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BIGGEST ON CAMPUS

Paul has a special reputation on his college campus: he’s got the biggest package. It’s not long before every girl in the school knows it and wants a piece of the action. All he has to do is unzip and the girls go weak at the knees. But everything starts to change as rumours buzz that there’s a new biggest on campus. Suddenly, the line-up of willing girls begins to dwindle.

But Paul isn’t interested in banging his way through every girl he sees anymore. Now, he decides to set his sights on one girl: a petite blonde with a mysterious reputation of her own.


CHAPTER I

It didn’t take long before everyone at that college knew about my special quality. I was in my sophomore year when I started getting looks from people I’d never seen before in my life. I didn’t know any of them, but they knew me.

I’d only slept with about fifty or fifty-five women at that school… I say ‘only’ because there were thousands of girls at Moncton University I looked forward to ploughing my way through. But it only took a few dozen before my reputation became common knowledge.

I’ll never forget the day I realized everyone knew. I was working on at the college gym. It was around noon and I had no classes that day. I was used to seeing a girl or two stopping at the window to watch me push weights around, but when I sat up from finishing a set of bench press, I noticed more than a girl or two—there were eight or nine chicks standing at the window, staring at me. As I looked at them, they all awkwardly looked away in different, as if they’d never been looking at all. But the redness on their faces gave them away.

As I was leaving the gym, I walked by a freshman chick who looked right down at my crotch and bit her bottom lip as if she was about to faint from a sudden burst of euphoria.

So they’d all found out that I was the biggest guy on campus. One of the girls I’d tackled had let the news slip—or maybe they were all talking. How could they not? Or maybe it was one of my dorm room neighbours who overheard one of my dates screaming my name and begging for my giant cock.

I smiled as I made my way from the gym to my dorm. Now, with my new reputation, I knew getting laid was going to be easier than ever—and it was already pretty easy. Even the most resistant girls eventually caved if I tried hard enough. First I would try the traditional route: chatting them up, complimenting them, and so on. If that didn’t work, I would try a romantic gesture: send some cheap flowers to her class. Girls love that shit. And if that failed, then I would let nature take over. It was just a matter of finding a way to get my target to walk in on my while I was changing. There were different ways to make it happen, but it always worked. As soon as her eyes locked in on my cock, she was on her back, spreading her legs, already mid-orgasm before I stuffed it inside of her.

Once everyone knew who I was, life was great. I couldn’t show up at a party without having pussy thrown at me. Sometimes girls tried to play it slow, bringing me drinks, chatting me up. As soon as I knew they were interested, I got down to business. “You want to fuck?” I would ask, sometimes before I even knew their names. Before I had my reputation, that line wouldn’t have worked. But with my ten-inch cock being common knowledge on that campus, it was a direct ticket directly to the nearest bedroom or bathroom or coat closet—whatever was closest.

I never left a party without fucking at least two chicks. My record was six in one night. My dick actually hurt after that night.

To be honest, it started to get pretty boring after a while. As more and more girls started to talk about me with their friends, it just got easier and easier. Sometimes I would just be sitting in class, listening to a lecture, when a girl would tap me on the shoulder and pass me a note. “Come fuck me in the bathroom,” the note would say. I would look back and see a gorgeous redhead staring at me, practically drooling, and I would miss the last half of the lecture. Thankfully most of my professors were chicks that knew about my special endowment, so getting good grades wasn’t an issue. By the way, older women are crazy in the sack. The only chick I was ever with who could take all nine inches of my pecker was my philosophy professor, Professor Jenkins. I was literally balls deep inside of her—I could see my tip pressing up inside her belly for crying out loud.

The only education I was getting at that college was a sexual education. I learned how to make girls scream in absolute euphoria for an hour straight—to be fair, it’s not hard when you have a nine-inch cock.

It was just after the winter break of my sophomore year when I decided to challenge myself. I wasn’t going to simply fuck my way through every easy whore on campus; I wanted to feel the excitement of the chase again. I wanted to feel some sense of accomplishment when I finally got to see the pink of some college chick’s pussy. So I started going after a different type of girl: girls who weren’t at college to party.

My first difficult target was a little brunette with glasses. She was in a few of my classes. She wasn’t much to look at, no offense to her—she could have been with a bit of effort. She didn’t wear any makeup as far as I could tell, and her hair was always a frizzy mess. She wore white running shoes and blue jeans to school every day, and I’d never seen her talk to anyone.

When I first talked to her one day after class, her face turned white and she said, “I have to use the bathroom. I’ll be right back.” She scuttled away and then never emerged from the bathroom. I’m not sure whether she was hiding in there or if she slipped out through a window. But for the first time in a long time, I felt that rush—like I finally had a challenge, like she wasn’t a guaranteed fuck like all the other chicks before her.

Though, deep down, I knew success was inevitable. After a week of carefully timed flirting, I convinced her to meet up with me for a coffee at the college café. We talked for a couple of hours before I convinced her to grab a pint with me. She was a lightweight; after a single beer, her cheeks were red and she was swaying slightly. She leaned over the table with a big grin on her face and said, “Is it true what they say about you? You know… that you’ve got a foot long penis?” She said ‘penis’ so quietly, I almost wasn’t sure she actually said it.

I grinned. “It’s not quite a foot long,” I said. “Do you want to see it?” I watched her face as her brain ran through a series of different emotions. She was obviously a virgin, obviously terrified of being with a gigantic cock for her first time, but she was obviously excited, and obviously interested. We went back up to my dorm room. It took a bit longer than usual to get her relaxed. But as soon as her gaze met my dick, she was mine to do what I wanted with, like every girl before her. She trembled and sighed and gently took my cock with her virgin fingers and started exploring.

I swear she had an orgasm before I even had her naked. As she pulled back my foreskin, a shudder ran through her body as her eyes glowed and a bit of saliva teased the edge of her lip. She let out a soft moan. When I finally took off her panties, they were soaking wet—literally dripping as if she’d pissed herself. I went down on her for a couple of minutes and then, after she squirted on my face, decided it was time to finish her off. I stuffed her tight snatch and I made her scream and then I came as deep as I could get, which wasn’t even a full six inches.

In the end, she didn’t turn out to be much of a challenge. Most of the girls I thought would be challenging turned out to just be shy—and once that nervousness was gone, the rest was easy.


CHAPTER II

Near the end of my sophomore year, I couldn’t get from one class to another without passing at least one chick that I’d fucked. None of them ever seemed mad that I fucked girl after girl. In fact, they usually seemed ecstatic that they got to experience my special endowment. I couldn’t go a day without getting a message from one of them, asking for a second fucking. It was rare that I accepted the invite—I had a lot of girls to get through; I couldn’t be wasting my time on repeat performances.

I discovered a new challenge during a party one Friday night, at a house just off campus. I’d only been at the party for an hour and I’d already been propositioned by half a dozen chicks who wanted to go for a ride on my massive throbber. I turned them all down, hoping to find something a little bit more interesting. But as I wandered around the party, I realized there weren’t many interesting options. Shy girls and nerdy girls rarely showed up to those parties—the ones who did, I’d already fucked. I was fairly certain that I’d already conquered all of the girls who liked to play hard-to-get.

So I was about to settle on one of the hungry whores when I walked by a couple of girls who were kissing by the stairs. And it occurred to me: fucking a lesbian might be a good challenge! And I was right. I started by targeting one of the girls I’d watched making out. She had long black hair and wore dark eyeliner and ruby-red lipstick.

I complimented her hair, but she didn’t look too impressed. She looked at me the way oblivious girls would look at me before my reputation was well known, making me think she had no idea who I was. I smiled. “Have a boyfriend?” I asked.

“A girlfriend, actually,” she said.

“So what’s your policy on hooking up with guys?”

She stared at me blankly for a moment before saying, “I’m not interested in guys. Sorry.”

But I just laughed. “That’s because you’ve probably never been with one before,” I said.

She gave me a condescending smile. I was loving her resistance. It had been too long since anyone had put up a good fight. “I’ve been with a few, actually,” she said.

“I mean a real man. You know, with something to work with.”

“You mean—you don’t think I’ve been with a big cock before? Is that what you’re suggesting?” She looked like she was trying not to laugh. She wouldn’t be laughing once she saw what I was packing.

“Something like that,” I said with a wink. A part of me wanted to be rejected. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d been rejected—if it had ever happened at all. I didn’t want to think that I was cursed with an easy sex life.

“Quit flattering yourself,” she said.

“You don’t think I’m big? I guarantee you that I’m the biggest you’ve ever been with—the biggest you’ve ever seen.”

“You certainly have the biggest ego,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I decided to take a break and come back later. Girls like it when you show persistence. I wandered away, had a few drinks, let the girls at the party talk—hopefully spreading my reputation to new ears. It was later in the night when I found the longhaired lesbian again. “So, have you come around yet? Want to bounce on the biggest cock you’ll ever see, or what?” I said with a big, confident smirk. Confidence is key.

She shook her head. “And what if you’re not the biggest cock I’ve ever been with?”

“That’s not a concern of mine,” I said.

She was a bit drunk. Her lesbian girlfriend had taken off for the night, and I could see a slight glimmer of genuine curiosity in her eyes. She was interested. Someone must have pointed me out to her since our first conversation, planted that seed in her mind.

She looked around and then took a step closer to me. “You’d better not disappoint me,” she said, and then she took my hand. We went off to one of the empty bedrooms and we locked the door. I went in to kiss her but she dodged my attempt. “I’m not interested in making out with a dude,” she said. “I’m a lesbian, remember?” She took a step towards me and reached down for my belt, getting right down to business. She yanked my pants down with a swift tug and then she ran her hand over my package, on top of my underwear. “You’re big,” she said, but she didn’t sound too impressed.

“Keep rubbing and it gets bigger,” I said.

“I sure hope so,” she said, and the comment took me by surprise. Even flaccid, my dick was huge. How was she not impressed? How was she not dropping to her knees and salivating all over my shaft like every girl before her? I mean—I suppose she was a lesbian. But even still…

She tugged down my underwear and then she took a good look at my shaft, which was semi-erect already from her massaging. She smiled. “It’s okay,” she said. “But you’re not the biggest on campus.”

A chill ran down my spine. “What are you talking about?”

“I’ve been with bigger,” she said.

“I’m not even hard yet. Get me hard and then talk.”

She rolled her eyes and sunk down to her knees. She started to massage the length of my shaft, doing a sexy twisting motion with her wrists to cover my whole surface area. She even stuck my tip in her mouth and sucked on it, spat into her hands to reduce the friction. She was sexy, and she got me hard fast. My cock was bigger than her head, standing tall, and as thick as her wrist. She looked up at it but her face remained unimpressed.

“You’re so full of it,” I said.

“Don’t get me wrong, you’re big. You’re probably the second biggest on campus,” she said with a smirk. I was almost certain she was just fucking with me, just trying to make me angry so she could have an easy laugh.

“You’re nuts,” I said. “No one is bigger than me.” She just smiled. “Who? Who’s bigger than me?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s none of my business,” she said.

“Because you’re a liar,” I said.

“Are you going to fuck me or should I just go to my girlfriend’s dorm and let her fuck me with her strap-on?”

“Bend over,” I said. I felt the redness entering into my face. This was worse than being rejected. As I watched her bending over for me, I wished that she would have just said no to me. At least then I could have revelled in the excitement of the chase. This was just painful.

But I was still convinced she was lying, that she would cave and tell the truth once I had her coming on my cock. I pressed my tip up to her tight pussy and said, “Ready?”

“Whenever you are,” she said without much enthusiasm. I pressed it into her. She clenched a little bit, but she was otherwise still. As I started to thrust into her, she pressed her bum back into me. She was sexy as hell, but she wasn’t getting off the way every girl before her had. At one point I had my whole cock inside of her, and she just said, “More.”

“That’s all of it,” I said.

She laughed. “Seriously?” she said. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to suppress my anger. She was just fucking with me—there was no way there was anyone bigger than me. Maybe she was just referring to her girlfriend’s strap-on. Maybe her girlfriend had a collection of gigantic dildos that were impossibly large. Yeah—that must be it. I was still the biggest real cock on campus, and I always would be. It’s not my fault that she’d been stretched out by giant plastic cocks.

“Just come and get it over with,” she said, pushing more of my buttons. It took longer than usual, but I managed to bring myself to orgasm. I pulled out and came all over her back. She made me grab a towel to wipe her off before she stood up and got dressed. Before she left, she stopped in the doorway and looked over at me. “Sorry, darling,” she said with a smile, and then she left.


CHAPTER III

It was a few days before I fucked another girl. For the first time ever, I woke up and I just wasn’t in the mood. I went to the gym and pushed around some weights. A line of girls formed at the window, but I found them to be more annoying than anything. Couldn’t I just workout in peace? Why did they have to watch? What were they hoping to see? Did they want me to stand up and expose myself like some playground paedophile?

I wrapped up my workout early and went to the library where I could be alone. I got a seat by the window in the back corner, where I could see out on the main campus walkway. I watched as a group of football jocks sauntered by. One of them pointed out some floozy and they all whispered rumours to one another. I wondered if one of them was the apparently bigger guy.

I tried to do some homework in my private library corner, but I couldn’t focus. Every time a guy walked by, I wondered if he was the one. I went to a party a couple of nights later and had similar wonderings. I would see a chick going up to a bedroom with a guy, and I would wonder: is that him?

I was still getting looks from girls. I caught one group of chicks looking my way and giggling. At first I just assumed they were gossiping about my special endowment, but then it occurred to me that they might be talking about something else: ‘Hey, isn’t that the guy who thinks he’s got the biggest cock on campus?’ I imagined one of the girls saying to the other. ‘What a loser!’

It was eating away at me. If I didn’t have the biggest cock on campus, what did I have? Mediocre grades? Half of a useless degree that wouldn’t even get me a job? I wasn’t on any sports teams—I always just assumed guys tried out for sports teams to get girls, and I never needed the leg up. If I wasn’t the biggest guy on campus, then I was just another nobody. No one goes to the Olympics hoping to win a silver medal… And if I wasn’t the biggest, how did I know I was even the second biggest? Maybe there were many guys on campus with bigger packages than me. Maybe they were just slower getting around to fucking all the girls. Maybe they just needed more time to create their reputations…

Or maybe that lesbian with the long black hair was just fucking with me, and I was falling for it. I mean—she did let me fuck her. It was still another notch in the win column.

So I convinced myself that it was nothing to worry about—just a lie that I fell for. I kept sleeping with girls, and whenever possible, I would set my targets on a nice, challenging lesbian. I always won. Lesbians were fun in the sack—but the most fun part was watching them weeks later when they started dating men. My giant cock was successfully converting their sexual preferences.

But it was a night with a redheaded lesbian that brought all of my anxieties back with a vengeance. We’d just finished fucking and I was watching my creampie dribbling out of her stretched out pussy when she said, “That was amazing—but you know you don’t have the biggest cock on campus, right?”

The comment hit me like a truck, rendering me speechless for a long moment. A lump formed in my throat. “What?” I finally managed to say.

“Don’t get me wrong, you’re big—really big. But you’re just not the biggest.”

“Who is it? Who’s bigger than me?” I asked.

She just shrugged her shoulders. “I really can’t say,” she said.

“Isn’t that convenient,” I said, rolling my eyes. I grabbed my pants and started getting dressed. I couldn’t take it—it was torture, like finding out you’ve been disqualified two years after winning a gold medal, and now they’re coming to take that medal back so they can give it to someone else.

“It’s not that big of a deal,” the cute redhead said as she sat naked on my bed, her body glistening with sweat from our hour-long fuck session.

“I just don’t believe it,” I said.

“Okay, maybe I’m wrong,” she said with a smile that was obviously fake. Now she was just trying to make me feel better, but I didn’t want to be lied to. I didn’t want back in my bubble of ignorance. I wanted to be the biggest. It was all I had.

“Why can’t you tell me who it is?”

“Well… Because I just can’t. It’s complicated.”

“What does that even mean?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Let’s just drop it, okay? I had fun tonight. We should do it again sometime.” She smiled and bit her bottom lip.

But I just rolled my eyes. “Yeah, whatever.” There wouldn’t be a second fucking with her, even though she was adorable and great in the sack. I couldn’t look at her without the reminder that I didn’t have the biggest cock on campus. I’d heard it from two chicks now—there was no denying it: I really was just a second prize at best.

I asked the redhead to leave and then I locked my dorm room door. I lay in my bed and tried to sleep, but sleep didn’t come. I felt so embarrassed. For years, I’d been telling girls that I was the biggest they would ever see. And now they were seeing bigger. It wasn’t just embarrassing, it was humiliating.

I just wanted to know: who was it? Who had a bigger cock than me?

It hurt to think that I would probably never know. Whoever it was seemed to want to keep it a secret. The two girls who mentioned the stallion refused to give away his identity. So he must have been asking them to keep their mouths shut. But why? Why wouldn’t you want everyone on campus to know? Life is so much better when everyone knows you’re packing nine inches. And I can’t even imagine how good life would be if people knew I was packing ten, eleven, maybe even twelve whole inches of hard cock.


CHAPTER IV

For the first time since I was a kid, I went a whole week without having sex. I was stuck in a funk that I couldn’t lift myself out of. I would look at women and I would wonder, what’s the point? If they could just go out and get something better than me, then why bother?

I probably got more homework done in that week than I ever had before in my life. I actually completed assignments on time. I think some of my female professors were even disappointed because they knew it meant they weren’t going to get any after-school specials.

I skipped a few parties, cut down on my drinking, and started trying to figure out what I was going to do with my life. As silly as it sounds, I hadn’t put much thought into it up until that point. I’d been so distracted by the hordes of women who were throwing themselves at me. All I ever thought about was sex, but now when I thought about sex, I could only think about the fact that there was someone who was bigger and better than me out there.

But after a week of being stuck in my funk, I realized, maybe he’s not better than me. He may be bigger, but maybe he doesn’t know how to use it. Maybe I could give girls more orgasms than he could. This thought comforted me, even though I didn’t fully believe it. I knew for a fact that size made girls crazy. Sometimes all they had to do was look at the thing and they were already dripping into their panties. But I knew that there was a chance that I worked mine better, and that was enough to get me back onto the wagon.

I started hitting up parties again, and I started sleeping with more girls. But from time to time—maybe one in every twenty chicks—there was a curious lack of enthusiasm, that same sort of ho-hum attitude that the black-haired lesbian mustered up. Had these girls been with that other guy?

It was always on my mind, and I hated that. At one point I even considered transferring schools, just so I could reclaim my title as biggest on campus. But I knew that it would still be on my mind, even at another campus.

I was fucking one girl, a tall blonde with big tits, when the thought hit me hard. She looked completely unimpressed, as if she was just waiting for me to finish so she could go home and study. “What’s wrong?” I asked without stopping.

“Nothing,” she said, forcing a smile.

“Does this not feel good?” I asked, my heart stuttering. I hated what I was becoming.

“It feels good. Don’t stop.”

“Is it not big enough for you?” I asked with a smirk. I was only half-joking, but I was surprised by her response: she shrugged and forced a smile. “It’s fine,” she said.

I stopped. I couldn’t keep going. I knew what was on her mind: she’d been with bigger. So I asked her. “Who is it? Who’s bigger than me?”

Her cheeks turned red and she looked away from me. Her silence stung.

“Well?” I asked. “Tell me. I need to know. Please.”

“You’re being weird,” she said.

“I know I am, but I just need to know. Please tell me.” My giant cock was resting on her leg. I wasn’t going to go any further until I found out who the mystery guy was.

“Just don’t worry about it.”

“I’m begging you to tell me,” I said.

She looked uncomfortable. She slipped out from under me and grabbed her panties from the floor. “You killed the mood,” she said as she bent over. Her big tits hung low.

“I’m sorry, but I really have to know. Please just tell me.”

She didn’t tell me. She got dressed and left as quickly as possible. In retrospect, I was being kind of weird. I guess girls don’t want guys begging them to talk about other guys during sex. But I really needed to know—it was quickly eating away at me. I wasn’t performing the same. I was lucky to get one or two orgasms out of girls, and I was used to making girls scream more times than I could count. But if I just knew the guy’s name, I could put it behind me; at least that’s what I thought, anyway.

I came across another girl who had that same unenthusiastic look on her face when I pulled out my dick. Whoever this mystery man was, he was starting to get around and he was starting to build up a reputation. My reign was over. I wondered if this bigger guy had heard about me. I wondered if he sat up in his dorm room laughing whenever he heard my name. Had I passed him in the hallways before?

Whenever I saw some guy laughing, I assumed it was him—the bigger guy—and I assumed he was laughing at me. I stopped telling girls that I was the biggest they would ever see. Sure, girls still wanted to sleep with me—more than I could count, as a matter of fact. But it wasn’t the same, and it never would be the same. It was the end of a nine-inch era, and the beginning of an apparently bigger one. I suppose all good things must come to an end eventually.

I decided to stop obsessing over the mystery guy and accept that I wasn’t the biggest anymore. My new goal was to simply sleep with as many girls as I could before I really was just another college guy in the eyes of girls on that campus. I figured I had until the end of the school year—which wasn’t far off. By the end of the summer break, I was sure the new guy’s reputation would be common knowledge and that would be that.


CHAPTER V

It was the week before the end of the semester when a girl caught my eye.

I watched her for a minute and then came to the conclusion that I’d never seen her around before. She was pretty—and petite. She couldn’t have weighed more than ninety pounds soaking wet. She was strawberry blonde with fair skin. She had her pink backpack cinched tight to her back, making her look even smaller and younger. She must have been a freshman—maybe someone who recently transferred to Moncton University. Or maybe I just hadn’t seen her because she was so small, like a church mouse.

She looked at me and smiled and then carried on towards her next class. It wasn’t the kind of look I was used to getting from other girls—nothing to suggest that she was aware of my reputation. And to be honest, I was relieved. I wanted my reputation to flutter away. I didn’t want to be known as the second biggest once the biggest claimed his rightful throne. I would rather just blend into the crowd—it was easier that way.

I saw her again later that day—either by coincidence or because I was looking for her as I wandered through the crowds. She was eating lunch with a few other girls. They were all laughing. Her cheeks were rosy. Our eyes met again, and she smiled again. I was in line to buy a sandwich, and I started asking the people around me if they knew who she was. “Do you know that girl? Is she in any of your classes?” I was asking complete strangers, but I wanted to know. I wanted to get a little edge up for when I finally went to make my move.

Usually when girls didn’t know who I was, I would woo them by making sure—either by telling them or showing them. But I wasn’t doing that anymore. I was avoiding that reputation, which meant I needed to rely on a more traditional approach.

Finally, after asking six or seven different people, I found out that her name was Lucy. “She’s a babe,” I said to the stranger, and then the stranger laughed. “What’s so funny?” I asked.

He just smiled and carried on with his day. Did she have a reputation of her own that I was unaware of? From afar, she seemed to be quite relaxed, easy-going, and confident. She seemed to have lots of friends and she had no hesitations in talking to strangers. I took a seat across the food court from her and I watched her casually while I ate my lunch.

A guy took the seat next to me and I decided to ask him if he knew anything about Lucy. “Her?” he said. “I’ve seen her at a few parties.”

“Know anything about her? What she’s majoring in, what classes she’s taking, that kind of thing?”

He just shrugged his shoulders. So I kept asking around. And I was surprised to discover that lots of people knew her, as if she’d been at that school for years. The girls that knew her laughed when I asked them about her. The guys became strangely sheepish. It occurred to me that she was quite possibly a man-eater, a chick that goes from guy to guy breaking hearts along the way. But I had no intentions of getting my heart involved in the mix. I just wanted to show her a good time with my nine hard inches.

I didn’t even wait a day before making a move. I approached her while she was at a vending machine by herself. “Paul,” I said, reaching my hand out. “Nice to meet you.” She looked at my hand for a moment and then she looked up at my face.

She smiled. “Hi Paul,” she said, but she didn’t take my hand. She turned her attention back to the vending machine and carried on with her day.

“I don’t think we’ve ever met. Are you new here?” I asked.

“Nope,” she said.

“That’s amazing. How have I never seen you around before?”

“Maybe you haven’t been looking hard enough,” she said with a wink. She brushed by me and headed back to her table, leaving me standing there by the vending machine feeling rejected for the first time in my life. She sat back down with her friends and carried on her conversation as if it had never ended.

I jogged up and took the seat across from her, squeezing in between two of her friends. They both looked at me with wide eyes, as if I was a lunatic. But I ignored them. “What’s your name?” I asked.

She looked at me. “Who’s asking?” she said.

“Paul.”

“I don’t really give my name to strangers,” she said with a smile.

“I’m not a stranger. I’m your friend Paul. So what’s your name?” I asked.

She laughed. “Laura,” she said. Her friends all snickered as if it was so funny.

“No it’s not, it’s Lucy,” I said. “Why are you lying to me, Lucy?” I looked around at her snickering friends. I recognized one of them, but I wasn’t sure how—maybe I’d fucked her before. I turned back to Lucy.

“If you’re trying to ask me out on a date, just do it. You’re boring me with your silly little games, Paul,” she said. She took a big sip from her Coca Cola.

“Okay, go on a date with me,” I said.

“No thanks,” she said, and her friends snickered again.

“C’mon. It’ll be fun,” I said.

“I’m sure it would be fun, but I’ll pass. Sorry, Paulie.” She did a little wave, suggesting it was time for me to go. I sat there and smiled. I wasn’t going to win her over at that table, but I would get her eventually. She had no idea yet, but I would be back with my A-game.

I was tempted to ask her if she knew about me, or if any of her friends knew about me—but I had a feeling that I would leave the table and then one of her pals would fill her in. I didn’t want that—I wanted to win her over without any unfair advantages (and I didn’t want her finding out that I had the second biggest cock on campus). But that was inevitable. I couldn’t erase my reputation.

So I got up. “We’ll get a drink on Friday night at the Den. I’ll meet you at the front door at nine. Sound good?” The Den was the campus bar. It wasn’t the classiest joint, but it had served me well in the past.

“I won’t be there, Paul.”

“We’ll see about that,” I said with a wink and a smirk. I left for my next class. Friday was still a few days away—plenty of time left to work my magic.


CHAPTER VI

I ran into Lucy at a party. I was about to leave when she came in. I had a class early the next morning, but I decided the class wasn’t important when I realized I was being given a chance to get with Lucy—one of the most challenging chicks I’d ever set my sights on.

I thought it was going to be easy. She was drinking with some buddies, getting loosened up. At one point in the night she even looked over at me. Our eyes met and she winked with a sly smile, as if she wanted to fuck. I was almost disappointed, realizing it was going to be easier than I thought. It was late when I approached her in the kitchen, while she was fetching a new drink. “Looking good tonight,” I said. “I hope you haven’t forgotten about our approaching date.”

“I won’t be there, Paulie. I already told you,” she said. She was cute when she was tipsy. Her cheeks turned a shade of red and her eyes seemed to glisten brighter than usual.

“You’re really set on playing hard to get, huh?” I said.

She laughed. “I’m not playing hard to get. I can just look at you and tell that you wouldn’t be able to handle me,” she said.

“I know you wouldn’t be able to handle me, but I’m willing to give you a chance anyway.” I smiled, but she just started to laugh.

“Oh, poor naïve Paulie,” she said, and then she returned to her friends.

So she was going to be harder than I thought. I went to the bathroom to make sure my hair was perfect, and to think of a new strategy to get Lucy’s interest. I couldn’t think of anything except for my usual strategy: make sure she knows about my huge cock. But I’d told myself I wasn’t going to do that, that it was unfair and it made things too easy. But as I stared at myself in the mirror, I was starting to worry that without my special advantage, I was destined to fail. And I couldn’t handle failure. I’d never failed before in my life.

Besides, it was a part of me—it was a God-given gift, so why shouldn’t I use it?

I tracked down one of my buddies, who was hardly able to stand from over-intoxication. “I need you to do me a favour,” I said, and I explained to him the plan. It was a plan I’d used many times before. It wasn’t complicated, and it certainly wouldn’t ever work for the average guy. But I had a 100% success rate with it: I go up to a bedroom and get undressed; my friend goes to Lucy and tells her that one of her friends is sick and is asking for her upstairs. As soon as Lucy sees me with my gigantic cock, she goes weak at the knees and throws herself at me. It works every time.

Well, it didn’t work this time.

Lucy walked into the room while I lay on my side, naked, my flaccid cock resting on my thigh. She stepped into the room and then froze at the sight of me. But instead of going weak at the knees, she brought a hand to her mouth, to stop herself from laughing. “Oh my God,” she said. “What are you doing?”

“Come over here and I’ll show you,” I said. That line usually worked. But it only made Lucy laugh.

“You’re naked,” she said.

“What’s wrong? Intimidated?” I asked.

She laughed. “By your cock?”

“It’s okay. It shouldn’t bite.”

“It’s cute,” she said, biting her bottom lip in an attempt to stop herself from bursting into a fit of laughter.

Cute? She thought my cock was cute? I suddenly felt exposed and vulnerable. I covered myself with the blanket as redness rushed into my cheeks. “Have you even ever seen a cock before?” I asked.

She laughed. “See you around, Paulie,” she said, and then she turned to leave. So that’s what rejection feels like…

The next day, I tracked down one of her friends in an attempt to gain some more information that I could use to woo the petite beauty. I didn’t get much though. The friend just stood there with a smirk on her face, and she kept on asking, “Why do you want to know?”

“Because I want to know. What difference does it make to you?”

She laughed and shook her head as if it was all a big joke, as if she knew she was talking to the second—or maybe even third or fourth—biggest guy on campus. “I don’t think you would be able to handle her. No offense.”

I did my best to keep my composure. I didn’t want to snap in front of one of her friends—that wouldn’t leave a great early impression. So I took a breath and gave myself a second to calm down. “I just want to know something about her. Anything,” I said.

After a moment of hesitation, I got one little piece of information: what class she was in at eight in the morning every day. It wasn’t the greatest piece of information, seeing as there were only a few days left in the semester, but I ran with it. I set my alarm for six-thirty the next morning and I made sure I was in that classroom at eight. I showed up right on time and she was already there, sitting in the front row with her smooth, pretty legs crossed.

I took the seat right next to her. She didn’t even look over at me before saying, “You again, huh?”

“Me again? What’s that supposed to mean?”

She still wouldn’t look over at me. “That seat is taken.”

“Yeah, by me. So how’s it going? How’s life been since we last talked?” I leaned back in my chair and got comfortable. It was apparently a two-hour physics class and I didn’t even take physics in high school.

“I heard you stalked down my friend yesterday,” she said, finally looking over at me with a grin.

“I wouldn’t say stalked. Your friend isn’t so nice, by the way.”

“Apparently not, seeing as she told you where to find me.”

“I just wanted to make sure you hadn’t forgotten about our date tomorrow. We aren’t doing anything fancy, so you can dress however you want. Though I wouldn’t complain if you put on a nice little dress. I think you would look good in red.”

She rolled her eyes. “I think you would look good in red, too,” she said with a thick tone of sarcasm.

“Hey, I’ll wear whatever you want. You want me in red? Hell, if you want I can throw on an old Halloween costume. I’ve got a few tucked away in my closet.”

“Please do. Now if you don’t mind, my class is starting.” Her teacher was walking up to the front of the classroom. He looked like a boring man with nothing interesting to say.

“You can sit through two hours of this guy?”

“I’ve sat through about eighty hours of this guy now, so yes,” she whispered. Her teacher started talking.

A man tapped me on the shoulder. He was standing next to me, looking down on me. “Hey man, you’re in my spot.”

I looked back at the seat. “I don’t see your name on it anywhere.”

“I sit there every day.”

“Get lost, asshole. There are plenty of other seats.”

His eyes became wide and he staggered for a moment before turning away to find another spot.

“Is that your boyfriend or something?” I asked.

“Just a guy who wanted his spot,” Lucy said.

“Well he can have it. I’m going to go grab some breakfast. Want to come?” I stood up.

“I’m not going out with you.”

“Alright then, I’ll see you tomorrow at The Den. Take it easy, Lucy.” I turned around and started walking away.

“I won’t be there,” she called back to me, but I knew that wasn’t true. She would be there. She was just playing hard to get like so many girls before her.

While I was on my way home from Lucy’s class, I noticed a girl staring at me. I didn’t recognize her but I recognized the look she was giving me. It was the same look I got when I was working out, or when I was at a party filled with horny chicks. She wanted to bang. Usually, I would have gone up to her and chatted her up a little bit before asking if she wanted to see something cool in a nearby bathroom stall. But that day was different. I had Lucy on my mind and I wanted to keep her on my mind.


CHAPTER VII

It was later that afternoon when I got a knock at my dorm room door. I opened it up to see a girl standing on the other side. I didn’t recognize the girl, and I assumed it was just some chick looking for a quick booty call. I looked her up and down—she was kind of cute but nothing special—and then I asked, “What’s up?” I’d had strangers come to my door looking to fuck before. Some girls, after hearing about my special endowment, just can’t help themselves. And it’s easy for girls—nine times out of ten they just have to ask, ‘Do you want to fuck?’ A man can’t do that—unless that man has a notoriously large cock.

“You’re the guy that’s been harassing Lucy, right?” she said. She said it with a curiously straight face. I hadn’t been harassing her—I’d been persistent. Some girls find that romantic.

“I wouldn’t use those words,” I said.

“Well she asked me to tell you that she’s not going to be at The Den tomorrow night. She told me to tell you to make other plans.”

“Well you can tell her that I’ll be at The Den tomorrow night and she’s going to meet me there—and she already knows it. Sorry your time has been wasted—that last part was for you, not her.”

She forced a smile and stared into my eyes. “I’m trying to remember your name,” she said.

“It’s Paul, nice to meet you,” I said.

“Paul, right. Well, Paul, I don’t know how to tell you this, but I don’t think you can handle her. She’s not like other girls.”

“No, she probably can’t handle me. But I’m going to leave that up to her to find out,” I said.

“You really have no clue, do you?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Lucy is trans. She’s pre-op.”

My heart stuttered. “What?” I said before the lump formed in my throat. Was she being serious? Or was this just another little test being hurled in my direction—a lie to throw me off of my game? “No she’s not.”

“Yes, she is. I’m surprised no one has told you yet. She’s been with probably half of the girls in the school, and maybe a quarter of the guys. It’s not like a giant secret or anything.”

My ears were ringing. Had I seriously been hitting on a transgender for the better half of the past week? My stomach turned. It couldn’t be true. She was too pretty—too petite and too cute to be a man. It must have just been another test. “Just tell her to be at The Den tomorrow night.”

Her friend shrugged her shoulders and then wandered off, leaving me with a pit of anxiety in my stomach. Naturally, I started shooting off some text messages. I got a response from one of my classmates—a gay guy named Chad. “Oh, she’s trans alright,” he replied.

I didn’t know how to respond. It was ten minutes later when I finally sent back a single word: “Seriously?”

“Yeah, and she’s big and she likes it on top. I’ve taken a lot before but I’ve never taken anything like that.” I wasn’t even sure what that meant. Did he mean that she had a big cock? That it was even too overwhelming for a guy who had experience taking it in the ass?

Was it really true? Why would Chad lie to me? And if she apparently had such a notorious reputation, why hadn’t I heard about it before?

Only one thing was clear: I couldn’t go through with that date anymore.

But there was a problem: word had already gotten out that I was interested. It was the next morning, while I was in line for a breakfast sandwich, when someone tapped me on the shoulder and said, “I hear you’re going on a date with Lucy.” I didn’t know who the person was or how they’d heard.

“Are you a friend of hers?” I asked.

He shook his head. “No,” he said.

And it wasn’t just him. I was getting looks from strangers everywhere I went on that campus. I caught a number of groups giggling as they looked my way. One woman even came up to me and said, “Good luck—you’re going to need it.” I asked if she was a friend of Lucy’s and she just said, “Something like that.” I wasn’t sure what that even meant. It’s amazing how quickly a rumour can spread.

A possibility occurred to me that sent a chill down my spine: what if Lucy shows up for the date? Am I just going to stand her up? And how quickly would the whole school find out about that, the way they managed to find out that I’d asked her out on a date? Everyone already knew that I’d asked a transgender chick out on a date—that piece of my dignity was already gone. But what would happen if everyone found out that I stood her up? Then I would be known as the guy who asked out the transgender chick and then stood her up like an asshole…

But what was my other option? Go on the date with her? Be stood up by her? I could handle being stood up by her—in fact, I was starting to think that that would be ideal: I don’t look like an asshole and I don’t have to go through with the date. It was perfect—as long as she didn’t show up. But what would I do if she did show up? Could I really go through with it?

I had no choice. After laying in bed for most of the day, staring up at my ceiling and wondering what the hell I’d gotten myself into, I decided it was time to get ready. I dug through my closet and pulled out my best shirt and my best pair of pants. I took a long shower and made sure my hair was perfect.

I just needed to get her to put out—I didn’t need to actually go through with it. As soon as I had her in the bedroom, ready and willing, I could turn around and say, ‘Actually, never mind.’ But I had to get her into the bedroom—I’d never failed to get a girl into my bedroom before. I couldn’t live with knowing that I’d been rejected by a girl before, especially a transgender girl who had a surprising reputation for getting with nearly half of the school.

All done up, I found myself standing outside of The Den, waiting for my date. There were other people standing nearby, looking my way. I had a feeling that they were just there to see if I would really go through with it, or to see if I would be stood up. I tried not to look at them.

My heart was pounding and my head was spinning. I started to reconsider the whole thing. I wished I had a time machine and I could go back and never talk to Lucy, even though she was pretty and sexy and challenging and just about everything I could have wanted in a girl. Had I known about her biological reality, I would have stayed far, far away. I wouldn’t have ended up standing in front of—

She showed up, and she was stunning. She was walking towards me in a little red dress that hugged her small, fit body tightly. Her eyes were stunning and her hair was done up in a stylish loose bun. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of her.


CHAPTER VIII

The first thing she said to me was, “I was hoping you wouldn’t show up.”

“Why won’t you just admit that you want to sleep with me? We can even skip the whole date and go right up to my room,” I said.

She gave me that smirk that was apparently so characteristic. “Let’s just get this little rendezvous over with.” She turned and walked into the campus bar, heading towards a back corner where she would be seen by as few of her fellow classmates as possible.

She was putting on a good act, pretending like she didn’t want to be there, but it was just that: an act. I could see right through it. I mean, she showed up for the date, didn’t she? It’s not like she had to—it’s not like anyone was holding a gun to her head and saying, ‘Go on the date or I’ll shoot!’ She showed up for something. Unlike me, she didn’t have some reputation to live up to, or some dignity to save. She was there willingly—she wanted to see my dorm room and she wanted to play with my cock. And who could blame her?

We started by ordering a few drinks. She claimed she wasn’t hungry and didn’t have a lot of time before she had other arrangements, but I knew she was lying. I went ahead and ordered a large plate of nachos for us to share. She had a few bites. And when I went to the bathroom and came back, I noticed there were a few more bites missing, as if she didn’t want me to see her eating.

She was too committed to playing hard to get, as if she had something to prove. Maybe she knew about my reputation and she wanted to be known as the one girl who was strong enough to resist. Or maybe she was just scared of my giant cock. Maybe it was intimidating to her and she was just putting up defenses. “Why do you keep staring at me?” she asked.

“Because you’re cute and I don’t believe what everyone keeps saying,” I said.

“And what does everyone keep saying?” she asked, leaning her head onto one of her hands. She really was cute. Her eyes were so big and bright, and her cleavage was to die for.

“They say that you’re a dude.”

She shook her head and laughed. “I’m not a dude.”

“I didn’t think so,” I said, feeling somewhat relieved but still confused.

“But I used to be,” she said, that smirk growing bigger. My heart skipped a beat before launching off into a frenzy. I took a breath and I shrugged my shoulders.

“So it’s true then. I also heard that you like to be on top—is that true, too?” I said, trying to play it cool, trying to pretend like I didn’t really care one way or another.

“I would be the bottom more often, but as soon as people get my pants off, they go submissive. I guess it’s just a charm or something.” She still had that smile on. She seemed to think it was really funny, and it only made me more confused. Was she lying to screw with me or was she being serious?

“I’m sure one you see what I’ve got, you’ll be down on your knees, begging for it,” I said.

“I’ve seen what you’ve got, and to be honest, I’m not that impressed.”

A vein twitched in my head. “You’ve seen me soft. Wait until you see me hard.”

“I’ve got a pretty good idea.”

“I’m sure that you don’t,” I said. I could feel the redness entering my face. She knew how to push my buttons and she was pushing them hard. It really was all a big joke to her, but it wouldn’t be once we were up in my room, which was only a few steps away from that campus bar.

“Please tell me you have something else going for you, other than an above-average dick…” She ate another chip, taking small bites as she continued to stare into my eyes, teasing me.

“It’s more than above-average,” I said.

“So no, is what you’re saying…” Her smile grew. “Do you have talents? Remarkable grades? Are you at least funny? Do you know any jokes? Tell me a joke,” she said.

“I’m not much of a comedian,” I said. I had jokes but I couldn’t think of them in my flustered state.

“So just the sort-of big dick then. Have you thought about doing porn? I’m sure you could get into some amateur stuff.”

“You’re really funny. Have you thought about doing stand-up?” I asked.

“I’m not a very funny person—you’re just easy material,” she said.

“So what’s your big talent? You want to make fun of me? Are you a straight-A student or what?”

She looked away from me, her cheeks turning a shade of crimson. I’d caught her in her hypocrisy. She was just as bad as me—riding through life on gifted charisma and attractiveness. So maybe we weren’t so different.

“Anything?” I said.

“Let me ask you a question: how much have you heard about me? Tell me everything,” she said. Her smirk came back, but this time there was a bit of resentment with it.

“I’ve heard that you’ve gotten around, men and women. I’ve heard that you’re trans, but you already knew that. And I’ve heard that you like it on top—that’s about it.”

“You haven’t heard anything else? Nothing?”

“Nothing.”

“And can I ask you another question?” she said, leaning over the table.

“Shoot,” I said.

She bit her bottom lip. “Do you honestly think you can handle me?”

I smiled. “I could ask you the same question.”

“I know I can handle you—stop dodging the question.”

“Can I handle you?” I said. “Definitely.”

“Then let’s go. You can prove it to me.” She stood up and grabbed her purse. My heart stammered. Was I seriously agreeing to go up to my bedroom with a transgender chick? And what was I going to do once we were up there? Tell her to leave? My original plan was to get her to agree to fuck and then ditch her, but I couldn’t just stop there now—I had a point to prove. If I tell her to buzz off, she will assume that I can’t handle her, and then she wins. I couldn’t let her win. I had to go through with it…


CHAPTER IX

There we stood, in my dorm room, with the door closed. She didn’t waste any time. She turned her back to me and lifted off her dress, leaving her in just her bra and panties. She walked over to my mirror and checked herself out, making sure her makeup was untouched and her hair was perfect. “Well,” she said without turning around. “Get undressed and let’s get this over with.”

I could only see her back. From behind, she was sexy: petite with perfect curves and a perky ass. She was leaning forward slightly as she primped up her hair with her fingers. Her legs were beautifully smooth. She was perfect in every way that I could tell—but I knew there was more to the story. I knew there was a piece of her that I couldn’t see, that I didn’t want to see. And how was I going to go through with fucking her with that piece of her there? Could I just ignore it?

I took a deep breath and started to undress. I carefully tossed my short aside and then started to work away at my belt. I was nervous, even though she’s already seen me naked before. I’d never been nervous like that before with a girl. But why did I care? It’s not like I actually wanted things to work out between us. It’s not like I could actually have a committed relationship with a transgender girl.

Or could I? Was it really such a crazy idea? It’s not like she looked like a boy. It’s not like she sounded or dressed like a dude. She was hot, and she looked stunning in a dress. At that campus bar, she got more looks than I got when I worked out at the gym.

After another deep breath, I slipped down my underwear, letting them fall to my feet. “Alright, let’s do this,” I said. I looked down to make sure everything was in order. My cock was curved slightly to my left, still flaccid and nervous but ready for whatever life was about to throw at it.

She turned around and I saw it immediately: her bulge. It was stuffed firmly into her panties, wrapping around her thigh so it wouldn’t fall out. It was massive. Once my heart started beating again, I assumed I was looking at a joke: a fake cock stuffed into her panties as a gag. I was waiting for the big ‘gotcha’ moment, but it didn’t come. She took her panties and with a single tug, she pulled them down to her knees, letting her long snake fall free. It was real: and it was gigantic.

Her cock was bigger than mine. I felt my face turn pale. This whole time: she was the one with the bigger cock. She was the reason so many girls looked at my rod and giggled when I said that I was the biggest they would ever see. My God—the biggest on campus didn’t even belong to a man; it belonged to a petite strawberry blonde.

She was smirking. “What’s wrong? Worried you can’t handle it?” she said.

“Is—Is it real?” I said, my jaw trembling slightly. My palms were sweaty and there was a damp coolness on the back of my neck.

She giggled. “Is it real? It’s real. It’s eleven inches of real,” she said.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It really was real. She wrapped her fingers around it and pulled her foreskin back gently, revealing the redness of her bulbous tip. I could see her veins throbbing. It watched as it twitched slightly while hanging in the air.

And I found myself at a loss for words, completely mesmerized. My mind was blank, swirling fast. I couldn’t even remember what I was in that room to do—what I was trying to prove. And I couldn’t look away. “Can—Can I touch it?” I asked.

She smiled. “You’re going to have to at some point,” she said. She walked towards me, holding it up so it wouldn’t bounce uncomfortably as she moved. She held it up for me, and I took it. I couldn’t believe what I was holding: an eleven-inch cock. And I was really touching it, really stroking it—and really obsessed with it.

But it made no sense: I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like cocks. I didn’t like men. But this was different. I didn’t feel like I was with a man. I didn’t feel like I was holding a man’s cock. She was all woman.

Was this how women felt when they were around me? When I watched as a woman’s legs went weak—was Lucy watching the same thing now as held her member? When I’d heard that she’d fucked half the girls in the school and a quarter of the boys, I didn’t believe it—I didn’t believe so many straight men could surrender to a cock like that—but now I believed it. Now I understood it, even though I wasn’t sure why I understood it.

I stroked her and watched as she got harder and harder. Her cock rose up, growing bigger, standing so tall that her tip was resting between her breasts. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was so mesmerized, I hadn’t even noticed my own cock was throbbing, having grown harder than it had ever been before. I took my cock and pressed it up to hers, holding them together to compare our sizes. She really was bigger than me by a full two inches.

“Still think you can handle it?” she asked with a big grin.

I just nodded my head. I didn’t really know if I could handle it, but I knew I wanted it.

“Then get it nice and wet for me, Paulie,” she said, pushing down on my shoulders. I dropped to my knees and started to suck. I didn’t even hesitate. I didn’t even stop to think: am I really going to suck a cock? I just shoved her tip right into my mouth and I started to suck, pumping her length with both of my hands. Her fingers nestled into my hair and she moaned gently.

I still couldn’t quite believe that it was real. I was still waiting to be woken up—to find out the whole thing was just a dream. It felt like a dream: the way you find yourself in strange places in dreams, but you don’t know how you got to them. Now, I couldn’t seem to remember how I’d gotten into my dorm room with a well-hung beauty. I couldn’t seem to remember how I’d been roped into sucking her cock. But there I was—and it wasn’t a dream.

I got her rock-hard, throbbing mercilessly. I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum on my lips when I surfaced for a breath of air. “Time to prove yourself,” she said. “Lay down on the bed.”

I followed her command like the submissive fuck toy that I’d become. I put my back down on the bed and I spread my legs. She climbed up and slapped her big cock down on my stomach, reminding me how big she was. I looked down, seeing the tip of her cock touching my sternum. There was no way that was going to fit in my ass! She was right: I don’t think I could handle her. But I couldn’t chicken out now—I had to go through with it. I had to prove myself, even though I wasn’t sure what I was even proving anymore.

I took a deep breath. She slid her cock down until her tip was pressing up against my tight hole. “Get ready,” she said with a big grin. I closed my eyes and took yet another deep breath. And then I felt her pushing in. I tensed up. “You need to relax, baby,” she said, so I took another deep breath. It took a moment, but my muscles finally relaxed.


CHAPTER X

She started sliding in. I’d never been penetrated before—well, once by a girl’s finger while we were fucking, but nothing like this. Her cock was as thick as her wrist—maybe thicker even. She was merciless, sliding in deeper and deeper, pushing past my clenching. I could feel every inch of that massive member. I could feel her throbbing deep inside of my body. I wasn’t even sure which part of my body she was in anymore. I could feel her somewhere near my lungs. I wanted to tell her to stop, that she was deep enough, but I didn’t want her to think that I couldn’t handle her. So I let her continue.

“Still okay, Paulie?” she asked.

I just nodded my head, biting down on my tongue. It didn’t hurt—it just felt strange, like I was being stuffed for a Thanksgiving feast. I tried to control my breathing but I was a panting mess.

“Here we go,” she said with a grin in her voice. I couldn’t open my eyes to see that grin.

She began to thrust—slowly at first—pulling her long shaft out and then plunging it down. I was clenching hard at first, trying to stop her from pushing through to my throat. But after a few thrusts, I started to relax. And once I was relaxed, she started to pump faster. I couldn’t believe it: I was actually taking her whole massive cock. I looked up into her eyes. They were shining bright. She had a smile on her face. “You’re so tight,” she said.

“You’re so big,” I managed to say between bursts of unexpected euphoria. There was something her cock was sliding against—maybe my prostate, maybe something else—that was sending jolts of ecstasy through my veins. My arms and legs were going numb. I felt like a tiny blow up Chihuahua being fucking by a Great Dane.

“I’ve never gotten the whole thing into anyone before,” she said. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel about the comment, but I ended up smiling. I felt like I was proving myself, even though it wasn’t what I’d set out to prove when I first started trying to woo her.

While she plunged me, she picked up my throbbing erection and started to pump it. “You’re not so small yourself,” she said. It felt especially good when she cupped my tip and massaged it.

“Oh God, don’t stop,” I said. I looked down and watched as her third leg plunged up and down my pelvic horizon. I was really being stuffed by the biggest cock on campus. I looked up and watched as her perfect tits bounced with every penetration. She was holding my hips firmly, so I wouldn’t slide away from her, so she could ensure that she was getting all of herself inside of me. “Please don’t stop,” I said.

“Shit, you’re going to make me come,” she said. But I wasn’t ready for her to come. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted her to keep pumping me all night long, until I passed out from exhaustion. Why did it have to end?

The pulses of euphoria became stronger and stronger. I started to feel my body trembling, my knees buckling as I clutched my bed sheets. I started to moan and then I started to scream and then I felt a warm, wet sensation on my chest. I looked down: I was coming on myself.

“Oh fuck,” she said, staring down at my coming dick. Her cheeks turned a bright red colour and her body shuddered. Then I felt it: her hot load blasting inside of me. She was coming. A transgendered beauty was coming deep in my asshole, somewhere in my mid-section.

“Oh God, that feels good,” I moaned. I was sad that it was the end of our romp, but I was ecstatic that it happened, that I proved to Lucy that I really could handle her.

With a big smile on her face, she fell down next to me, her long snake slipping out of my butthole. It took a minute for her hot load to dribble all the way down to my anus. I let it pour out of me, too exhausted to move. “That was amazing,” she said between heavy breaths.

“Yeah,” I said. I was still covered in my own cum.

“You really took the whole thing,” she said.

“I told you,” I said.

“I didn’t even think it was possible,” she said, looking over at me with a big smile.

She spent the night, and by Monday, the whole school knew about it—which was funny seeing as I didn’t tell anyone, and she claimed that she hadn’t told anyone. I guess her roommate noticed she didn’t come back that night, and my neighbours probably heard all the moaning and screaming—that night and the morning after when we went for round two. Or maybe people saw that I could hardly walk that weekend, my bum still sore from her pounding.

There were a few snickers—all expected—but I didn’t care. I didn’t even care that just about everyone on campus knew that I wasn’t the biggest anymore. I didn’t care to be the biggest anymore—I was just happy to be the only one who got to be with the biggest. Because after that night it was obvious to both of us: we weren’t meant to be together. Neither of us had much going for us besides our charisma and our special endowments, but we had each other, and that was more than enough.

THE END
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