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Bigger in Person

After nearly a decade of chatting online, Milo finally has the chance to meet his best and closest friend Kelsey face-to face for the very first time.

To his surprise, she’s bigger in person; a lot bigger, and in places usually hidden beneath her shorts. She also clearly likes him, which would be really flattering if he didn’t already have a girlfriend.

But after seeing him in real life she’s not so willing to give him up, and she’ll do anything to make him understand that she’s the best girl for him; even if that means resorting to some extremely dirty measures.

Bigger in Person is a first time transgirl on male erotic romance with sweet fluff and a lot of very explicit sex.


Chapter 1

My knee bounced anxiously as I waited to meet my online best friend for the very first time.

I should’ve been excited about it—we’d been best friends for nearly eight years, and she was easily the closest person to me—but instead, all I could feel was dread.

What if we didn’t get along in person? What if things between us were so awkward that we stopped talking forever once we left the coffee shop?

It would doubly suck because I’d sort of moved across the country to be closer to her, choosing a college that was within a few hours of her town. She’d been extremely excited that I was going to be so close, and the plan had been for me to visit her as soon as I had a free weekend.

But my freshman year had been so brutal that finding the time to visit her became impossible, and then things became even more complicated when I’d ended up getting a girlfriend.

I checked my reflection in the window of the coffee shop for the hundredth time, and for the hundredth time, I frowned. With so much going on at school I hadn’t had the time to get my hair cut, so my rusty brown hair was longer and shaggier than I usually liked it. In an attempt to look “casual” I’d decided on jeans and a long-sleeved grey henley, though the more I stared at myself the more it felt like I was trying way too hard to be cool.

Right as I was considering going out to my car to change the door of the cafe swung open, and when I turned my gaze away from the window, there was a tall, beautiful, blonde standing in the doorway. I peered closely at her for a few seconds, wondering why she looked both familiar and completely foreign at the same time, and then I realized that she was the very person I’d been waiting for.

My eyebrows rose. I barely recognized her.

She wore a cropped, tight-fitting black tank top, showing off her toned arms and abs. Below that she sported short, cut-off black jean shorts that revealed strong thighs and long, tan legs, and completing her look was a pair of bright white sneakers.

She anxiously looked around the shop for a few seconds, biting at her thumbnail like she tended to do when she was nervous, and it was that more than anything that convinced me it was really her. When her eyes finally landed on me her smile immediately became wide and excited, and she nearly sprinted over to where I was just starting to get to my feet.

“Milo!” she exclaimed, almost picking me up off of the ground. She squeezed me so tightly that it forced the air from my lungs, and it also really exemplified our size difference.

She was bigger in person; a lot bigger. I’d known, intellectually, that she was over six feet tall, but it was really easy to forget when we primarily communicated over the phone and text. It was also one thing to see her in photos or over video chat and another thing entirely to experience her full height in real life. As someone who’d always been a little smaller than the other guys, she towered over me.

“Hey, Kelsey,” I said once she’d let me go and I was able to breathe again. I looked up at her bright eyes and broad smile, and it was nearly impossible not to smile back.

But her shouting and our hugging had drawn the attention of some of the other patrons in the coffee shop, and we drew even more curious eyes when she began to cry.

“I’m sorry, I’m just—” she sniffled loudly and wiped at her eyes. “I almost thought this would never happen, you know? Up until I saw your face, I was worried that you’d cancel. But you’re actually here!” She hugged me again, burying her face in my neck and taking a deep breath, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“It’s great to see you, too, Kels,” I said, awkwardly rubbing her back. With some effort I managed to pry her off of me, and then we sat across from each other at the tiny table in the corner I’d chosen. She was so large that her knees brushed up against mine, and when I adjusted my legs to move them away, she shamelessly did the same so that they’d continue to touch.

We spent a long, quiet minute just grinning and staring at each other. Honestly, if it weren’t for the slight protrusion of her upper front teeth and her sharp, steely grey eyes, I might not have been fully convinced that it was actually her.

The Kelsey I’d known for so long had worn large glasses, kept her hair in messy buns or ponytails, and preferred large, comfortable hoodies. She’d been pale from being forced to stay indoors and was always too thin, and I’d often wondered if it was because her parents intentionally underfed her or if stress had suppressed her appetite. But looking at her now, you’d never guess any of that.

Once she’d moved out of her parent’s house she’d gotten really into hiking and working out, developing a golden brown tan and finally reaching a much healthier body weight. She sat up straighter now too, keeping her chin raised and her shoulders pulled back, and even though she looked so different her voice was just as light, girly, and as cheerful as it’d always been.

After another awkward minute of silent gazing, Kelsey giggled and shook her head.

“God, it’s so weird to see you in person,” she said, reaching across the tiny table to hold one of my hands.

I cringed because my palms had been sweaty ever since I’d entered the coffee shop, though when I tried to pull away she held me fast. “Weird bad?” I asked.

Kelsey quickly shook her head. “Definitely weird good. I half expected you to be like a ninety-year-old Russian dude.”

“How? We used to video chat like every other day,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“I know, but there are a lot of apps out there. It could’ve been a deepfake.” She paused and cocked her head. “Actually, I’d be impressed if someone put in that much effort just to talk to me.”

“I mean, I would,” I said, grinning cheesily.

She scoffed a bit but her smile broadened. “Still such a smooth talker, even in person.” She leaned closer—so close that I could see her wide pupils and the little flecks of brown in her grey eyes—and she stared at me so intensely that I began to feel uneasy.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re just so cute is all. Like, way cuter in person.”

I wanted to tell her the same, that she was absolutely gorgeous and that I’d always thought so, but I had a girlfriend.

“Where are your glasses?” I asked instead. “And you changed your hair?”

Kelsey shifted uncomfortably and lifted a hand to smooth down the now much straighter, blonder strands. “I wanted to look nice when I met you.”

“Well, you look great, but you didn’t have to do all that just to meet me,” I said.

“Yes, I did. I’ve been looking forward to this for years, Milo.” She squeezed my hand tighter, and her clear sincerity made me swallow hard.

This was exactly what I’d been afraid of. Feelings I thought I’d buried were bubbling back up again, threatening to spill over until they consumed me.

Like it was aware of my distress my phone buzzed from its place on the table, and when I saw the name that flashed across it, I grimaced.

“It’s Vanessa,” I said while removing my hand from Kelsey’s grip to pick up my phone. She was actually the other reason why Kelsey and I hadn’t met up sooner, and also why we were finally meeting up now.

We’d been dating for around five months, and our relationship had been going so well that she’d invited me to spend Spring Break with her family. They had a summer home on the coast of North Carolina, and since Kelsey lived in the same state and was sort of on the way, it seemed like a great time to kill two birds with one stone.

Kelsey’s smile noticeably tightened at the mention of my girlfriend. They’d only spoken once—when Kelsey had video-called me, and Vanessa happened to be there too—and it hadn’t gone great. After a single glance, they’d both mutually decided that they weren’t big fans of each other.

“Oh, how is she?” she asked, completely unable to hide how disinterested she was in my answer.

“Really impatient for me to show up. She’s been texting me nonstop to ask where I am.” As if on cue my phone buzzed again, and I sighed. I typed out a quick reply, adding a few extra hearts to hopefully keep her off of my back a little.

“You don’t have to go already, do you? We just met,” Kelsey said with a frown.

“No, but I only have like an hour before I need to get back on the road. I didn’t exactly tell Vanessa that I was going to be meeting you.”

“Then you have to drop by my apartment. I’ve done a lot with it since I last gave you a tour, and we should game in person at least once, right?” When I still looked unsure, she leaned forward again and widened her eyes. “Please, Milo?” she begged, playfully clasping her hands together and poking out her bottom lip.

It was honestly unfair. I’d never been very good at saying no to her, and even with thousands of miles between us she’d always had a unique way of getting me to do what she wanted. With her sitting only inches away and under the full force of her pleading gaze, I didn’t stand any chance at all.

But I had to admit that I was eager to see her place in person. She’d left home the day she turned eighteen with a couple of bags and a few thousand dollars; now a year and a half later, she was thriving.

I glanced at my phone again to check the time. “Okay, if we’re quick,” I said.

Kelsey squealed excitedly and jumped across the small table to hug me, pulling my face into her large breasts, and when she did it felt like she was vibrating. She was usually happy and cheerful when we talked despite how tough of a life she’d lived, but if she was normally at a seven on the excited scale, she was at about fifteen now.

“I can’t breathe,” I said, prying myself out of her grip.

“Sorry, I’m just making up for eight years of hugs.” Her smile grew. “I can’t believe that I get to hug you now.”

“Yeah, it’s nice.” Her hugs were tight and she smelled amazing, but I had a girlfriend. Even though it was all completely innocent, it still felt like I was doing something wrong.


Chapter 2

I briefly left the table to take a quick leak, and when I came back I followed Kelsey out to the parking lot.

Once I was no longer freaking out about meeting her I was able to take in more of my surroundings, and as far as small cities went, Winston-Salem was pretty charming. I’d always assumed that there was nothing to see in North Carolina besides mountains and breweries, so I was pleasantly surprised by the well-preserved old buildings mixed in with the tall, more modern skyscrapers.

We drove for about five or ten minutes until we arrived at an older-looking apartment complex, and as I followed her up the stairs to her apartment, I couldn’t help watching her ass sway as she scaled each step. It made me feel a little scummy, but girlfriend or not, Kelsey’s butt was extremely nice and I was still a man.

As if she knew that I was staring, she glanced over her shoulder at me and smirked. “Welcome to the Kelsey Cave,” she said, unlocking the door and opening it with a cheesy, dramatic flourish. She let me step through the doorway first, and I looked around, impressed.

Though she only had a small studio apartment, it was very clear that she’d put a lot of work into it. It was tastefully decorated with posters, plants, and colorful lights, and she had her “bedroom” partitioned off with a row of floor-to-ceiling shelves.

Against one wall was a small efficiency kitchen and dining table, and against the other was her work and gaming desk. The centerpiece of her apartment was her huge TV and entertainment center taking up the far wall, and hooked up to it was all of her various gaming consoles.

“Wow,” I said as she closed the door behind us.

Kelsey smiled with pride. “Cool, right?”

I nodded and shrugged. “Yeah, it’s way different seeing it in person instead of just through the computer screen.”

She grabbed my arm and led me around to give me the very quick tour, and at the end of it we sat down together on her couch. There was plenty of room but she chose to sit directly next to me, keeping one leg curled up beneath her so that her knee rested on top of my thigh.

“I literally can’t stop smiling,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “We should totally play something! Who knows when I’ll ever get another chance to kick your ass in person?”

Though I was short on time, gaming together in real life felt like the natural choice given our history. We’d first met each other while digging for diamonds in Minecraft, and from there had moved on to MMOs and first-person shooters.

As life got busier, we’d gravitated towards playing fighting or battle royale games because they were quicker. With her working and me now in college, our gaming sessions were usually limited to an hour or two on the weekends.

While the games we played had changed over the years, our friendship never did. We were always there for each other, staying up into the early hours of the morning and talking through voice chat about what was going on in our lives as we annihilated our enemies. Getting to do that with her in person was too tempting for me to pass up.

“Just one match,” I said.

Kelsey’s smile grew. “Sure, Milo.” She handed me one of her controllers, and then started up the fighting game that we’d been playing lately. Within only a few minutes she completely kicked my ass, winning all three rounds so easily that my mouth fell open.

Watching her character victoriously dance around on the screen, I frowned. “One more, I’m a little rusty.”

“Or maybe you just suck,” she said while playfully shoving my shoulder with hers. She started another match, and then another, and then another, and no matter what I did I couldn’t seem to beat her. Between school and getting a girlfriend I hadn’t had as much time to game lately, but she still shouldn’t have been beating the brakes off of me like she was.

It was a lot more fun than I’d had in months though, especially when we began trading insults back and forth. It felt easy and natural, and a hundred times better than playing with each other from thousands of miles away.

“You gave me a bum controller,” I said after she’d destroyed me for the thirteenth match in a row.

“Trying to blame the hardware now? Well, you can’t, because it’s brand new; I ordered it for you the moment you said you were coming,” she said with a smug little grin.

“Shut up.” I yawned widely, and it was only then that I realized we’d been playing for quite a while. When I glanced out of her window the sun was just beginning to set, and my heart sank into my stomach.

I fumbled for my phone to check the time, and to my horror, it was off. Immediately turning it back on, I was completely unsurprised to find that I had twenty texts, ten missed calls, and four voicemails; all from Vanessa.

“Fuck! How did my phone turn off? I’m so screwed,” I groaned.

“Oh no,” Kelsey said with a strangely blank expression, and to my ears she didn’t seem very concerned at all.

I tossed her controller on the couch and jumped to my feet. “I need to go. Maybe if I hurry, she’ll only maim me.”

Before I could, Kelsey wrapped a tight hand around my wrist to stop me. “It’s not safe to drive around here when it’s dark, there are deer on the roads and you can barely see. Just stay with me. You’re already tired, and I’ll feel a lot better knowing that you’re not driving alone all night.”

“But I told Vanessa I’d be there by tonight. I should already be there,” I said.

“She’ll understand. If she cares about you half as much as I do, I know she’d rather you leave first thing in the morning.”

Kelsey looked really worried, and I was pretty tired, so I slowly nodded my head and called Vanessa to let her know that I wouldn’t be able to make it while spinning a not-so-white lie about car trouble.

It went about as well as I’d expected, with a lot of raised voices and annoyed snapping from the both of us, and by the end of the call I felt guilty and beaten down. Contrary to what Kelsey had insisted, she didn’t seem concerned at all about me driving through the night.

“Is she mad?” Kelsey asked from the couch.

I smiled blandly. “That’s one word for it. I almost don’t want to see her tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry. But I’m also really glad you’re staying!”

Despite the world of hurt that I was in for the next day, seeing how excited she was turned my flat smile into a real one. “Me too.”

“I’m hungry. Are you hungry? Let’s eat something!” Kelsey said, jumping to her feet and bouncing to her kitchen. She threw a couple of frozen pizzas into her oven, and as we waited we shared a bag of chips.

I didn’t know how she maintained her figure with the egregious amounts of junk food she ate. She hadn’t been allowed to eat a lot of it growing up, so ever since leaving home she’d been making up for lost time by seemingly trying every processed food that she could get her greedy hands on.

When the pizzas were done she polished off an entire one by herself while I could only get through half of mine, and then we spent a couple of hours on her couch just talking as a movie played in the background.

I barely noticed when she wrapped a large arm around my shoulders to squeeze me into her side, and at some point my head ended up resting against her breasts. She was warm and soft and I’d gotten up really early in the morning to finish packing for my trip, so in no time I was fading fast.

“Milo?” she asked when I stopped responding.

I yawned again, wider this time. “Sorry, I’m a little sleepy.”

“It is getting late. We should shower.” I frowned, and she giggled. “Not together, you perv. Unless…you want to?” she asked, wriggling her eyebrows.

“Stop teasing me,” I said.

Kelsey smiled and leered playfully. “Who’s teasing?” We’d always messed around like that, but the effect was much more pronounced when I could smell her fruity lip gloss and feel her warm breath on my face.

I rolled my eyes. “Funny.” I yawned for the third time and that was when she finally stood up, dragging me to my feet along with her.

“Aww, come on, let’s get you ready for bed.”

“I’m not a kid,” I mumbled. I went downstairs to grab my bag from my car, and then after showering first, I changed into a pair of gym shorts and a T-shirt.

While Kelsey took her turn I went on my phone to text my girlfriend. Vanessa was still pretty annoyed with me, but luckily sending her a selfie of my disappointed face was enough to downgrade her anger from a fiery rage to a mild simmer.

“Is Vanessa still upset?” Kelsey asked as she emerged from the bathroom.

“A little. Nothing I can’t handle though, I just need to—” I finally looked up at her, and seeing what she was wearing, my next words died in my throat.

She was wearing a very minimal light blue sports bra that revealed miles of cleavage and did extremely flattering things for her already great breasts, and a pair of tiny black workout shorts that just barely covered the cheeks of her ass. The spandex material was so thin that I could see the outline of her dick, and even soft it was so big that she had to tuck it up along her hip.

Kelsey smirked at my staring. “I run a little hot at night. You aren’t embarrassed, are you?” she asked.

“Of course not,” I lied, unable to tear my gaze away from her shorts. Despite being flaccid it still seemed bigger than mine, and I swore that it twitched and grew another inch while I watched.

She jumped onto her bed, bouncing a little on the springy mattress, and then she patted the empty space next to her. “Come on, let’s sleep.”

“I think I’ll just crash here on the couch,” I mumbled back.

Her face dropped into a frown. “I can’t let you do that. The couch isn’t very comfortable for sleeping, and you’re my guest. And…I was kind of hoping we could talk until we fall asleep? Like we used to? I feel like it’d be so much better with you actually here next to me.”

It was a thing we’d done whenever things were especially hard and she didn’t want to be alone—the both of us letting our phone call go until the next morning—though for obvious reasons, it had been months since the last time.

When I took too long to answer, she pouted. “Don’t you trust me, Milo?” she asked, all but batting her eyelashes at me.

“You know I do.” I groaned loudly. “Fine.” I got up and walked towards the bed, trying to mask how nervous I was while she smiled with clear triumph.

I let out a happy sigh as I jumped onto the pillowy soft bed with her, sinking into the cool cotton and enjoying the relaxing scent of fresh laundry. She was right; it really was much more comfortable than her couch.

Kelsey turned off all the lights, and then we both slipped beneath her comforter. I could just about make out her face in the dimness of the room, and she was smiling at me sweetly.

“I’m really glad you came to visit me,” she said quietly.

I smiled back. “Me too.”

As promised we talked for a little while, but between my early morning, driving for hours, and the excitement of meeting Kelsey for the first time, I was exhausted. The softness of her bed made it impossible to keep my eyes open any longer, and in only minutes I drifted off to the soft sound of her voice.

I didn’t know how long I actually slept for, but at some point during the night, I suddenly felt much warmer and cozier. Soon after I was aware of something tickling my neck, and when I blearily opened my eyes, Kelsey was cuddled up next to me. She’d wrapped an arm around my stomach and draped a possessive thigh over mine, and it was her warm breath that had been brushing against my skin.

“Um, Kels? What are you doing?” I asked groggily. I tried to squirm away, but she only held me tighter.

“I’m sorry, Milo. I’m so, so sorry. I tried so hard to stop myself, but now that I’ve met you, I know for sure that I can’t let Vanessa have you.” Her voice sounded strange—rushed and desperate, though firm.

Now much more awake, I rolled over to face her. “What are you talking about?”

“She doesn’t know you. Not really. I know everything about you, and you know everything about me. We should be together,” she insisted.

“That’s not how it works.”

“Why not? Is it because I’m too big? I know I’m not small and cute like Vanessa, but—”

“Of course not, you’re perfect just the way you are,” I said, grabbing her hand to cut her off. “But I can’t cheat on my first girlfriend.”

She stared down at our conjoined hands and then glanced up at me again. “Can you honestly say that you love her more than me?” she asked.

“That’s not a fair question.”

Her lips tightened. “Just answer it.”

“Of course not, Kelsey. I’ve known you for too long, and you were my first love,” I mumbled.

When I’d first realized that I liked her, she’d been dealing with so much in her life already that I hadn’t wanted to say anything. She’d needed a friend, not more pressure, and I didn’t want her to feel like she had to be with me just to avoid losing my friendship.

But the feelings I’d had for her over the years never really disappeared. Despite my best efforts to bury them they still lingered, simmering beneath my skin.

Kelsey’s face fell. “Were?”

“I don’t know what you want me to say. I have a girlfriend now.” Even to my ears the words felt hollow, and I wasn’t sure who I was trying to convince—her, or myself.

“I want you to be honest with me,” she said, her gaze worried as she waited for my response.

I sighed quietly to myself. Not only could I never in a million years ever hurt her, but deep down I’d known my answer the moment she’d walked into that coffee shop and smiled at me. I’d known my answer even after Vanessa and I had started dating.

“I still love you,” I said, defeated.

Her smile instantly broadened to reveal a full row of white, mostly straight teeth. “Then it’s not cheating, because you were never hers to begin with.”

I knew that her logic was very, very wrong somehow, but with her grey eyes staring me down I couldn’t seem to piece together why.

She slowly crawled on top of me, trapping me in with her much larger body. Her long blonde hair formed a curtain around my head, limiting my field of view so that I could only see her smiling face. “Just say so, and I’ll stop.”

While I stared up at her, Kelsey leaned down to place a slow, delicate kiss on my cheek. Her plump lips felt warm and soft, and my skin tingled when she pulled away. She placed another at the corner of my mouth, leaving her lips there for a few seconds longer, and with her third kiss she pecked me directly on the lips.

It was short and relatively chaste, but it already felt so much better than every other time I’d kissed Vanessa. Electricity shot straight down my spine and to the base of my dick, making me harden in my boxer briefs.

She must have felt the same because she immediately went back in for another, devouring my mouth with her own. Her long tongue slithered through the barrier of my lips—clumsily at first—though she grew increasingly more confident the more we kissed.

One of her large hands slipped into the back of my shorts to roughly squeeze my ass, and then she began to firmly grind herself against me. The thin fabric of her shorts did nothing to hide how hard her cock was, and I could feel its warm heat on my thigh.

Perhaps I shouldn’t have been surprised by its size given the rest of her, but I was. It felt like she was rubbing a heavy iron bar against me, only one that was also throbbing and alive.

When her lips attacked the side of my neck next, I shivered hard. I opened my mouth to say something—to ask her to slow down because I was already feeling too overstimulated—and instead a moan slipped out.

“How far have you gone?” Kelsey whispered into my ear as she bit and sucked at my sensitive earlobe.

I had to blink a few times to refocus my thoughts. “Huh?”

“With Vanessa. What have you done with her?” she asked impatiently. Both her voice and her eyes were eager; urgent.

“Um, not much. Just kissing, and she let me touch her boobs once, but she wants to wait.”

Relief flooded her expression, and her broad, beautiful smile returned. “Is that all? Then I’m going to take everything else. You want that too, right?”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by ‘everything else’, but I didn’t get the chance to answer as her hand slipped beneath the waistband of my shorts to grab my dick directly. It was the first anyone besides myself had ever touched me there. Her large, warm hand felt better than I’d ever imagined, so much so that I swelled in her grip and almost came on the spot.

To distract me she leaned down to kiss me again, forcing her tongue back down my throat as she continued to gently squeeze and fondle my shaft. The whimpers that slipped out of me were extremely embarrassing, though in direct contrast they appeared to make her more excited. She soon began to make some sounds of her own; mostly soft sighs and high moans as our lips smacked together.

It was really starting to feel amazing. I’d never been kissed so thoroughly, and I groaned when she abruptly pulled away. I was confused as to why until she leaned over me to grab a bottle of lube from her nightstand, and then I completely understood what was about to happen.

It made me wonder if this had been her plan all along; to get me into her bed and overwhelm me with pleasure until I was so turned on that I gave in to her advances. I didn’t get a chance to ask her about it because she abruptly shoved a slick middle finger up my ass, forcing a loud, surprised gasp from my throat.

To my amazement, it didn’t really hurt at all. I felt stretched open and a little uncomfortable, sure, but the more she wriggled the digit around inside of me, the more used to it I became. When she firmly pressed against a particularly sensitive spot inside of me I felt a strange pressure, and it made my dick grow even harder.

She pulled my shorts down to my knees for easier access and impatiently worked in a second finger to spread my asshole wider, sliding and twisting them both inside of me with increasingly faster thrusts. Her grey eyes darkened as she stared down into mine, and her teeth dug impatiently into her bottom lip.

Between her fingers in my ass and the earnest, captivating look on her face, she had my dick leaking and straining in the warm air of her bedroom. My legs involuntarily shook under her manipulations, and I felt as though I was moments away from cumming all over myself.

She must have noticed, because she quickly stopped what she was doing to flip me over onto my stomach. While I was still trying to get my bearings, she squeezed and spread the bare cheeks of my ass to press slow, sucking kisses to each of them. Every now and then she’d sink her sharp teeth into the pliant flesh, just hard enough for me to feel a little pain.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she whispered, almost reverently. She panted so hard that I could feel her warm breath brushing against my asshole, and it involuntarily twitched in response. Her lips planted a final kiss directly on my rosebud, and then she spit on it before sitting up to straddle the backs of my thighs. It very effectively pinned me to the bed, holding me down so easily that I couldn’t move even if I’d wanted to.

I heard the spluttering of her squeezing out a little more lube, followed immediately by the wet sloppy sounds of her hand lubing up her shaft. With her other hand she worked to get my hole more ready for her, applying the cool gel to her fingertips and slipping them back inside to spread it around while I moaned and drooled into her bed sheets.

When she decided I was loose enough she removed her fingers to slide her slippery length along the crack of my ass a few times, allowing me to feel the full weight of her warm, throbbing length. She then moved her hips back to line the head of her cock up with my pucker, and on instinct my body tensed up beneath her.

She didn’t let my anxiousness stop her at all though, and after applying only a little bit of pressure it easily popped through the tight ring of my asshole. I let out a sharp, pained gasp, while she released a low groan in return.

“Are you okay?” Kelsey asked worriedly. She was shaking so hard that I could tell she was struggling to hold herself still, and I was more than glad for the respite.

I didn’t really know how to answer, because while it had definitely hurt, I’d been expecting a hell of a lot worse “Um, I think so,” I mumbled.

Sensing my discomfort she stroked my back and arms to soothe me, and the moment I relaxed beneath her, she slowly but very firmly started to push the rest of the way into my ass.

Her cock sank deeper and deeper into my slick tunnel, stretching it beyond what I thought it could take while I groaned in agony. Every now and then she would pause to give me a chance to adjust, and then after what felt like hours, she’d finally sheathed herself fully inside of me.

She leaned down to rest her chest against my back, letting me feel her hard nipples through her thin, tiny sports bra, and at the same time I could feel her quickly beating heart. It surprised me because she'd been so pushy and aggressive that I'd assumed she wasn't at all anxious about what we were doing, but for the first time since we'd started, I realized that she was really nervous too.

“God, you feel so fucking good,” Kelsey gasped, her breath hot against the side of my neck. She planted a happy kiss beneath my jaw. “I love you so much, Milo.”

I was struggling so hard to accommodate her that I barely heard a word she’d said, and was only able to focus on the feeling of her dick throbbing warmly inside of me. It felt like she’d shoved a warm, iron pole up my ass, and I had to clench both my fingers and my toes against the discomfort.

Far too soon she began to move, slowly pulling back a little before sinking herself inside of me again. She repeated the movement a few more times, raising and dropping her hips until her cock was gliding more smoothly and the pain had begun to lessen. To call the feeling pleasant would have been a stretch, but at the very least I felt like I could actually breathe again.

Kelsey wrapped her arms tightly around my chest, and using only her hips she humped herself harder against me. She ground her cock deeper each time she bottomed out, stirring up my insides with it to spread me open a little more.

After only a couple of minutes of steady fucking the pain was almost completely gone, and she was able to glide in and out of me pretty easily. One of her hands slid down to touch my dick, and when she felt how hard and sticky it was, any remaining gentleness quickly went out of the window.

Her hips immediately sped up as she began to pound away at me with long, smooth strokes. The mattress creaked and our sweaty bodies noisily slapped together, especially when I pushed my ass back onto her shaft to meet her hard thrusts. At some point our fucking had started to feel really good for me too, so much so that I wanted more of what she had to give.

She whispered loudly into my ear, cursing and moaning and mumbling incoherently as she used me as a cocksleeve. The only word I could clearly make out was “mine”, though I couldn’t be sure of that either because my brain was only really conscious of my dick sliding against her sheets and her cock crushing my prostate with each firm thrust.

The feeling of her hardening into diamond inside of me was the last thing I was able to process before my vision went white, and all I could focus on was the pleasure exploding from every part of my body. I was vaguely aware that I was making loud, humiliating whining sounds, but mostly I could only hear the blood rushing in my ears.

I didn’t know how long I spent spasming on her shaft, my fingers and toes tightly clenched with pleasure this time. By the time I came down enough to be aware of my surroundings again, Kelsey was still fucking me as hard as she could. Every loud thwap of her hips shoved me more forcefully into the bed to make me slide against my own gooey mess until my entire chest and stomach were smeared in wet, sticky warmth.

Her breath was hot and harsh against the side of my face as her hips rose and fell to smack against my ass, and then I felt an explosion of pain when she dug her teeth into the sensitive skin between my neck and shoulder. After a few final hard, erratic thrusts, she held herself still and came with a long, surprisingly feminine moan.

Kelsey shook and shuddered and gasped, her dick swelling and her balls clenching and pulsing against mine as she emptied everything she had inside of me. Her strong arms squeezed me hard enough to force the air from my lungs, leaving me gasping while she drenched my asshole with her seed.

I hadn’t known that it was even possible to cum so much. It seemed to go on forever, her cock pumping at least ten thick, scorching shots deep into my bowels. She filled me so completely that her cum eventually had nowhere else to go except out again, and the sounds it made as it gushed around the tight seal of her shaft were both mortifying and yet also strangely hot.

When she was done flooding my ass she rested herself fully on top of me, allowing her heavier body to force me down into the bed and my own mess on her sheets. Her mouth licked and sucked at the wound she’d made on my neck, doing what she could to ground herself as she came down from her orgasm.

Every time her tongue swiped against my salty skin I felt a frisson of pleasure, and it made me clench down on the now much softer cock still stretching me open. She ground herself harder against me in response, swirling her hips as if trying to milk every last drop of pleasure from my ass as she could. It didn’t really hurt, but I was relieved when she finally stopped moving to give my now sore hole a break.

It was warm in her apartment, so once she’d finished panting into the quiet of the room she slid her large, sweaty body off of mine to lie beside me instead. She still tightly clutched my hand though, her exhausted yet ecstatic face lit by the dim glow streaming from the streetlight outside of her window.

“What are you grinning so hard for?” I asked, unable to help smiling in return even through my fatigue.

Kelsey shrugged and somehow grinned even wider. “Well, you know how my life has gone. Before I met you, I had no friends, parents who hated me, and at school I was just the skinny nerd with the huge glasses and the hamster teeth. It felt like I didn’t exist, and nobody paid much attention to me at all. You were the first person who saw me, and the first person that I could show my real self to. You were my lifeline, and I knew that as long as you were out there somewhere, I could get through anything. And now you’re actually here with me!”

Surprised, I looked back at her. Our interactions until today had been limited to playing games online and chatting, so it felt like I hadn’t done nearly enough to deserve such effusive praise from her.

I was suddenly reminded of what she’d said to me when she had first sunk herself balls deep into my ass. I’d been too distracted with the whole being split in half thing to really process it at the time, but now her words were finally sinking in.

“You said you loved me earlier, didn’t you? Since when?” I asked.

Clearly taken aback that I’d remembered, her eyes widened. “Oh, um, basically since I met you,” she said, her expression becoming embarrassed. “And this isn’t some kind of sudden jealousy because of Vanessa; she only added more urgency. For years I’ve had this whole plan for how I’d make you fall in love with me. I’d save up a bunch of money, get my eyes fixed, get my teeth fixed, and become so perfect that you couldn’t say no.”

“Why didn’t you say anything sooner?” I asked, shocked. I hadn’t started liking her until much, much later—when puberty had fully kicked in for me, and I’d finally noticed that she was a girl.

Kelsey rolled her eyes. “Because I was scared, stupid. I used to think that telling you I loved you and losing you would be the worst possible thing. After you met Vanessa, I realized that not telling you and losing you was a million times worse.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that. For so long I’d considered her off-limits, and as someone I should never touch. It took her literally fucking me to realize that maybe she had some sort of feelings for me, and if I’d known she had a crush on me sooner, I probably wouldn’t have started dating Vanessa at all.

“Well, I’ve always thought your teeth were cute,” I said instead. When she looked down at me dubiously, I grinned. “I’m serious. Your smile is my favorite thing about you besides maybe your kindness.”

I thought she’d be happy to hear that, so I was concerned when her face instead became really, really sad.

“I’m not as kind as you think, Milo.” She sighed quietly. “I have to tell you something.” She was chewing at her thumbnail again, and her face looked so worried that I became worried too.

“What is it?”

She stayed silent for a really long time, and then she sighed again. “I, um, turned your phone off,” Kelsey mumbled.

I sat up fully to stare down at her, her still-warm cum squishing uncomfortably inside of me. “You what?” I said, pulling my hand away from hers.

She cringed and lowered her gaze. “When you went to the bathroom at the coffee shop you left your phone on the table, and then Vanessa called you like three times in a row. I just got so fucking angry that she kept trying to bother us, so…I turned it off. It was the first time we were meeting, and I just wanted you to myself for a little while. I swear that it wasn’t part of some master plan to make you stay the night. At least not initially.”

My stomach dropped, and I glared at her with disbelief. It was really hard to believe that she hadn’t purposefully done it to make Vanessa mad at me, opening a gap for herself to swoop in and steal me away.

But I also knew that Kelsey would never intentionally lie to me, and she did seem genuinely apologetic. Despite that, I felt coerced and betrayed, and above all, I felt an overwhelming sense of guilt for allowing myself to be persuaded into sleeping with her.

“Please say something,” she begged when I’d been quiet for too long.

“I don’t know what to say. I feel kind of manipulated.”

“I didn’t mean to. At first I really just forgot to tell you, and then when you realized, I was afraid you’d get mad. I’m so sorry, Milo.” She reached for my hand again, but I fully backed away.

“You’ve apologized for an awful lot tonight, haven’t you?” I snapped. Her face crumbled, and I instantly regretted it. The exhaustion and resentment had already made me say something that I shouldn’t have, and keeping the conversation going in my current state would only make things worse. “Sorry. I just need a minute, Kels.”

I pulled on my shorts and slid out of the bed, deciding that it was better to sleep on her couch like I’d initially planned. Her soft sniffles carried from the other side of the small apartment, and even though I was angry with her, it still made me feel like the biggest asshole in the world.


Chapter 3

I’d never been more tired in my life.

My guilt from both cheating on my girlfriend and making Kelsey cry had kept me up most of the night, and by the time the sun came up, I’d only been able to grab one or two more hours of restless sleep. Part of that was because her couch was extremely uncomfortable just like she’d said it was, though the main reason was that my mind wouldn’t stop racing.

I didn’t know what to do. While Kelsey had gotten me in trouble with my girlfriend and convinced me to sleep in her bed, in the end, she hadn’t forced me to cheat. She’d been…aggressive in her approach, but I also could’ve stopped things at any time.

Because I hadn’t been able to control myself, I’d led Kelsey into believing that we were going to be together only to choose Vanessa in the end. I’d hurt two people that I was supposed to really care about, and it was hard to deny that I was the jerk in the situation.

We ate a nearly silent breakfast together of Pop Tarts and milk, and though Kelsey spent the entire meal trying to convince me to stay, she eventually gave up when I barely responded. Truth be told I wasn’t even upset with her anymore; I just didn’t have anything to say that wouldn’t make her more depressed.

Once we were finished she walked me down the stairs to my car, and after putting my things in the backseat, I turned to hug her goodbye. She squeezed me tight, resting her chin in the crook of my neck; when I tried to pull away, she held me tighter.

“Please don’t leave,” she begged for what seemed like the hundredth time that morning.

She sounded so distraught that I hesitated. I’d always been the one who made her smile—even when everything sucked and she didn’t really feel like it—and now I was the one making her cry. I wanted to stay longer and make sure she was okay, but I was already running late.

My frown deepened as I felt her tremble against me. “I’m not mad at you, Kels, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“Then why are you going back to her?”

“Because she’s my girlfriend, and I promised.” With a lot of effort I was finally able to extract myself from her arms, and after I got into my car to start it up, she leaned down to look at me through my open window.

“You’re the love of my life, Milo,” she said, her voice breaking. Her eyes were large and wet and red, which both broke my heart and made me a little angry because I couldn’t respond to that. There was nothing I could say that wouldn’t make the situation worse.

“Bye, Kelsey. I’ll text you when I make it to Vanessa’s.” With my heart in my throat, I backed out of the parking spot to leave her apartment complex. She stayed rooted to her spot as I drove away, growing smaller and smaller in my rearview mirror.

I drove for about fifteen minutes, and the further I got from her, the worse I felt. I hadn’t seen her look so miserable in years, and the more I thought about how I’d left things, the more the guilt gnawed at me.

When I stopped at a red light I took the chance to glance at my phone, and unsurprisingly, there was a flood of new texts from Vanessa. As I scrolled through them they each had the same demanding tone, saying things like I’d better be on the road and to not bother coming if I didn’t arrive by noon. The messages grew meaner the more I swiped, and they were all things Kelsey would have never said to me in a million years.

I began to wonder why I was rushing to be with someone who hadn’t even asked if I was okay. Vanessa only wanted what Vanessa wanted—my thoughts and opinions be damned—and having experienced firsthand what it felt like to have someone actually care about me and my happiness too, I suddenly realized how incredibly selfish she was.

We’d only started dating in the first place because we were both single and our friends had said that we looked good together. When I really thought about it, we didn’t have much in common.

Our humor didn’t match, she never ate junk food, and she hated it when I played video games because she thought they were immature. She’d never said that she loved me, and sometimes I wasn’t even sure if she liked me.

“What the fuck am I doing?” I mumbled to myself, and then without thinking, I made a very illegal, very ill-advised U-turn across the two-lane road to head back the way I’d come. I sped all the way to Kelsey’s apartment, parking haphazardly before thundering up the stairs to knock fast and loud on her front door.

After a few seconds, she cracked it open to poke her head out. She was wearing the thick, large-framed glasses that had been missing when we’d met, and was swathed in an oversized black hoodie that fell to her bare thighs.

Her blonde hair was now pulled back into a messy ponytail, and her eyes and nose were a bright, rosy pink. It was clear that she’d been crying, and I felt horrible knowing that it was my fault.

Her mouth fell open, and she stared down at me like she wasn’t sure whether I was real or just a figment of her imagination. “You came back,” she said, shocked.

“Because you were right. I never belonged to Vanessa.” My smile turned wry. “Besides, she was going to dump me anyway. There’s no good way to explain why I have your teeth marks all over my neck, so I might as well save the gas.”

Kelsey dragged me into her apartment and hugged me so tightly that I could barely breathe, but I felt completely at home in her strong arms. “When you left, I thought I’d never see you again.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have left the way I did.”

“It’s okay,” she said, and I pulled back to look up at her with astonishment. I hadn’t expected her to forgive me so quickly; Vanessa would have made me grovel for at least the next few days. “Stop staring at me, I’m a mess right now.”

“You look like you again.” Kelsey frowned a bit, a line forming between her brows like she wasn’t sure how to take my comment, though it smoothed again when I leaned up to kiss her. “And this is the you that I fell in love with in the first place.”

Tears dripped from her wide eyes, and then holding my cheeks in her palms, she pressed quick, firm kisses to my lips. They gradually became longer and more intense as she backed me up until I hit the arm of her couch, and then her hands eagerly went to the hem of my t-shirt to whip it off over my head.

Her fingers fell to my jeans next, unbuttoning them and shoving them down my thighs while I kicked off my shoes. She took a step back to grab the hem of her hoodie, and as I looked on, she grinned and pulled it off to add it to the pile of my clothing already lying on the floor.

Clearly seeing her nearly naked body for the very first time, my mouth went dry. Her breasts were round and perfect and topped with hard, light brown nipples that pointed straight at me. There was so much lean muscle and tan skin on display that my dick swelled, and noticing my obvious appreciation of her form, she smiled beautifully.

Her hands finally went to the waistband of her baby blue panties, and the moment she pushed them down her legs to pool at her feet, her large cock sprang free.

While I’d felt it stretch me open the night before, my eyes widened at how monstrous it was in the daylight. It was long and veiny and thick, with precum already covering the tip to make it shine. The dark pink head looked strangely delicious though, and I swallowed hard as drool filled my mouth.

She gathered me up in her arms again and sat us both down on the couch so that I was straddling her lap. Our hard cocks slid together, and then she leaned up to capture my lips in another searing kiss.

Her lips distracted me so thoroughly that I barely noticed when a finger slipped into my sore, stretched out asshole. She tried to force a second one, briefly breaking the kiss to add some additional saliva to her fingers, but even that wasn’t enough to make her fingering any easier.

“You’re not wet enough,” Kelsey said, frustrated. She looked longingly at the lube still sitting on her nightstand, indecisively chewing on her lip as she debated whether or not to get up and grab it.

“I’ve got it.” I grabbed her shaft with both hands, twisting and stroking to methodically squeeze out thick, viscous dollops of precum from her slit until they ran over my fingers and down the sides. The loud, wet squelching of my hands joined the sounds of her harsh pants and keening moans, and while on the one hand I couldn’t believe how comfortable I was with jerking off a girl’s cock, I also knew that I was only so into it because it was Kelsey.

She was so turned on that she was producing it by the spoonful, and once she understood what I was up to, she smiled and gathered it on her fingertips to use as a makeshift lube.

It worked a little better than her spit had, and before long she had three fingers shoved up to the knuckle into my twitching asshole. She added a bit of my own too, working my dick like a tube of toothpaste to squeeze out a few, much smaller amounts of precum to use as lube, and when she finally decided that I was as loose as I was going to get, she moved both hands to my hips to lift me so that I was hovering above her cock.

Because I’d spent so much time stroking it, it was already at its full size and dripping with her slickness. Her length stood straight up in the air, bobbing and pulsing in time with her heartbeat, and I felt an inkling of fear as I stared down at it. I couldn’t believe that something so big had managed to fit inside of me the night before, and that it would be going inside of me again very soon.

Kelsey spit into her hand and rubbed it onto the fat, dark red head of her cock for a final bit of lubrication, and after lining herself up with my hole, she slowly but steadily began to pull me downwards.

I gasped loudly when the fat head popped past my sphincter. Her precum and spit hadn’t done nearly as good of a job of getting me ready as the actual lube had, so my asshole ached and burned as it stretched wide to accommodate her.

Unfortunately for me she didn’t seem willing to be as patient as she’d been the night before—probably because I’d gotten her too worked up with my handjob—and without stopping to give me even a little time to adjust, she continued to pull me down into her lap.

The last few inches were especially difficult because it felt like I was stuffed full and there was no more room, but with a strong, powerful thrust, she managed to fully force herself inside of me so that my butt was resting solidly on her thighs.

“I’m already so close,” she groaned, and feeling the way her shaft twitched and throbbed inside of me, I completely believed her.

When I looked down at her face she had her eyes tightly squeezed shut, and she was taking deep, steady breaths to hold herself back from cumming too soon. At the same time she ran her hands up and down my sweaty back, soothing me until I was able to relax more around the cock stretching me to my breaking point.

It took her a long few minutes of just hugging and kissing me to step back from the edge, but eventually she was no longer in danger of cumming too soon and began to gently grind herself up into me.

Once she got moving, some of the leftover lube still inside of me from our last coupling mixed with her precum to make things a little easier. Soon enough she was hammering herself up into me, so hard and fast that I had to wrap my arms around her neck just to hold on.

The room was filled with the loud, heavy smacks of her hips slapping against my ass. She used my body like her personal toy, and because of the sheer thickness of her cock it almost perfectly scraped against all of the amazing spots I’d only recently discovered existed.

My dick swelled under her delicious abuse, waving around in the air and sending thin strands of my own precum splashing against both of our stomachs. Despite the hard brutality of her fucking, she stared straight up into my eyes with such clear adoration that I blushed.

Her cheeks were flushed red too, though it was probably more from exertion than any kind of embarrassment. Sweat beaded her forehead, and I could see the veins popping out of her arms from the effort of sliding me up and down her cock.

She’d already been on a hair trigger before we’d started fucking, and soon enough I began to notice the clear signs of her impending orgasm: her mouth hanging open, her eyelids fluttering as she struggled to maintain eye contact with me, and drool seeping from the corner of her lips.

When her eyes squeezed shut I knew that it was over, and she buried herself as deep as she could to spurt thick shots of her cream inside of me. Like the night before she bit me right as she came, and while it hurt—a lot—it was quickly followed by the soothing feeling of her licking and sucking at the injury she’d created.

My orgasm had been so subtle that the pain of her teeth breaking my skin had overshadowed it, but as I lay exhausted and limp on top of her, the evidence of it covered both of our chests and stomachs. She left her arms hanging loosely around my hips, holding me in place so that she could stay firmly sheathed inside of my warm, sloppy hole.

“I love you so fucking much,” she murmured into my neck, tickling the skin with her lips, “and I promise that you’ll be happier with me. I’m not stingy with my affection like Vanessa; I’ll keep you more satisfied than she ever could.”

Her saying my girlfriend’s name snapped me out of my post-orgasmic stupor, and remembering something very, very important, I cringed. “I still need to break up with her.”

“I can help you with that,” Kelsey said, reaching down for my jeans to dig my phone out of my pocket. While I looked on she tapped out the words ‘I’m not coming, we need to break up’, and then she held it up for me to read.

“Is this okay to send?” she asked impatiently. Her grey eyes were so sharp and insistent that it somehow felt like she was only asking to be polite, and after I nodded, her face relaxed. Without any hesitation whatsoever she sent the message, and just like that, my first real relationship was officially over.

Almost immediately my phone rang, and I barely caught a glimpse of Vanessa’s name before Kelsey blocked the number entirely. She set my phone down on the coffee table and hugged me so tight that I could feel her large, sweaty breasts squishing against my chest.

While I didn’t regret the decision, I still felt bad about it. Not only was I dumping her with a text that I didn’t even write myself, but the moment she saw the bites and hickeys on my neck she’d probably be able to figure out that I had cheated on her.

The fallout when I got back to school would be enormous.

Kelsey pecked me on the lips to draw my attention back to her. “It’s okay, Milo. You won’t even remember her name by next week,” she said.

“Next week?” I repeated, confused.

“Well, you’re staying here, right? It’d be a waste for you to just go back home after coming all this way, and we have eight years of kissing to make up for.” She pressed a kiss to my chin, her plump lips sucking gently at the skin before she pulled away. “I promise that I’ll be your best and last girlfriend. You’re mine now.”

If it were anyone else I might have been concerned about being told something that, but Kelsey was far from just anyone. She was my best friend—and now apparently something much more—so the thought of her claiming ownership over me actually felt a little flattering.

She flexed her length inside of me, and my tired dick twitched in response.

“One more round now that we’ve taken the edge off?” she asked. “The loser is whoever cums first.”

I’d cum depressingly quickly both times we’d had sex, and both times there’d barely been any direct stimulation of my dick. I didn’t think I stood much of a chance of beating her, but I squeezed my ass hard around her anyway and grinned when she moaned softly in response.

“You’re on.”


Chapter 4

Returning to school and confronting Vanessa had gone about as well as I had expected. Like I’d assumed, the moment she’d seen me with a neck full of love bites I hadn’t needed to explain why I’d broken up with her, and ever since then she’d been making it her personal mission to make my life hell.

Every chance she got she’d tell others about how I’d cheated and embarrassed her in front of her family. The evidence of it stayed on my skin for well over a week, so even if some of our mutual friends might have wanted to side with me, it was hard to deny that I was the one at fault.

Unfortunately I had to take it all on the chin, because, well, she was in the right. I didn’t have a single leg to stand on, and I doubted that anyone would give me a pass just because Kelsey had been my best friend for nearly a decade.

I’d been completely canceled and isolated, and as far as I could see, there was no end to it in sight.

Kelsey comforted me as best she could from a state away, but it was hard to believe that she actually cared when she seemed so incredibly happy all the time. When we video-called she always had the hugest smile on her face, and despite all of the terrible and irritating things going on at school, I couldn’t help but smile back.

She was my lifeline now, and as long as she still cared about me, I felt like I could handle anything.

I was just shrugging my backpack on to head to my next class when someone knocked on the door of my dorm. Since I was pretty much a pariah now I figured they were most likely looking for my roommate, so I walked over to the door and prepared to tell them he was out.

Instead it was Kelsey filling the doorway when I opened it, her smile broad and a bag hanging from her shoulder.

“Hey, babe!” she said, jumping forward to squeeze me hard. She grabbed my chin to crush our lips together and then shoved her thick tongue into my mouth to slide it wetly against mine.

I was too surprised to really react, and just barely managed to kiss her back. “What are you doing here?” I asked after pulling away.

“Well, you’ve been so bummed about the whole Vanessa thing, so I thought I’d surprise you!”

“Oh,” I said, blinking slowly. “You drove all the way here just for that?”

“I mean, it’s the main reason.” She leaned back to peer at me more closely, her lips puffing out into a small pout. “Aren’t you happy to see me?”

“Of course I am, but I have class in about fifteen minutes so I can’t really hang out.”

Kelsey perked right back up again. “Great, I was hoping to go with you! They let people sit in, right?”

“Well, yeah, but that’s probably not a great idea. Vanessa’s in that class with me,” I explained. The thought of her seeing me with Kelsey absolutely terrified me.

“Perfect, I want to talk to her. Let’s go,” she said, tossing her things on my bed and grabbing my hand to pull me out of my dorm room. She excitedly swung our hands like we were children, holding onto me so tightly that I couldn’t have gotten away even if I’d wanted to.

While she oohed and aahed over the campus, people awed over her, and it was really easy to see why. It wasn’t every day that a gorgeous, tan, Amazonian blonde confidently strode through the courtyard while dragging her much shorter boyfriend along behind her.

Though I usually preferred to sit in the back of the lecture hall, she picked a seat directly in the middle, and as each of my classmates filed into the room, they blatantly stared at the two of us. A little while later Vanessa and her clique arrived, and when she saw Kelsey sitting very close beside me, her nose wrinkled like she’d smelled something foul.

“Hi, I’m Kelsey!” Kelsey said with a wave as Vanessa and her group approached.

Vanessa’s dark eyes narrowed. “I know who you are,” she snapped. She gave us a withering glare and tossed her long brown hair over her shoulder, but despite her snotty tone Kelsey only smiled wider.

“I thought we could chat a little before this class starts. Do you have a minute?” Kelsey asked. When my ex rolled her eyes and nodded, Kelsey planted an exaggerated kiss on my cheek and stood to her feet. “Wait here, babe.” While I worriedly looked on, she walked down the steps to lead Vanessa over to the far corner of the room.

Kelsey was taller than me, but she made Vanessa look like a child. She had her crowded in the corner, looming over her as they spoke in quick, hushed voices. I couldn’t hear a word they were saying, but after only a few seconds of speaking Vanessa’s eyes went wide and her face seemed to drain of all its color.

She looked up at me and then quickly glanced back down at her feet, nodding a little before slipping around Kelsey to slink to her seat. I’d never seen her appear so meek, and my mouth fell wide open.

“What the hell did you say to her?” I asked as Kelsey sat down next to me again.

“Nothing much, I just explained the situation a little better. It should all be okay now.” She smiled toothily, and I gulped. It was really easy to forget when she was being sweet and cheerful, but Kelsey had grown up in a pretty rough environment. The way she dealt with conflict was probably very different than what a sheltered rich girl like Vanessa was used to, and for that matter, what I was used to.

The professor arrived soon after and began the class, but it was impossible to focus on what he was saying with Kelsey hovering so closely over my shoulder. I could feel her breath on my cheek and her breasts pressing into my arm, and every now and then her large hand would squeeze the inside of my thigh.

It very quickly got me worked up, and when I took a glance at her tiny shorts, I saw that she wasn’t faring much better. She’d begun to shift in her seat and rub her thighs together, doing anything she could to relieve some of her horniness.

It was an interesting experience trying to get back to my dorm without showing the entire school our erections, but it weirdly only made us both that much harder. Before I’d even closed the door she had already ripped her shirt off to reveal a lacy black bra that left little to the imagination. It didn’t seem very supportive at all, and her breasts were spilling out of the top of it.

She then shimmied out of her shorts and underwear and sat down on my bed, leaning back against the wall and spreading her thighs so that her hard cock could bounce free. She smirked and used a hand to wave it around in the air enticingly, and after pulling off my own t-shirt, I crawled my way into her lap.

As soon as my face got close to her length, I could feel the heat of it against my cheeks and smell its strong, musky aroma. Drool pooled in my mouth as I watched it throb in front of me, and with some coaxing from her hand on the back of my head, I parted my lips to wrap them around the fat tip.

Like usual, my mind seemed to completely shut down when her dick was in my mouth. It felt warm and solid against my tongue, and was comforting in a way that probably should have concerned me. I gave it a soft, gentle suck to taste the mild sweetness of her precum, and wanting more of her delicious flavor, I leaned forward to take it deeper into my mouth.

“It was really hard to go back to my hand after knowing what your mouth feels like,” she said, sighing and applying a bit of pressure to force my head lower. I gagged on it, and she moaned louder. “You’d better get it real wet because it’s going up your ass in a few minutes.”

I grunted my reply, far too engrossed in sucking her dick to really comprehend or care about what she was saying. Every now and then I’d pull it out to plant kisses along its side or circle the head of it with my tongue, but mostly I liked to keep it as deep in my throat as possible.

Though I’d never tell her in a million years because she’d get too smug about it, I loved having her cock in my mouth. I’d gotten a lot of practice with giving her blowjobs over Spring Break, sucking her off sometimes twice a day whenever my butt needed a break, and it was my absolute favorite thing to do for her.

I loved watching her face contort in pleasure and hearing her soft, sexy moans, and I loved the rich, strong taste of her precum as it mixed together with my own saliva. I’d missed Kelsey—there was no doubt about that—but as I bobbed my head faster on the thick shaft between my lips, I wondered if I hadn’t missed her dick more.

She pulled one breast out of her bra to play with a fat brown nipple, and her other hand slipped into the back of my jeans to rub a fingertip firmly against my hole. After a little while she pulled it away again to add some spit for lubrication, and then she slowly worked it in all the way up to the knuckle.

All too soon she got bored of just using my mouth. Her fingers in my hair tightened to pull me away from her dick—my lips making a quiet ‘pop’ as they reluctantly released her—and then she slid off of the bed to kneel behind me. She ripped my jeans and underwear down to my thighs, and the next thing I felt was her hands spreading my cheeks open and her large, wet tongue slithering into my butthole.

Kelsey ate my ass like a peach until it was relaxed and sopping wet with her spit. It had been weeks since she’d last fucked me so I really appreciated the extra preparation and attention, and I groaned when she eventually pulled her tongue away. My disappointment was short-lived, because after rummaging around in her bag for a few seconds, she emerged with a familiar bottle of lube.

She squirted a heavy dollop of the sticky gel onto my asshole first, using three of her fingers to work it in and spread me open a little more. After deciding that I was sufficiently loosened up for her, Kelsey pulled me up to rest on my hands and knees and stood to her full height behind me.

I heard the telltale squishing sounds of her lubing up her length, followed by her impatiently resting the slick head on my butthole. She pressed a quick, sucking kiss to the back of my neck, and then she not-so-gently shoved her hips forward to force her length inside of me.

Though I groaned at the uncomfortable stretch of it she didn’t pause, instead pushing her hips forward to smoothly bottom out until the patch of brown hairs at the base of her cock brushed against my cheeks.

She almost immediately began to move, backing all the way out so that only the tip was inside of me before shoving herself deep again, and while she slowly fucked me she wrapped her slick hand around my dick to tease the smooth skin beneath the head with the pad of her thumb.

At the exact same time she slobbered on my neck, licking and sucking at the skin possessively, and combined with her other hand running all over my warm, nearly naked body, I felt completely overwhelmed. Though it felt really good it wasn’t nearly enough to make me cum, and worse she didn’t react at all when I tried to push myself back against her.

“You can go faster,” I finally mumbled.

Kelsey continued her easy cadence, making sure that I felt every single ridge and vein as she plundered my hole. “No thanks, I’m fine with this pace.”

It was clear what she wanted from me, and I sighed. “Please fuck me faster.”

She giggled cruelly, her breath tickling my neck and causing my face to grow hot with shame, but it was worth it because she did exactly as I asked. She adjusted her stance, leaning back to put one foot up on my bed, and she moved both of her large hands to my hips.

Her fingers dug into my skin, hard enough to bruise, and then she began drilling my ass with every ounce of power she possessed. I braced my hands harder against the wall as she rutted into me as fast as she could, the loud thwapping of our flesh coming together over and over again echoing in the room.

She showed no mercy whatsoever to my poor, abused little hole. The additional leverage had allowed her to get deeper inside of me—which hurt a bit, if I was being completely honest—but it was exactly what I’d wanted and expected.

By the end of the week I’d spent in her apartment I’d been sore all over, and not just because of all the sex. She’d also taken me on all of her favorite hiking trails and had forced me to go to the gym with her, refusing to let me out of her sight and making it her mission to tire me out.

At the time I’d believed that she was running me ragged to keep me from thinking about my ex. Now I understood that she approached everything she did with that level of intensity, so if I wanted to stay with her, I’d have to get used to my body being pushed to its absolute limits.

The door flew open and my roommate stepped through the door, and the moment he saw us, his eyes went wide and he froze. He watched us fuck for a few seconds, his jaw hanging open, but while my face went hot with embarrassment, Kelsey didn’t break her stride at all. She even seemed to grow larger inside of me at being caught in the act, and continued to pummel my ass just as powerfully.

“Uh, sorry, dude,” he mumbled while quickly backing out of the room and slamming the door shut behind him. I probably should’ve cared more about what he would do and who he would tell, but I couldn’t—not with the pressure building at the base of my dick and the waves of pleasure shooting up and down my spine.

Kelsey leaned forward to squish her breasts into my back, and at the same time she grabbed my dick again to stroke me, twisting and squeezing her fist to try to make me cum at the same time as her. I’d frankly forgotten about it entirely, far too focused on hers scraping against all the best spots inside of me, and when I looked down at it, it was straining hard and leaking precum onto my sheets.

Soon after receiving the extra stimulation, my eyes rolled back in my head and I shivered. I whimpered loudly, and with my hole squeezing and twitching around her cock, I released more cum than I thought my balls were capable of holding onto the wall in front of me. Because of everything that had been happening at school and the lack of privacy in my room I hadn’t really been masturbating, so I nearly fainted from the sheer force of it.

In the midst of my orgasm it was all I could do to hold myself up for her—bracing my hands harder against the wall as she groaned and gasped and sped up her pace to join me—and only a few seconds after I’d made a mess of my dorm room wall, I felt her shaft expand to what felt like twice its size.

Spurt after spurt of warm, viscous cum gushed inside of me, filling me to the brim so completely that like usual it had nowhere else to go until it spewed out around her shaft instead. Her hips kept pumping erratically, forcefully grinding themselves deeper to squeeze out every last ounce of pleasure from my ass as they could.

She growled deep in the back of her throat while sinking her teeth into my neck, and the familiar pain that blossomed was once again immediately replaced with pleasure as she licked and sucked at the wound. Eventually her thrusts slowed to a crawl and her balls stopped clenching, and she harshly panted above me with her cock still buried in my bowels.

It took a few minutes, but once she’d gotten her breathing under control again, Kelsey sighed happily and kissed me on the cheek. “God, I missed you so fucking much.”

I rubbed at my neck, feeling her spit and the slight indentation that her teeth had left there. “I missed you too, but I really wish you wouldn’t bite me every time we have sex. My neck just fully healed,” I nearly pouted. I could deal with the bruises on my hips and the scratches down my back, but walking around with obvious bite marks all over my neck was embarrassing, and I’d be seeing my parents in a few weeks.

“I thought you liked my teeth,” she said before digging them into my shoulder with a playful growl.

I fully expected her to attack me again, and was surprised when she instead pulled her dick out of with me a loud, wet slurp to leave me gaping open and leaking her cum. She grabbed some tissues from the box on my dresser to wipe it off, and then she tucked herself back into her panties and pulled her jean shorts back up her legs.

“You’re getting dressed already?” I asked, accepting the handful of tissues she gave me to mop up the cum dripping down the backs of my thighs. After a few seconds I gave up and stuffed them into my underwear to absorb the mess she’d left inside of me.

“Why, wanna go another round?” she asked while wriggling her eyebrows. “But sorry, I actually have somewhere to be in half an hour. The other reason I came to visit was to look at apartments, and I have a few tours scheduled for today and tomorrow.”

I paused in the middle of redressing. “Wait, what?”

“Well, I need to decide if I want to renew my lease by next month, and there’s nothing keeping me in Winston-Salem. In fact, I want to get as far away from that fucking place as possible,” she said, her expression darkening.

“And you want to move here?” I asked, incredulous.

“Everything I want is here,” she said. Her grey eyes were earnest and piercing, and seeing the sincerity in them, I swallowed hard.

“You can’t just say stuff like that without giving a guy a warning.”

Kelsey grinned, and smelling blood in the water, she took an excited step forward to grab my hand. “You know, I was actually thinking that we could live together! We’ll only need a one-bedroom, so it’ll definitely be much cheaper than living on campus, right?”

I cocked my head and seriously considered the idea. My parents were more on the conservative side, and probably wouldn’t be pleased about me living with a girlfriend they’d never met and had only seen through my computer screen, but after doing some quick math, I realized that she had a really good point.

Between my housing and meal plan alone I was paying almost nine thousand dollars a semester, so if I was splitting costs with Kelsey, it would be hard for even them to deny I’d be coming out massively ahead. Since they were footing the bill for everything that my scholarship didn’t cover, I was sure they’d be more than happy to save a few thousand dollars.

I wasn’t at all worried about sharing an apartment with her either, because the week we’d spent together over Spring Break had more than proven that we were compatible as roommates.

We motivated each other to be healthier—her by making me exercise, and me by making her eat real food—and no matter what we were doing, we were always laughing and having fun. The thought of waking up with her every single morning excited me, so much so that I couldn’t stop grinning.

“I’ll talk to my parents about it,” I finally said. “But we’re definitely getting a new couch. We need somewhere to nap that doesn’t ruin our backs and is stain-resistant.”

Kelsey squealed with joy, lifting me off of my feet and squeezing me tightly against her chest. After she set me down again she launched into animated chatter about moving checklists, IKEA trips, and Pinterest boards, her smile so radiant and infectious that I grinned wider too.

I couldn’t imagine ever meeting someone better than Kelsey, who was gorgeous, kind, and for some reason really, really cared about me. I'd do anything to keep her, and as I stared up into her eager and excited grey eyes, I clearly saw my future in front of me.
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