
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Teacher's Pet - Part 3: Awesome Foursome by Daniella
Donati

 


 


 


 


The third part
in the erotic short-story series Teacher's Pet about a college student who develops a sexual fixation on his
attractive Spanish teacher.

 


 


All characters
appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real
persons, living or dead, or to other works of fiction, is purely
coincidental. All sexual acts depicted are between consenting
adults aged eighteen and over.

 


 


The author
specifically disclaims any responsibility for any liability, loss
or risk, which is incurred as a consequence, directly or
indirectly, of the use and application of any of the contents of
this book. The author does not condone or encourage promiscuity or
unprotected sex in any way.

 


 


 


Copyright@2019
Daniella Donati at Smashwords. All Rights Reserved

 


 


 


Teacher's Pet - Part 3: Awesome Foursome

 


Cal Jackson
woke up that Saturday morning feeling a million dollars. Yesterday
had been the wildest day of his nineteen years on the planet,
specifically his extra curricular activities with his Spanish and
English teachers, Miss Rowan Read and Miss Kim Renshaw.

 


What had
started out as seemingly a genuine if unusual detention for writing
a lewd English essay turned into something even more wild and
exciting than anything contained he had written. Both teachers had
behaved in a way that had gone beyond even his most extreme
fantasies. It was a case of a self-fulfilling prophecy that had
spiralled into something even better.



He was walking round with a new sense of confidence, knowing that
when he had been put it an incredible sexual situation and could
have wilted under the pressure to perform, he was able to deliver
the goods. Not just that, but he really dominated both Miss Read
and Miss Renshaw with his sizeable cock and they had clearly both
loved it.

Now that he had
achieved his fantasy of first fucking Miss Read and his other
biggest fantasy, a threesome with two teachers, he wondered where
he could take things next.

He was contemplating this over breakfast when his phone vibrated.
It was a text from one of his jock friends, Paul Westbury:



'Yo Cal, party going on tonight at Darrell's, his folks are out
of town on business. Everyone who's anyone will be going. Can I
tell him you're coming or shall I say you're revising for exams
like a teacher's pet, swot boy?'



Cal smiled at Paul's blunt humour. He didn't mind being mocked
mercilessly about his studiousness as it was getting him the best
pussy of his life. Although Miss Read had been his major crush,
closely followed by Miss Renshaw, there was one girl in his year
who he'd had his eye on.

 


Her name was
Heather Harris and she was one beautiful young girl. She was the
girl all the alpha males wanted to date and she'd been going out
with Danny Hicks, regarded as the best player on the college
football team. He was a handsome guy for sure, but Cal had been
hearing rumours that him and Heather were going through a rough
time due to Danny's possessiveness and jealous nature.



Cal could sympathize with Danny's jealousy to an extent, it
couldn't be easy knowing most of the guys in your year want to date
your girlfriend. She was a sweet, friendly girl to everyone which
didn't help and Cal had noticed how she would smile at him whenever
he walked past. Was she giving out signals or just being her usual
outgoing self? He was curious to find out.



'One question: is Heather Harris going?' he texted back and
didn't have to wait long for a response.



'Yeah, and get this....Danny Hicks can't go because he has a
football team trial the next day. Sucks to be him! Think you've got
a chance with Heather Harris? Now's your chance to find out, swot
boy!'



'Tell Darrell I'm coming. Can I go with you guys and meet at
your place first? Will bring beer!' he responded, feeling that
this was an opportunity to flirt that he couldn't resist and his
confidence was at an all time high.



After a lazy, idle afternoon spent daydreaming, he went to tell his
folks that he was heading to a party, a declaration made easier by
his recent A grades. He showered and got dressed, then managed to
stealthily sneak several cans of his father's beer stash into a
rucksack and left the house around 6pm.

 


By 6.30pm he
had walked to Paul's house, which was a very liberal household. He
knocked on the door and Paul's mom opened it, an attractive if
slightly overweight woman in her early forties. Her marriage to
Paul's dad was as dull as dishwater so she enjoyed having handsome
young men like Cal pop round.



"Hi, Mrs. Westbury, is Paul in?" he enquired politely. She
beamed at him and replied, "Cal Jackson, such a clean cut young
man...if only more of Paul's buddies were like you! He's upstairs
and they're making too much noise already, so warn them that I have
a threshold, OK?"



Cal was amused by her flirtatious manner and would have considered
having a little flirt back but he had Heather Harris on his mind
tonight. She let him in and he walked up to Paul's room where he
could tell the beer was already well in effect. He opened the door
and Paul opened a shook-up beer can in his face, drenching
him.



The other guys, Tony, Brandon and Bobby, roared with laughter as
the foamy beer dripped down his expensive white shirt. Cal saw the
funny side and shouted, "You fucking assholes! By the way, Paul,
your mom said you're gonna be homeless if you guys don't shut the
fuck up a little....".



Paul snort-laughed and retorted, "Yeah whatever, swot boy! You
better have some beers in that girl's rucksack....". He threw
Cal a towel to dry himself off and Cal soaked up the worst of
it.



"Sounds like you guys have had a few already..... but yeah, I
got another two cans each for all of us..." he said and Paul
opened the rucksack eagerly. He picked out a can and said,
"Kronenbourg...that's good shit Jackson, maybe it's not so bad
that you got invited tonight....". He popped the ring pull and
took a big swig.



Cal swigged on the inferior beer he had been handed and responded,
"So, is it true Danny Hicks isn't going to this party or were
you just trying to get me to come here with beer?".



Paul grinned and said, "Damn, this guy is smarter than he
looks....I'm so busted.....actually, no it's true...Danny has a try
out for the Red Devils tomorrow and his father has put him under
house arrest...".



"Interesting....not that I think I stand a chance with Heather
Harris, but would be nice to at least talk to her without that
knucklehead around...." he said, the beer kicking in.

 


The guys soon
demolished the rest of the beers and Cal felt nicely inebriated by
the time they were done. He didn’t want to get totally smashed but
he needed a little Dutch courage to approach Heather Harris, even
with his newfound confidence.



When the last can was downed, Paul rallied the troops together
quickly, knowing there was a finite supply of alcohol at Darrell’s
and not wanting to Miss the boat.



“Let’s get out of here, we’ve got some beers at Darrell’s with
our name on it”.



Cal smiled, feeling he was in a movie like American Pie. These guys
were jock jerks, but they were undeniably good fun to be with. They
headed out to Darrell’s and arrived in ten minutes. It was nearly
seven o’ clock and the party was just getting going.



Darrell greeted the group at the door, knowing Cal only as an
acquaintance, but he knew he was regarded as a cool guy just a bit
of an outsider usually.



“Hey Cal, good to see you here man, I hope you’re ready to party
dude, this is gonna get wild!” he said, shaking his hand on the
way in.



“Thanks for letting me come, I’d brought some beer but these
freaks have drunk the lot!” he replied and Darrell
laughed.



“Don’t worry, I’ve stocked up on supplies and can raid my dad’s
stash if we are running low...I got it covered, man!”



Cal grinned, knowing this was going to be a fun night. As he slowly
wandered through the house, following Paul to the kitchen, his eyes
scanned the lounge for Heather Harris and the group of friends she
usually hung with when not with her boyfriend.



Cal knew this was the perfect opportunity to find out if she was
into him and his recent sexual conquests gave him an air of
masculine confidence that girls around him were picking up on
intuitively. He saw no sign of Heather, but noticed that his mere
presence was creating a bit of a buzz amongst the girls
present.

 


He realized
that he had been so transfixed on his erotic obsession with Miss
Read that he hadn’t been paying that much attention to the girls in
his year, apart from Heather. She was far from the only one who he
found appealing, but his ego had now grown exponentially and he
wanted the hottest girl in the year.



Having obtained a beer in the kitchen, he suddenly got a nudge in
the ribs from Paul, who said, “She’s here, just saw her walking
in....if you’re ever gonna try your luck with her, tonight’s the
night, buddy....”.



Cal slapped his friend on the back and grinned, knowing this was as
good a chance as he was gonna get. He wandered back into the huge
lounge where most people were mingling and steadily made his way
across the room. Heather was with a group of friends and he caught
her eye. She smiled like she always did, but what did that mean, if
anything?



He was determined to find out. The music for the night started
pounding out of the sound system Darrell had paid for, the deep
bass hitting Cal in the stomach. He saw Heather starting to nod her
head to the infectious beat and made his way towards her as subtly
as possible.



She could tell he was making a play for her and was feeling
receptive to it. Her relationship with Danny Hicks had been
declining for a while now and basically standing her up for a
football trial made her realize what his priorities were. She was
just the pretty trophy girl on his arm while his main focus was on
his career. At her age, she just wanted a guy who was completely
into her. She regarded Cal as very attractive but a little aloof
and hard to read....though she sensed there was something different
in his manner as he approached her.



Cal decided to play dumb as he got beside her, shouting over the
music, “Hey...nice to see you here....Danny couldn’t make it
tonight?”



He knew the answer but she replied, “Actually no, he had this
really important trial tomorrow for the Red Devil’s.....but this
party sounded too good to miss!”



He nodded in agreement and offered to get her a drink from the
kitchen. She smiled appreciatively and he returned in rapid time
with a large glass of white wine.



“So are you here with anyone tonight? You have a reputation as
kind of a man of mystery!” she said and Cal knew now that she
was interested.



“No, I’m single...seems like the way to go at our age...I just
wanna have a good time and make the most of the freedom that we get
at college...I’ll be totally straight though, I’ve had my eye on
you for a while but figured you were into the alpha jocks like
Danny....”.



Heather smiled warmly at his raw honesty, knowing he’d put himself
on the line.



“Actually I’ve been curious about you, Cal...and now I’ve learnt
that dating the football hero isn’t that great...I want a guy who
is really into me and can show me experiences I’ve never had
before....”.



She knew it was a very flirtatious comment but she wanted Cal to
know he had a good shot with her. He could feel himself grow hard
at her words, especially as she was basically saying Danny Hicks
was boring and she wanted something more exciting. That’s exactly
what Cal could offer.



“But aren’t you still going out with Danny? He’s not really a
guy I want to get on the wrong side of....” he responded, aware
that Danny could put Cal in a coma if he wanted.



“Cal, I’ve decided that I’m no longer dating Danny from, like,
right now.....”.



She looked at him expectantly, wanting him to lay down the
gauntlet. Before he’d experienced Miss Read and Miss Renshaw, he
would have felt daunted by taking over from a jock stud like Danny
Hicks. But now he felt like a full-grown man and knew he could give
Heather the new experience he wanted.



He was surging with desire as this cute blonde girl with freckles
on her cheeks flirted with him. He knew he had to mark his
territory while he had the chance.



“If new and wild experiences is what you want, I do feel I’m the
guy to help you with that. I’m not into that whole social scene
like Danny, I’m just... who I am...” he replied but was
intercepted.



“And who are you, Cal Jackson? I’ve been very curious about that
for a while....” she retorted with a little edge in her
voice.



Cal suddenly realized that the hottest girl in the year had been
interested for a while and he’d been too oblivious to notice. It
was time to rectify that. [image: tmp_d72cf91e7ff74175c51af925c0d8e51e_MhU_DV_html_0.gif]

 


“Well, I
guess it’s about time you found out....how about you and me have a
dance?” he said with you remarkable confidence that took
Heather aback.



She looked round the room seeing people getting into the bass heavy
music that was pumping. She knew that dancing with Cal was going to
get tongues wagging, seeing as everyone thought she was still
dating Danny Hicks. Technically, she still was but in her head it
was over. And right now she felt seriously attracted to Cal’s
chiselled features, great body and cool charisma.



“I’d love to dance with you, Cal....” she replied with a
sweet smile and Cal thought she must be one of the prettiest girls
he’d ever seen. He took her by the hand and led her into the dance
floor area of the lounge and they started dancing. They were
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