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Chapter 1

Millie

“Ohh shit, she’s here, she’s here,” Terry says.

I smile, glancing over my shoulder at the hot blonde that just walked into the bar. My buddy Terry is practically bouncing on his barstool, the over-eager little beaver.

Terry and I go to college together. He’s one of the few dudes who has been nice to me—without any expectations so far—since I showed up to the community college from out of state a few months ago.

He’s kind of a dorky guy, but I’m sort of a dorky gal, so it works out. We’re both sophomores, just hit twenty-one recently, and like to go out on the weekends to blow off some steam.

Well, Terry blows off steam playing D&D with his buds, or slosh-ball in the park near campus, or hitting comic conventions to nerd out. I’m more of a go-out-and-get-it girl.

Meaning, I like to fuck. I mean, I like D&D just fine, but it’s not my idea of a fun weekend. No, my idea of a fun weekend is getting a bit too tipsy, falling all over a boy or girl, bringing them back to my place, and pounding them into the mattress until they’re screaming my name. Usually they’ve forgotten my name by that point, because we’re both drunk. It’s fine.

I’m tall and confident, which works in my favor when I’m trying to pick up guys or girls. Especially when my targets take a look at me and see a six-foot-two blondie with a sharp jawline, effortless mascara wings, big kissable lips, and tight clothes that shows everything off.

There’s been a few times when the guy or girl I’m hitting on—or multiple guys or girls—doesn’t realize I’m a bisexual trans mess before we get to their place or my place, but usually everyone knows the deal. I don’t try to hide it, and my voice isn’t the most feminine. It’s throaty and sultry, for sure, but more of a girly rasp than a bubbly high pitch.

Anyway, Terry’s lovelorn mistress of the night just walked into our local watering hole and he can’t stop staring over my shoulder at her. I roll my eyes, smirking as I take a sip from my beer.

Besides being my friend, Terry is also my neighbor, and I’ve been trying to teach him the finer points of dating, banging, and getting to the next level. I’m not a pickup artist by any means—ew, girl—but I clearly have more experience than him, and I have some wisdom to part that might be useful for a cute guy like Terry.

“Stop staring with those bug-eyes of yours,” I scold him over the rim of my glass.

“Shit. Sorry.” His eyes instantly avert to the floor. Or between my legs. It’s hard to say.

We’re seated at barstools at the bar, and he’s angled off to be able to get a look at the entrance, while my back is to it. I noticed the hottie that walked in is blonde like me, but more natural than my bleached vibe, and she’s a thick queen.

I like what I’m seeing already. “You’ve got good taste, Terry,” I tell him with a small wink.

He blushes, keeping his gaze averted like a submissive little pet.

Rolling my eyes, I sigh. “What’s her name?”

“Alicia.”

“How do you know her?”

He rubs the back of his neck. Terry grooms nicely, and he just got a fade cut yesterday, which means his dark hair is on point today. Never a better time to make a move than on a good hair day.

“She’s in my History of Genocides class.”

I wrinkle my nose, head lurching back. “Sexy sounding class, dude.”

He shrugs. “It’s interesting.”

“Couple of freaks, you two are. Sounds like it anyway.”

He chuckles and pounds half his beer to give himself some liquid courage.

“Sooo . . .” I trail off, leaning forward and putting a hand on his knee. “You know this girl? Ever talk to her?”

“A few times. She knows I exist, if that’s what you’re asking. I don’t just stalk her like a weirdo.”

“Well that’s good. But you never know, Ter, she might be into that shit.”

He blushes. I’m dork, but I’m also outspoken, and I know how to get guys and girls squirming, like Terry is doing now.

“Why don’t you go talk to her then?” I ask.

“And say what?” He almost looks offended I’d even suggest it. Baffled, at least.

“Um, I dunno . . . how nice it is to see her? Buy her a drink? You know, man, court her.” I twirl my wrist like it’s so obvious, but he looks dumbfounded.

Then he murmurs, “. . . Will you do it?”

I finish my beer, slurp the foam from my upper lip, and blink at him. “Excuse me?”

“Will you be my wing-woman, Millie?” He looks flustered now, face growing red with embarrassment. “You know how to talk to people better than I do! You’re sexy and arrogant and—”

“Confident,” I amend, and he nods sagely. Then I smirk again, bobbing my eyebrows. “. . . You think I’m sexy, Terry?”

His face heats the color of the sun. “Y-You know what I mean!”

“Yeah. You mean you have the hots for me ‘cuz I’m sexy.”

His mouth pops open and I laugh, rolling back in my seat—then yelping as I pinwheel my arms.

Terry reaches out to catch my wrist and yank me toward his chair before I can tip backward, since I forgot barstools don’t have a damn back.

It draws a few eyes our direction, my little stumble. Including Terry’s girl Alicia, who has taken a seat alone toward the end of the bar.

“You good, Mill?” he asks, concern now etched in his face.

I snort, lightly palming his knee. “It’s all in the delivery, my friend.” Then I polish off the last sip of beer and stand from my stool, towering over him, and let out a contented sigh as I flatten my blouse over my front.

“Wait, you did that on purpose—”

“I’ll do your dirty work for you, babe, but only because you saved my life. Or at least saved me from an embarrassing spill.”

Lightly patting his cheek, I throw Terry a kiss full of purple lipstick, and saunter down the bar toward Alicia.

She’s dressed in a flowery dress that makes her look like she came out of a fairytale book. Wrong era, for sure, but I find it hot—especially the way the dress presses her big tits together.

Alicia looks soft. And I love soft people.

Honestly, she’s probably perfect for my kind friend Terry.

. . . But he’s not the only one she’s good for.

“Heya,” I say as I plop down on the seat next to her.

She looks over, blinking rapidly as she takes in my face and quickly realizes that, yes, I am a girl and a hot one, which means I’m unthreatening, but there’s also something different about me.

I wait for the inevitable crash or cheer—it’s always one or the other once people realize what I am. They either think I’m a freak or they’re normal and don’t give a shit how I present.

Alicia breaks into a grin, and my heart stops slamming. “Heya yourself, girly,” she mutters eyeing me up and down on the barstool.

I give her a half-cocked smile, then point toward the bartender on the other side of us. “Two of whatever she’s having, on me,” I say, not trying to be presumptuous and order her drink for her.

Alicia says, “Aw, thanks. What brings you over here?”

I shrug. “You’re cute. You look like the friendliest person in this bar.”

There’s maybe twenty other people in the bar, and most of them are rough dudes playing pool, or snide-looking girls at he jukebox trying to decide what to play. I’m not lying when I say she looks friendly.

She puts a hand just above her cleavage, momentarily drawing my gaze there as she says, “That’s so sweet!”

I toss a thumb over my shoulder, cutting to the chase. “My friend at the end of the bar also really wants to talk to you, but he’s embarrassed. His name’s Terry. Says he knows you from his Holocaust class.”

Her mouth forms a little O. She looks past me to Terry, who has a shit-eating grin and waves a half-ass smile our direction. “Holocaust . . . Oh! Our History of Genocide class.”

“Right.” The bartender brings us two Modelos and I take a swig. “Terry’s one of the good ones.”

“That’s nice of you to vouch for him . . .”

“Millie.” I put my hand out and she shakes it. Our eyes dance as they meet, and she holds the shake a few seconds too long. She’s got these brilliant blues, and I can’t look away.

Suddenly, I’m not batting for Terry.

I have my own needs to consider, and Alicia is shaking my hand far too long and smiling way too big for me to not notice the connection.

“Alicia,” she purrs.

I lean closer, our faces about a foot apart. “I know. Terry told me.”

She twirls a strand of yellow hair, trying to act ditsy. “. . . So did you come over here for my classmate, or . . .”

I shrug. “I wasn’t sure at first.”

“And now?”

“Now I am.” My eyes smolder as I finish with a wicked smile.

I watch as goosebumps break out on her bare forearms when my hand lands on her kneecap. I gently rub the inside of her knee, and Alicia stares and stares—

And clears her throat, sitting up straighter.

“I see what kind of girl you are,” she murmurs so only I can hear over the din in the bar.

“I know. You’re that kind of girl too.”

She practically melts at my forwardness.

“When do you want to meet?” I ask, pushing my luck.

“Five minutes? In the alley?”

I nod deeply. “We can discuss Terry’s proposition then. You go first.”

With that, we clink beer bottles and she takes a sip before standing and basically skipping away from the bar.

I sigh, stand, and give Terry a pout as I make my way over to him.

“You scare her off?” he asks, shoulders sinking.

“Sorry, dude. I’m not finished yet though. Let me work my magic.” I wink at him. “I’ll get you that date. Promise.”
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I dip out into the alley behind the bar, where Alicia is waiting for me. This isn’t the first time I’ve been in The Alley with someone—it’s somewhat famous for this type of thing. It’s nicely shadowed, not too smelly and gross, and perfect for some public extravagances.

Immediately when I walk up on Alicia, who has her back to the brick wall that’s part of the bar, my heels clack on the pavement and she lifts her face.

“Damn, you’re a tall drink of water,” she says with a crooked smile on her pretty face.

I get in close, basically pushing up against her curves, and inhale her. “More like a tall whiskey sour, I think.”

“Fuck,” she breathes, and her breath pleasantly wafts across the front of my neck as she looks up at me. “You’re a hot girl.”

“So are you.”

I dip my head and slam my lips over hers, tasting her minty freshness and gum that she threw in after a few sips from her beer. Our tongues dance and swirl, and I tilt my head so I can dig deeper, making out with her while I push against the front of her body and feel her nipples pebble against my blouse.

I cup the swell of her right breast through her shirt, gently teasing her while I grind my knee against her pussy through her dress.

She lets out a little moan in my throat as we entwine, still kissing, getting slobbery now. She’s a feisty one, which I’m pleased to discover.

“I’m a girl with accessories, too,” I murmur in her mouth.

Her lips curl in another smile, and she replies, “I hoped so.”

While I massage her tits and squish them together in my hand, my other hand grabs her wrist and guides her down between my legs.

“Oh my,” she inhales, squeezing tight. “Bigger accessory than I expected.”

“You haven’t seen the half of it, girly,” I answer as her palm tightens on my bulge. “Promise.”

Her fingers run along my jeans, over my protrusion that’s starting to grow, thickening across the front of my thigh toward my hip.

“Think we need to air the big girl out, don’t you?” I ponder.

“Oh, absolutely,” Alicia answers, licking her lips as our faces separate. Our mouths stay inches apart, skittering breath between each other. She squeezes my mound.

“Then get on your knees like a good girl, baby,” I mutter in my throaty tone.

Her knees hit the pavement before the words are even out of my mouth. Then she’s unzipping my jeans, and I step back as she starts to reach in.

I help the horny girl along, reaching in with her and hoisting myself out of my jeans. When my cock flops down an inch from her face, her chin tilts and she bulges her eyes at me. “Holy shit. You’re huge, Millie.”

I give her a smug smile and a sly wink.

Alicia reaches for my cock, then hesitates. She looks up at me again with her big baby blues. “Don’t tell, uh, Terry, okay?”

I shrug. “Sure thing, babygirl. Now get to work.”

Alicia bites her bottom lip as her hand curls around the base of my girldick. It droops out the other side of her fist, the mushroom head dripping precum onto her chin. “I don’t know if I can fit this big pretty cock in my—”

I push my hips forward and her lips voluntarily part to send my cock down her throat. When she gags, I finish her sentence for her. “Mouth?”

“Phhhgck.”

Her eyes roll back.

I put my palms on the brick wall over her head, sigh with satisfaction at the warmth and wetness of her tongue and mouth, and pump my hips forward.

My cock rockets to the back of her throat, fully hard now and choking her. The sounds are instantly sloppy and squelching, the girl letting out those pleasant little duck sounds I love so much.

I facefuck this newcomer in the alley, gently rolling back and forth on my heels while she tries her best to throat my fat gock. She struggles at first, but as I get wetter and her throat accommodates me better, she starts to get into it, bobbing her head back and forth.

I reach down to cup the back of her head so her skull won’t smack the wall—

And so I can facefuck her more forcefully now that I have control over her head like it’s nothing more than a sextoy for me.

Alicia quickly learns that I mean business. And I think she does too, to so willingly suck me off in the alley behind the bar, where any drunk douche leaving can see us.

All they’ll see is two girls intimately close to one another in the shadows. They’ll see my heels rocking, my hips rolling, and Alicia’s sounds of a sloppy blowjob if they listen hard enough. And if they peek a bit harder, they’ll see my big hard girlcock stretching out her throat.

If they’re smart, the drunk-ass will go on their merry way, slightly confused.

But if they’re a genius . . . maybe they’ll ask to join.
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Chapter 2

Terry

Millie’s been gone a while now. And she didn’t exactly say where she was going, either.

I’ve been at the bar alone for over ten minutes now, nursing the end of my beer. It’s the fourth one I’ve had, so I’m starting to feel the effects. The loudness of the bar is creeping up on me, starting to annoy me.

It sucks that Alicia took off, and I have to wonder where she ran off to. Sighing to myself, I find my phone in my pocket, getting ready to text Millie.

She did say she would get me a date with Alicia. I trust her on that, though I have to wonder what “magic touch” she has that will get me the date.

Millie’s awesome. She’s hot, nice, and a total spitfire. Opposite of me, really, but I think that’s why we mix well. She goes to my college, but we don’t have any classes together.

Hell, I don’t even remember where we met. Probably at a bar like this. She’s from out of town, and seems to go out on the town pretty much every weekend.

Having nights like that on a consistent basis definitely builds up your dating acumen, I have to imagine. She always has so much swagger, and didn’t bat an eye when I asked her to be my wing-woman.

I don’t give a shit that she’s trans. It kind of makes her hotter in my mind, actually, but I probably won’t ever tell her that. It’s a kink that I don’t think is very appreciated by that, uh, community.

Or maybe I’m wrong. Maybe I need to spill my drunken guts to Millie some night and tell her that I don’t care if she’s got a cute little dick or whatever. What’s important is her personality, and I freaking love it.

As I finish my beer, my brow furrows, and I start to wonder if that makes me gay. I’m not really sure, and I decide that it doesn’t matter. Love is love, and if I can’t get a date with Alicia, well, maybe it’s about time I sack up and ask one from Millie.

God only knows what that sex would be like! And it’s been, like, a year since I broke up with my high school girlfriend because we couldn’t handle the long-distance relationship anymore.

She got into a good state school up north, I didn’t, so I stayed behind. I can only imagine how much college dick she’s getting now that she’s free of me and on her own.

Getting dumped sucks, but—

My head shakes. What the hell am I even thinking about? Millie is out there somewhere. So is Alicia!

God, Alicia is hot as fuck. Those curves.

I look at my empty beer, wondering if it was actually my fifth or sixth, and I just stopped counting. I’m definitely drunk enough now for it to be—or at least my thoughts are. Then I look at my phone in my hand and wonder why I pulled it out.

I decide I’ve had enough to drink. I text Millie and say, Hey girl, I think I’m heading home. Kinda drunk, and I don’t know where you went.

When another five minutes passes without a response, and the bartender walks over and asks if I want another, and then kind of scowls at me when I say no but stay sitting, I realize I’m overstayed my welcome.

I lumber up from my seat and readjust my pants, noticing that I got a half-chub while thinking about Millie and Alicia in semi-lurid states.

Then I stagger outside, and the crisp air is a nice slap to the face to sober me up a little bit. But I’m still tipsy.

Luckily—and the reason I come here at all—I’m close enough to campus to walk. So I start down the alley as a shortcut to get back there—

And freeze when I hear soft moaning.

I squint into the darkness, just past that industrial dumpster there, up against the bar’s brick wall, with a fence next to the shadows in the dark.

It’s two people. That much is obvious.

I take a step deeper into the alley and nearly lurch back with a rampaging heart when I recognize Millie’s big taut ass in those hip-hugging jeans, and that flimsy blouse fluttering in the breeze.

She’s thrusting her hips into something soft and squishy and moaning.

And that’s when I see Alicia between her legs. She has her head tilted up, head bobbing, and I can see her chin and bloated throat between Millie’s legs.

Even from this distance, I can see what’s going on, because Millie has huge balls that rest on Alicia’s chin, and they seem to glint palely in the darkness. They lightly slap Alicia’s throat as she struggles to blow my friend.

My jaw drops.

My jeans are suddenly too tight, and I don’t know what to do. Neither of them have noticed me, even though I’m only fifteen feet away on the other side of this dumpster. Then again, their attention is firmly elsewhere.

I hear Millie murmur. “That’s a good girl, Alicia. I’m surprised you can take so much cock down your greedy little gullet. But I want to feel those warm tits wrapped around my length now.”

“Y-Yes ma’am,” Alicia chokes out when her mouth sloppily falls off Millie’s hanging cock. She hoists her huge tits out of the top of her dress, squeezes them together like two lovely pillows, and stuffs the head of Millie’s cock between her cleavage. “Like this, Millie?”

My hand absentmindedly strokes my cock outline through my jeans. I meld into the shadows behind me, stepping out of the mouth of the alley so I won’t be seen.

It’s like a trainwreck I can’t turn away from. A hot trainwreck, and I have to see what happens.

Then my drunken brain tells me that I should be hurt. Humiliated. Pissed off that Millie decided to steal Alicia for herself . . . and succeeded!

It happened so fast. And now this public display is playing out so fast, too, and I can’t stop watching like a nasty little voyeur.

Shamefully, I look both ways down the alley, see the coast is clear, and pull my cock out once I’m sure no one else is around. There in the shadows, standing up against the wall on the other side of the dumpster that separates me from Millie and Alicia, I start jerking off.

My hand throttles my dick and I grind my teeth, screwing my eyes shut as the sounds of Alicia’s titfuck and their lewd talk filter into the air.

“Oh fuck, babe, those tits are fucking nice,” Millie murmurs.

“Perfect big tits for a perfect big girldick, huh?” Alicia chirps back.

Millie lets out a throaty chuckle that has my boner getting even harder. It turns out I knew Millie even less than I thought, for her to be packing something Alicia is so obsessed with.

Or at least she sounds obsessed with it, to suck and titty-fuck it within the first twenty minutes of meeting my friend.

My hand moves faster on my cock, and I cup my balls with my other palm. The sound of flesh on flesh is starting to pick up and I worry they’ll hear it—

But then their own lewd sounds lift in volume and I know I’m safe. For now. Millie is pounding into Alicia’s tits now, making the curvy girl gasp.

I hear the rustling of dresses and fabric, peek around the side of the dumpster, and notice Alicia is on her feet now.

Millie spins her around, eliciting another sharp yelp from Alicia. “I’m gonna stuff your pink little pussy full of cock, girl,” Millie says, kissing the nape of Alicia’s neck. “You’ll let a tall hottie breed you, won’t you?”

“Oh fuck yes, please!” Alicia cries out.

I watch as Millie lifts her dress from the back. Out bounces Alicia’s fat ass, and it’s even better looking in that thong than I expected. Luscious, tanned, and wide. Millie gives it a little spank, and I have to bite my lip because that’s all I want to do, too.

Instead, I jerk off like a fucking loser in the shadows, while Millie lines herself up behind Alicia, slightly bends her knees with her heels clacking, and then drives into the girl I’ve got the hots for.

Alicia moans, and it echoes through the alleyway. Her big tits press against the wall, hard nipples running with friction along the cold surface.

Millie has an incredible rhythm, rolling her hips into Alicia’s big ass and skewering the curvy girl on her big girly dick. I haven’t even seen it yet, but it must be amazing for Alicia to be responding like this.

“Coming—I’m coming a-already,” Alicia groans.

Millie coils her hair around her wrist and yanks back on Alicia’s head, wrenching her neck almost painfully, but making Alicia wobble and jiggle and quiver with a huge orgasm from the effort.

My friend fucks the senses out of Alicia, until the girl is nothing more than a moaning mess, her ass thrown back hard against Millie’s hips.

My balls tighten, I choke out a sound, and shove my back against the wall when I feel it coming on, before I’m discovered.

Knees shaking, I hold my breath and try to make as little sound as possible when I start shooting ropes of cum right on the ground in front of me. The cum quickly gets lost in the shadows of the alley, but I can hear the soft pattering of my load as I unravel right there and can barely stay standing.

Alicia cries out at the same time, coming again, and I feel like we’re two lost souls spinning together as we both lose ourselves.

And she doesn’t even know I’m listening and watching their lewd public sex play out.

“Fuuuck, so much cum inside my little hole, Millie!” Alicia whines.

Millie growls and slaps Alicia’s ass one last time—I hear the fleshy clap more than see it—and then I tuck my dick away in my jeans and start to skitter away before I’m caught, leaving the way I came in.

Only then, once I’ve spilled my cum in the alleyway and successfully make it away as I hear Alicia’s moaning cries down the way, does the humiliation and intensity of my friend cuckolding me start to settle in.

I try to tell myself that Alicia was fair game—that I should have taken my shot if I thought I could get a date with her. That Millie didn’t steal something that I never had.

But that doesn’t make me feel any better about the situation.
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Chapter 3

Alicia

After Millie pulls her big dripping dick out of my pussy, I let out a little sound and let my breath go. I hadn’t realized I’d been holding it while she pounded away at my tight hole.

And boy was it tight fitting her inside me. Millie is tall and lanky, and it’s always the skinny ones who are packing, I guess. But my last boyfriend was skinny and he had a long pencil dick, so who really knows? All I know is Millie was bigger than I thought she’d be, and that’s saying something, because her attitude gives off a hung personality.

My thoughts swirl once my orgasms wear off. I could have sworn I heard other sounds coming from nearby, but with my face two inches from the brick wall and Millie slam-fucking my cunt from the back, clutching my wide ass cheeks in both hands, I didn’t exactly have the wherewithal to look over my shoulder and see if anyone was watching or listening.

Millie slaps my bare ass once she’s done filling me up. She realigns my thong strap and snaps it down over my crack, saying, “Let’s keep you nice and plugged full of my cum, you horny slut.”

I nod diligently, loving how this feels—how warm and gooey and sticky it is inside me. Millie busted such a fat load inside my pussy, I can still feel it dripping in my panties. Trickling between my fleshy thighs and leaving a mess in our wake.

Once we’re done, I flatten my dress over my body. I don’t need to go back in the bar to try and pick up a stranger now, because I’ve just successfully done that. All in thirty minutes flat, I realize.

“That’s the first time I’ve done something like that,” I say, turning to face Millie.

She gives me a smug smirk, her purple lipstick askew on her cheeks now, and kisses me softly on the lips. Her lips are so feminine and full and lovely, I get lost in them.

“You mean get fucked in an alleyway behind a bar, where everyone can see?” she asks.

God, but she’s so lewd.

My cheeks flame. “Erm. Yeah. At least it was nighttime. Makes it harder to spy.”

“Eh, I’m pretty sure we had a little voyeur anyway.”

I cringe. “Really? Shit. At least they didn’t try to ruin our fuck.”

Millie lets out a throaty laugh, which makes me smile. I love the sound of her raspy voice.

“That’s, uh . . . not what I mean though,” I admit finally.

She caresses a finger across my cheek, and I sort of want to slap my pussy on her dick again. “I know what you mean, babygirl.”

“Y-You do?” I feel embarrassed for speaking the words out loud, worried she’ll be offended.

“It’s your first time with a trans girl,” she answers, confirming my fears. “Probably just got out of a relationship with some dude who doesn’t deserve you, and didn’t know this is what you needed.” She lewdly grabs her crotch bulge in a way that makes her seem more masculine than she’s appeared so far.

I nod dumbly, feeling embarrassed. “Yeah. You pretty much got me pegged.” Before she can answer some witty retort, I add, “Though there’s no need for you to peg me when you’ve got that monster swinging between your thighs.”

She smiles again. “I like you, Alicia. You know how to gas a girl up.”

“I like you too, Millie.”

We kiss again. It’s soft this time—not so urgent now that we’re spent and basking in the afterglow of our sweaty night session.

Once we’re done kissing, I ask, “Can I see you again?”

She nods. “Remember that favor I asked?”

I scratch my cheek, biting my lip. “Oh, right. You wanted to pawn me off on Terry.”

She rolls her eyes and I giggle. “You make it sound so transactional.”

“Well, you do want me to go on a date with him, right?”

“He’s my friend,” she says, and I know she’s genuine.

Even though she just fucked the shit out of me, I find it admirable for her to be looking after her friend still. I wonder if she has an ulterior motive.

I decide in that moment that I’ll make her have an ulterior motive, because I don’t want this to be the end.

I wasn’t lying when I said I liked Millie. She’s a breath of fresh air.

“I’ll go on a date with him . . .” I start.

“Really?” Millie’s face perks up.

“. . . If you agree to be there.”

Her thin brow furrows. “Wait. Huh? You mean, like, watching?”

I slap her shoulder lightly. “No, silly. I mean to save me if it goes badly. I need you in the wings, Millie, because I don’t know what to expect with Terry. I’m sure he’s ‘one of the good ones,’ like you said, but I just . . .”

She runs a hand over my head then, petting my hair over my sweaty scalp. “Hush, babygirl. I get it. And I’ll do it.”

“Really?”

“Quid pro quo,” she says.

A knot forms between my brow. “I, uh, don’t think I’ve had that class yet. Sure.”

“A favor for a favor,” Millie replies. “You go on a date with my friend Terry, and I fuck the living daylights out of you if it goes badly.”

I nod sharply, both of us smiling.

“Deal,” I say.
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The next afternoon is Saturday, so I’ve got no classes. I can’t stop thinking about Millie, and I have nothing better to do, so I decide to take her up on the offer and head over to Terry’s condo to set things right.

I’m dressed in jeans and a snug t-shirt today, not trying to be too hot or presumptuous. I’m not sure what to expect with Terry. He’s a cute enough guy, but we’re around the same height and he’s not really my type.

When I get to the address Millie texted me last night, I knock on the door and wait.

Terry answers a few moments later, like he’s been waiting by the door, and he looks almost breathless and starstruck when he sees me standing in the doorway with my clutch pressed against my belly.

“Hi, Terry,” I say with a shy smile, tucking a strand of gold behind my ear.

“Holy shit, you actually showed,” he breathes.

I let out a small giggle. At least he’s kind of funny—that’s a good start. And he looks nice with his fresh haircut and the button-down he’s wearing.

Yeah, I tell myself, I could get used to this.

“Surprised?” I ask.

“I, uh, just didn’t think Millie was serious when she texted me last night and said she scored me a date with you, Alicia.”

I snort. “Yeah, well, you wouldn’t believe what I made her do to get it.”

“Oh, I can imagine.”

His eyes linger on my face for a moment too long, and in that moment I know the truth: It was him. The sounds I thought I heard nearby while Millie was fucking me silly in the alley.

My cheeks start to flame and I awkwardly stand there in the doorway. He hasn’t let me in yet. I’m so tempted to ask if he was watching us in the alley, but I resist.

“Oh, shit, sorry. Come in, come in,” he says, scooting out of the way and motioning me forward with a wave of his hand. “Where are my manners, huh?”

I smile at him as I step inside.

His little condo is cute and quaint. It smells nice, which is another point in his favor, and when I pass by a room I see the sheets are made up. Terry knows how to groom and keep after himself, at least.

“I’ve got a roommate,” he explains, “but he’s out of town.” He gives me a smile and rushes past me toward the kitchen. “Can I get you a drink or anything—”

My hand coils around his wrist as he passes, stopping him dead in his tracks. His eyes fall over his shoulder to me, and I ask, “Is Millie here?”

Brow furrowing, he shakes his head. “Uh, no . . . should she be?”

I pout. “Oh, no.” Almost blew my cover. “I just thought she was your roommate, I guess.”

“Nope.” He smiles. Looks down at my hand holding his wrist. I notice a twitch of something between his legs when my eyes drop also.

Slowly, I release my hold on him. As he starts to wander to the small kitchen, I say, “Any ideas what you wanted to do for the date?”

I’m giving him an in, to try and see where he wants to take me. But I’ve already made my mind up.

I don’t need to beat around the bush.

He starts, “Well, I was thinking we could go to the park nearby, maybe stop for some coffee or matcha or—”

“Want to just rip my pants off and fuck me instead?”

His eyes widen and he looks like someone just slapped him with silly putty. His mouth pops open.

When he doesn’t answer for a while—just staring at me like I’m an alien—I start to feel weird and shrug my shoulders. “Or we could, uh, do whatever you were just saying.”

He rounds the kitchen isle before my words finish, and then grips my shoulders with both hands.

Closing my eyes, I feel his lips graze over mine, and then he kisses me and it feels nice and warm and . . .

It’s missing something.

I reach down and grab his dick in his jeans, just like Millie had me do to her yesterday.

It worked for her . . . and it clearly works for Terry, too.

He starts to stiffen in my grip, and as he kisses me right there, two feet from the doorway, my hand tightens on his cock outline.

Terry guides me over to the ugly plaid couch he has set up on the other side of the room, across from the mounted TV, and sits me down.

I decide I don’t want to be sitting, so once his lips finally leave mine, I go on all fours on the couch with a giggle and lift my fat ass, which strains against my jeans.

“Jesus Christ, you’re beautiful,” he mumbles.

“I don’t want to be beautiful, Terry. I want to be filthy. So get over here and rip my pants off, like I said.”

He rushes over. His hands dip into the waistband of my pants, and he says, “Yes ma’am,” as he peels them down over the swells of my ass cheeks.

Once I’m free from the confines of my jeans, and they’re crumpled near my jeans, I decide that I can get into this dominant era that Millie has suddenly awoken inside me.

With her, I was submissive and needy. But with the way Terry acts . . . he should be an easy puppy to guide along.

“Good boy,” I tell him. “Now are you just going to stare dumbfounded at my ass all day, or are you going to eat it?”

He nods stupidly and kneels at the end of the armrest. His throat must be parched, because he says nothing, letting out breathless sounds as he peels my thong to the side at my right cheek.

“You have the prettiest freaking pussy and asshole I’ve ever seen,” he murmurs.

Then I reach back, sticking my tongue out past my bottom teeth, and I blindly grope for the back of his head. “Then stuff your face in them, dude!”

I slam my ass back against Terry’s face and plant my asshole and pussy right where I need them. He instantly starts licking and laving my cunt, finding my clit faster than I thought he would, and then he slowly starts to fit a finger in my asshole. “Is t-this . . . okay?”

“No, one finger is not okay. I want three!”

I shake my ass against his face, clapping my cheeks on his forehead and chin, and he sloppily starts to rim me while fingering my holes.

It’s funny how quickly I can make things happen when I just order people around like this. Like Millie did last night, practically commanding me to my knees to start our session.

I need to start realizing the power I have over boys and girls, and this is the start of that. If nothing else, Terry can be my gateway into a new life that I never noticed I wanted until last night.

It doesn’t take much licking and probing of my holes before I’m wet and spilling all over his cute face. After that, his eating gets sloppy, and I start to giggle to myself. I’m over here on all fours, like a bitch in heat on this dude’s couch, and he never thought anything like this would happen in his wildest dreams.

Terry is punching above his weight class. I realize that now, and I’m going to make sure he knows it.

I’m also pissed Millie lied to me and isn’t here when she said she’d be. But at least I can fuck this cutie and get my fill, and then I’ll be on my way. Maybe Terry will even get a second date out of it, if he’s good enough.

“Fuck my holes, Terry,” I order.

“Okay,” he says, the silly boy. He has no game and no dirty talk to speak of, so it looks like I’ll have to do it for the both of us.

Terry whips his dick out and I look over my shoulder to see what he’s got going on. I’m slightly disappointed, since I was given a horse cock last night, and Terry isn’t nearly Millie’s size.

But his dick is cute. It’s pretty, at least, with a pink head, and not the smallest. Maybe five inches? Plenty to gouge my pussy out and slam-fuck me if he knows how to use it.

“Mount me like I’m a stupid breeding mare, Terry,” I say, giving him a devilish smile over my shoulder.

“Damn, you’re a way bigger slut than I thought you were, aren’t you, Alicia?” he asks.

Finally he’s getting into it.

My grin widens and I nod firmly. “Are you as big of a playboy as I hoped you’d be?”

“Guess we’ll find out,” he mutters.

Then he stands on the couch over me, crouches down, and ends up going onto his knees to guide his cock between my fat cheeks.

Luckily he’s big enough to fit through my curves, and then his dick pulses inside me and I let out a moan.

I’ve always been an easy comer, and being in this position doggystyle has always worked wonders. It takes all of five ass-throws back into Terry’s hips to get my libido firing and my clit throbbing.

“Damn, nice, Terry! You’re gonna make me come!” I yell. “Pull my fucking hair and call me your bitch!”

He does everything I tell him to do. When I want a new position, I simply roll off his cock, flip onto my back, and part my legs. I put my ankles on his shoulders—my sneakers still on—and his lithe collegiate body flattens on top of my curvy flesh and he pumps into me again.

I hug him against me. I let out moans that are surprisingly real, not just faked, and then lock my legs around him. “You’re going to squirt all your cum deep inside my cunt, aren’t you, baby?” I wrap my arms around his neck, running my hand along the back of his head. “Breed me like I’m just a stupid brainless cumdump?”

“Yes!” he bellows. His arms frame my face. He’s fucking me missionary but it feels so nice, and his cock is curving and pummeling my walls just how I need him to.

I’m surprised he’s lasted more than ten pumps. Guess the cutie isn’t such a virgin after all, and maybe there’s some hope for him.

Then we hear a knock at the door, a raspy voice I know all too well, and the hope I had for Terry goes out the window as the front door opens.
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Chapter 4

Millie

“My oh my, what do we have here?” I ask as I saunter into the condo that already reeks of sex and cum and sweat. “Two little bunny rabbits doing what bunny rabbits do.”

I’m looking at Terry’s pale ass on the couch, taut and concave as he fucks Alicia on her back. Her legs are wrapped up around Terry’s hard hips, encircling him, and she looks like she’s actually enjoying it.

I love that for Terry. I want to tell him he’s doing a great job fucking this curvy queen, when he has no business being anywhere near her, much less inside her.

“Oh f-fuuuck, Millie!” Alicia groans. She can see me over Terry’s shoulder, and for some reason she looks scared. “I-I’m sorry!”

I tilt my head. Wander in, heels clacking as always. “Sorry? Why sorry? Looks like you two are having a great time.”

“Little busy here, Mill!” Terry groans. His hips pump again, and I listen to his balls smack against Alicia’s asshole.

My smile widens. I’m proud of my friend, and I have to wonder if he initiated this. I check my phone and see the date was only set to start like twenty minutes ago. “You two work fast! Here, let’s see what you’ve got going on.”

Before either of them can retort—or stop fucking, I notice—I head to the couch and kneel in front of it, right next to them.

I shove my face between their sweaty mugs and start to kiss both of them. Terry is obviously more shocked than Alicia, whose eyes close as she gets cock at one end and a tongue at the other.

She murmurs in my mouth and I keep kissing them both, all while my hand starts to snake to my left . . . hovering over Terry’s naked ass.

His eyes go half-lidded when I pull my lips back from them. “Millie . . . what are you doing?”

“Making this day memorable, dude,” I answer with a wink.

Then I plunge my poised finger into his tight asshole.

Terry howls and trembles. “Ahh fuck! Mill!”

I laugh, Alicia grows a wicked smile, and I say, “Damn, your asshole is tight as fuck, Terry. I knew it would be!”

“Shiiit!” he cries out, and now he’s pumping his hips even harder into Alicia.

While I toy with my friend’s asshole—again, he doesn’t stop fucking—I ask Alicia, “How is it now, girly?”

“You grew bigger inside me, Terry! Shit! I’m gonna come again!”

“Better leave some for me,” I say with a pout, and then stand. I reposition myself behind Terry and cup his balls from the back, here his legs are parted. I start to fondle him, then dip my head forward and kiss his nuts, rolling them around in my mouth and getting them nice and warm. “You’ve got a nice musk, Terry. How lovely!”

I gobble up my friend’s ballsack and he keeps moaning and humping wildly, like he can hardly control his hips. Meanwhile, Alicia bounces and jiggles, getting pummeled into the couch until there’s an indentation of her in the cushions.

I quickly slip my pants down and whip my cock out, wagging it and watching it grow as I watch my friend and my new girltoy tremble and shake on the couch.

I move to stand between them, and once I’m hard I slap their faces with my big dick. “There you go, guys. Feast on my ladycock and choke yourselves.”

I don’t have to tell Alicia twice. She’s slobbering and groaning and moaning as she runs her tongue across my shaft.

But Terry hesitates. He starts to dip his head forward, eyes widening as he mutters, “Fuck you’re huge, Mill . . .”

And that’s all the impetus I need to shove my dick down his throat. “And you’re even tighter here than your asshole with my finger! Gahh I can’t wait until I shove this thing in your ass to see how tight that is!”

His eyes widen and he mumbles something, but he can’t get the words out past my cock.

“I knew you were a cocksucker, Terry, but I never knew you’d be such a good one!” I smile wide, loving how quickly I’ve put both of them in their places. “This is what you get for spying on us last night, jerking off in the alley like a little bitch.”

He pulls his head back. “Y-You saw that?!”

I pat his head, then move behind him. My hands fall on his small ass cheeks and I shove him down hard, until he’s hilted balls-deep inside Alicia. I start to control his rhythm from above, until I’ve decided I’ve had enough of spectating.

I crawl on top of the human sandwich and float my body a few inches over Terry’s backside. I’m taller than both of them, so I can hover like this and it isn’t too difficult with my arms outstretched, framing their faces.

When I fall down, my cock slides across Terry’s asshole. He howls even before I’ve penetrated his rear—

And it takes a few more tries to blindly shove down into him before my cock makes its way into his asshole. His anus caves and takes me in, and then he’s really screaming.

“Fuck, you’re coming so much inside me, Terry!” Alicia wails. “You won’t stop! You’re like a fire hose!”

“I have that effect on people,” I say over his shoulder, and then bear down on him with my weight.

I’ve got my friend sandwiched between us now, pummeling his ass, beating up his nuts with my larger hairless ladyballs. “You take it like such a good bitch, Terry. Fuck.”

My teeth grind as I pick up my rhythm. I haven’t even taken my clothes off, and now the fabric running along his naked ass and thighs and back are starting to annoy me. “Fill that womb full of your cum, Terry, because I’m about to do the same.”

The clapping of our balls rings out. I start to lift higher and higher, to see how much cockmeat I can fit inside his tiny asshole. He struggles to fit even half of me—I’m surprised he can even do that since this is his first time with dick in his ass.

“How’s your awakening, dude?” I ask him.

“A-A-Amazing!” he screams. His face is red and tight. He gets the best of both worlds, getting to fuck Alicia while taking my cock up his ass.

“Such a good sissy fuck,” I tell him. “You take my big gock so well, baby boy.”

I pet him while I fuck him. Then he’s convulsing and Alicia exclaims how he’s coming again—unheard of!

I decide it’s time to ruin her pussy for all men, and I hoist Terry’s inert body off her curvy belly and fat tits once he’s done spilling himself inside her.

I put Alicia sideways on the couch and run my balls and ass along her thigh, holding one leg up and leaning it against my shoulder as I side-fuck her into oblivion.

Her tits start shaking and pooling out across the couch as I fuck her silly. Terry is on his knees now at the foot of the couch, just watching in awe as I pulverize the girl he was on a “date” with.

“Eat my ass while you watch me fuck your girl, Terry,” I order, and he gets to it right away. “Show me how good of a fuck-puppet you can be.”

His tongue feels nice against my rectum, especially with my balls swinging back and smacking him in the face. He’s reticent at first, but then Alicia hooks her free leg behind the back of his neck and force-feeds him my asshole while I fuck her stupid.

She screams and creams again, coming.

“God, she wasn’t kidding, dude. I can feel all your warm cum squelching against my cock. You stuffed her full, Ter!” I exclaim.

He mumbles something inside my ass, tongue rumbling my hole, and I feel my nuts tighten and get ready to explode.

I turn Alicia on her stomach, finishing the rotation from doggy to missionary to sideways to doggy again. Except unlike Terry, I don’t doggy-fuck her. I push down on her, putting my weight on her fleshy body, and once I have her prone I fuck her from above.

Her ass shakes incessantly, jiggling and slapping against me.

Terry says, “I-I can’t help it, Millie. I’m sorry!—”

Two seconds before shoving his half-hard dick in my ass.

I grin, accepting him, reaching back and cupping his tight ass cheek as I pronebone Alicia’s soft holes. I lift my dick out of her sloppy pussy and now that I’m good and wet and sticky, I decide to slide into her ass.

Alicia cries out when I impale her asshole and she reaches for her cheeks and pulls them apart as if that’s going to make my entry any easier. “So much fucking cock inside me! I can’t take it!”

I pull her up by her arms, hugging her from the back, and buck Terry off my rear after he gets a few strokes inside my ass. Then I say, “Fuck her front, Ter! Fill her womb while I fill her ass!”

He gets on his knees, fumbles with his smaller dick for a second, and then shoves himself inside her. He fucks her straight on while I have her sideways on the couch, and then she’s wailing and bellowing, her entire body jiggling as we stuff her at both ends.

None of us last long. The session became sweaty and overbearing in a matter of minutes, once we learned everyone loves cock and pussy and flesh here.

The holes don’t matter—only the people they belong to. And it turns out our holes are all compatible with each other.

I came over here to rescue Alicia in case her date with Terry went south. Instead, I walked in on them fucking on the couch within minutes—probably at Alicia’s behest—and then joined in the fray.

Now I’m blowing my load deep inside her ass, flooding her guts and destroying her, and making my mark on both of these beautiful people.

Terry will always be my friend. But now he’ll be my friend that I can exchange cock with. His bi awakening has been a raging success.

And Alicia, well, she’ll have two needy fuckers to satisfy. She dropped one shitty boyfriend, and now she can have a lovely boyfriend and a dominant girlfriend, all at the same time.

Why choose when life gives you such options?

I’m not going to make either of them choose.

And as I spray my cum all over both their pretty faces, painting these college canvases just how I want them, and we continue our raging fracas well into the evening, until we’re wrung dry from creaming and howling so loudly, fucking over every piece of furniture in Terry’s condo . . . I make it clear what this means.

“We’re all dating now, you two.”

They’re both spent, holes gaping, Terry leaking cum on his thigh where he sits up against the couch, breathless.

“Y-You make the rules, Millie,” he croaks, nodding. “I take your cock, and I take her pussy.” He points at both of us, one after the other. “I get that now.”

Alicia nods her agreement. “I can’t stop either of you, and I don’t want to. Take whatever you w-want from me.” She’s positioned on the bed, curled up, still shaking from her numerous orgasms.

I stand over them, my huge limp girlcock hanging between my thighs. Gearing up for another round, now that night has fallen.

“That’s right, little cumdumps. Follow my lead, and you’ll never need anything else in your lives. Just each other . . .”

[image: ]

The End!
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Hope you enjoyed this short, horny story! Keep reading the Snared and Shared series for more unexpected shenanigans like this!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Older Man Obsession: Influencer girl wants hot older guys and will show others how to get theirs!

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.
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