but hesitated in the last quarter inch, a question in her eyes. Ms. Wilde answered by closing the distance, her lips connecting with the other woman’s in a soft, loving kiss staggeringly at odds with what was happening in the bedroom. Cassius stroked his slick cock, watching their kisses. Ms. Wilde saw and turned back towards him.



“I think we should suck him together,” she told Ms. Perkins.



Ms. Perkins leaned in and whispered into Ms. Wilde’s ear. Ms. Wilde nodded, and took Cassius’s hand away from his dick. Together, they leaned in, one on each side of his cock, and began to lick up and down his length. Ms. Perkins was eager, fast, while Ms. Wilde was more deliberate, taking her time and watching both him and Ms. Perkins.



The sensation of both their warm tongues bathing his cock was nearly too much. Cassius filled his hands with whatever he could reach of them, tracing their warm skin, squeezing Ms. Wilde’s taut, bubbly ass, running his hand through Ms. Perkins’s hair. After a minute, Ms. Wilde engulfed his tip again, sucking and bobbing just on that first inch while Ms. Perkins kept up her tongue lashing. They switched off, both sets of lips on his tip, tongues clashing as much with each other as his dick. Now that he couldn’t take much longer. Ms. Perkins blew him with harder, deeper strokes, then they repeated the wildness of their handoff, pink tongues flicking together.



“Ah fuck,” he grunted. “Going to come.”



“Take him, Silvana,” Ms. Perkins panted. “Taste his yummy student come.”



Ms. Wilde didn’t have to be told twice. She drove her lips down his length and bobbed and sucked while her slim hands engulfed the rest of him jacking him against her mouth. Ms. Perkins leaned down and sucked one of his balls into her mouth, bathing it with gentle lashes of her tongue. Cassius could take no more. He grunted, pulled back, and drove deep into Ms. Wilde’s mouth one more time, grabbing the back of her head and holding her in place while come rocketed out of him and into her throat and across her tongue. She swallowed, swallowed, swallowed, then came off him with a gasp, one last trickle of his come dribbling down her chin. Ms. Perkins crashed into her, frantically sucking it up and kissing the other teacher as they collapsed on the bed together, hands everywhere, making out with desperate need.



Ms. Perkins wound up on top, her hands on Ms. Wilde’s shoulders, keeping her down as she straddled her waist and leaned down to kiss her with sharpening quickness and tantalizing flicks of her tongue. Cassius leaned back on his calves, watching the show. Their breasts brushing each other was his favorite but he loved the view of their glistening pussies so close together, as well as Ms. Perkins’s big curvy ass.



Ms. Perkins slid down, going straight for Ms. Wilde’s perky breasts. She cupped one with both hands and dove for the nipple, sucking it and teasing it with her tongue. It made Ms. Wilde squirm, and when Ms. Perkins nipped and tugged the nipple gently with her teeth, Ms. Wilde gasped.



“Oh, fuck, yes, like that, tease them like that, be a little rough,” Ms. Wilde begged.



Ms. Perkins went for the other breast, doing as Ms. Wilde asked, nipping a bit harder, her ass thrust high in the air. Cassius knee-walked behind her and shoved his face to her waiting cunt. She gave out an excited, “Oooh!” and wiggled her ass in his face. He loved the taste of her, as always, musky and heady and flowery all at once.



He ate her with untypical youthful abandon, his tongue everywhere, just needing that connection, to be in that game. He didn’t notice Ms. Perkins sliding a hand down to Ms. Wilde’s pussy, or see her pushing home her middle finger. He did hear Ms. Wilde’s moan of pleasure and felt her writhing around on the bed, but it wasn’t until Ms. Wilde pushed herself up so Ms. Perkins could eat her out that he realized what was happening.



The surrealness of it washed over Cassius. One of his sexy teachers was about to go down on the other. Two of the women he fantasized about so often were about to fuck – and he caused this. He did this. He was responsible.



He grinned against Ms. Perkins’s pussy as she descended down on Ms. Wilde’s.



“Ohhh, Holly,” Ms. Wilde moaned.



“I’ve never… mm… done this before,” Holly said demurely.



“Me either.”



A pause, then, “Am I doing it okay?”



“Yesss. Don’t stop. Keep licking me.”



“Fuck,” Cassius grunted, and started tongue-fucking Ms. Perkins. She lifted her ass up higher, moaning against Ms. Wilde’s pussy.



Everyone moved together, rocking, licking, slurping. Ms. Perkins lost her tentativeness quickly, and Ms. Wilde was free with her moans and panting. It wasn’t long before Cassius’s cock started to harden again, but he wanted to bring Ms. Perkins to an orgasm first. Teasing her clit with fingers from both hands while he stuffed his face into her cunt was enough to push her over the edge. She shoved back against him.



“Oh, fuck, Cassius!” she cried out, and shivered against him. He moved immediately, giving her no respite, and grabbed her waist with one hand while he lined up his cock with the other. Oh, how he fucking loved doggy style, and Ms. Perkins loved to take it that way. She cried out again as he sheathed himself inside her, stuffing her full of his dick and yanking back almost immediately to plunge in again. Her walls shivered around him and never really stopped, her pleasure rolling and rolling and rolling as his thickness rubbed her spot just the right way.



But Ms. Wilde wasn’t about to be denied. She grabbed Ms. Perkins by the hair and pulled her back down to her pussy. “I wasn’t done with you, slut,” she said. “Lick me.”



“Ooohh,” Ms. Perkins moaned, and did just that, noisily. Cassius fucked her hard, incensed by the sight of Ms. Wilde spreading her legs wide on the bed, hand at her clit, the other buried in Ms. Perkins’s hair. She stared right back at him, lips parted as she played with her own clit and watched him fuck Ms. Perkins.



Her eyes dipped to the connection of his hips and Ms. Perkins’s ass. He had Ms. Perkins up high enough that she would be able to see the fucking, and it seemed to turn Ms. Wilde on nearly as much as the licking.



“When she makes you come, then I’m taking your ass,” he growled.



“Unnngh, yes, take my ass, fuck me hard just like her…”



“And if I came into your classroom Monday, right in front of your students, and told you to get on your knees and suck my fat fucking cock?”



Ms. Wilde strummed her clit harder, back rising up off the bed. “I’d suck it,” she cried out, “I’d take it as deep down my slutty teacher throat as I could, oh fuck, I’m yours, you fucking stud…”



“Good slut,” he said.



“Yes! Your good slut! Your good dirty teacher slut!” Her eyes squeezed shut and her thighs closed on Ms. Perkins as the dark-haired teacher licked harder, faster. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Oooooh, Hooo-olly!”



Ms. Wilde thrashed as she came, her fingers rising up to her lips. She sucked them down, panting as she thrust her pussy up at Ms. Perkins. He ran a hand through Ms. Perkins’s hair and tugged her back away from the other woman’s pussy.



“Ms. Wilde. On your hands and knees again. Ass to Ms. Perkins.” He gave Ms. Perkins a sharp smack on the ass. “Get her ready for me to fuck her ass.”



Ms. Perkins scrambled for the side of the bed and the lube already waiting along with some towels. Cassius and Ms. Wilde slid to the side of the bed while she laid out the towels, then he got Ms. Wilde on her knees, his phone in hand and camera on.



“Say ‘ahhhh,’” he told her.



“Ahhh,” Ms. Wilde said, grinning wide up at the camera. He stuffed her mouth full of his glistening cock, snapping picture after picture. Ms. Perkins was ready for them, so he let Ms. Wilde pull away. But before she could climb on the bed, he took a dozen or so photos while he fucked into her on her back her legs spread wide, feet kicking.



Finally though, it was time for the main event – at least for that round of frenetic fucking. Ms. Wilde got back on her hands and knees while Ms. Perkins lubed up her fingers and spread some of it along her friend’s ass. She leaned in and kissed Ms. Wilde as her fingers slid into her asshole, the two teachers moaning theatrically for Cassius’s benefit. He got pictures of all of it, focusing on their faces and the fingers before pulling back and getting wider shots.



“I think he should become a photographer,” Ms. Perkins said, practically lip-to-lip against Ms. Wilde.



“I think he should be a fucking porn star,” Ms. Wilde said, making the other woman giggle.



“She’s ready, Cassius.”



“Good,” he said, coming closer to the bed. “Take the phone. Film everything that’s about to happen.”



The two women fell silent. Ms. Perkins held up the phone and started recording. Cassius lubed up his cock, and brought it to Ms. Wilde’s ass.



“Tell me again. Whose are you?” he asked her, pressing the tip against her bud.



“Yours,” she moaned. “I’m your slutty teacher. Just like Holly.”



“This pussy is mine.”



“Yesss.”



“This mouth is mine.”



“Yours, yours any time…”



“This ass…” He finally pushed, and just like Ms. Perkins, there was some resistance, but his cockhead slowly sank into her tight ring. She arched up, eyes wide, fists balling. “…is mine.”



“Yours!” Ms. Wilde cried out. “It’s yours! I’m yours! Fuck me, Cassius, fuck your teacher!”



He bucked hard into her. Despite how athletic and tight her ass was, she could take a shocking amount of his cock, nearly as much as her pussy. Ms. Perkins gasped, and got in close to film his big dick spreading the other teacher’s ass wide, his thickness jutting out of her like a fence post.



“Are you ever going to be a mouthy bitch to me again?” he asked her, pulling back and shoving deep again.



“No! I’ll be your good teacher slut! I’ll be your good girl!”



“Oh fuck,” Ms. Perkins whispered. “His good girl. We’re his good girls…”



“I own you this year. Anytime, anywhere,” Cassius snarled, pounding hard and fast into Ms. Wilde’s ass.



“Yesss! Own me! You own m-m-me! Oh, fuck, Cass-IUS!”



Already Ms. Wilde was coming, her voice going shrill at the end of his name. She bucked up and off him, her body convulsing as she flopped on her ass on the bed, crying with the pleasure. Quickly she twisted and pushed Cassius down onto the bedspread. Amused and surprised, he let himself be guided. She grabbed the lube and added more to his cock before twisting again and dropping her ass right on top of him. Ms. Perkins helped aim him, and then Ms. Wilde slammed down on his dick, taking him even further into her ass as she slapped a hand to her pussy and cried out with the pleasure.



“Oh fuck! Riding my student! Riding my student’s big fucking horse cock! My ass, my ass, my ass!” she chanted, slamming up and down.



Ms. Perkins recorded as much of that as she could handle, her free hand at her pussy, rubbing herself frantically. But when Ms. Wilde cried out with another orgasm, she ended the video and dropped the phone in her haste to join the duo. She drove two fingers up into Ms. Wilde’s cunt and kissed whatever she could – the teacher’s bouncing breasts, her chin, her neck, her arm. Ms. Wilde watched her with intense need, her mind gone, running solely on autopilot as her pleasure washed over her time and time and time again.



Cassius didn’t know how often she came, but he did know at one point she pushed off him to tackle Ms. Perkins and bring her down to the bed, burying her face in the math teacher’s pussy and lapping at her frantically. He grabbed her hands and pinned them behind her back as he shoved back into her ass again, so very close now. Ms. Perkins played with her clit and cupped her breast, head thrown back, rocking with the pleasure of it all. She wailed out Ms. Wilde’s name and that was all Cassius could take.



He slammed hard one last time into Ms. Wilde and came so hard his eyes rolled up, his come blasting out of him. In that moment of blankness, as his warmth filled Ms. Wilde’s incredibly tight ass, he had one conscious thought.



There was room on the bed for a third teacher.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks very much for reading! If you’re interested in the Lucy Fox story alluded to early in this story, please check out Teacher’s Pet, another Honeypot High teacher-student fantasy and the first in the Perfect Scores series.
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