
        
            
                
            
        

    
CRAVING HIS SIZE

By Brandi Black


"I
 dare you to..." Megan's eyes were wild. I gulped as she paused, teasing me. This was my moment.


"Sneak into Austin's house," she said, with a wicked twinkle in her eye. "And to prove you were there, I want you to steal a pair of his boxers."


"No way!" I shoved her and she instinctively put her hand over her glass of wine, trying not to spill it. "That's terrifying!"


Megan knew I'd had a wild crush on Austin ever since he moved in next door — he was a thirty-two year-old graduate law student, ten years older than us, but he had money behind him so he barely cared about his course. He was known for his thick luscious hair, his swanky luxury car and rumours about the size of his manhood. His dad was also one of the fiercest lawyers in the state — what was she thinking, daring me to commit a crime when he could actually get me arrested?


"If you don't do it, I'll tell him you want to fuck him," Megan said, picking up her phone.


"Don't! I stood up and placed my wine on her coffee table. "Fine, I'll go. What if I get caught?"


Megan shrugged. "As if he'll care! He loves women and you're super hot."


I wasn't so sure — he'd never shown any interest in me. But then again, I could see my reflection in the mirror hanging over the back of our door. I'd been working out a lot, eating salads almost every day, and it was starting to pay off. My miniskirt hung in a really flattering way, showing off my hips, and my tight tank top looked like it was made especially for my body.


"I've never broken into a house before," I moaned. "Where would I even start?"


"Well, it looks like he's home," Megan said, glancing out her window to a light that glowed in the next building, "so why don't you start with the doors?"


The idea was terrifying — but then again, Megan had called our professor pretending to be his mistress, climbed up the outside of our building and swam naked at the beach near the campus, so I felt like there was no way I could turn this down.


Besides, even though I didn't want to admit it out loud, the idea of touching his underwear sent a wild thrill down my spine. I was far too timid to actually ask him out, but maybe his boxers would give me some kind of proof the rumours were true — perhaps they'd be stretched and misshapen from the pressure of containing his giant bulge!





OUR CAMPUS WAS BUILT like a miniature suburb, with small two-storey houses separated by fences that were strung with washing lines. Getting to Austin's house was as easy as skirting around the fence and tiptoeing over the lawn. Megan hid in the shadows outside her house while I crept up the dark path to Austin's front door.


There wasn't any sound coming from the house. I pressed my ear to the door to make sure, but it seemed like the front rooms were unoccupied. I held my breath as I touched the door handle and glanced back at Megan, who nodded, urging me to go inside.


It was now or never.


I eased the door open — thankfully, it didn't squeak. As expected, the living room was dark and empty, although I could hear the murmur of voices somewhere else in the house.


My heart thudded.


The layout was the same as the house Megan and I lived in, but Austin had arranged the furniture differently. I crept slowly, trying not to stumble into anything, my arms outstretched, searching for the banister. The bedrooms were upstairs — thankfully, the stairs were carpeted so I tiptoed up them, hoping they wouldn't squeak, freezing every time I thought I heard movement.


The voices became louder, although I still couldn't make out what they were saying. It sounded like Austin was with a woman — the other voice was unmistakably female. There was a strip of light glowing under a door and my heart sank — it must have been his bedroom. I'd never be able to get his underwear if they were in there!


I knew I should leave, maybe grab a pair of boxers out of the laundry downstairs, but something about the way they spoke made me want to hear more. It didn't sound like an ordinary conversation — their voices were low and intimate, their words punctuated by giggles and silence. I crept closer to the door, holding my breath, trying to hear what they were saying.


There was more giggling, then the woman let out a deep moan.


"Oh Austin," she murmured. "It really is as big as I've heard people say."


"People?" Austin's low and masculine voice carried through the door. "Who's been talking about my dick?"


"Only everybody."


There was silence for a while and I longed to have a peep-hole so I could see what was going on. Were they kissing? Was she stroking his as-big-as-they-sayit-is cock or taking it in her mouth? My pussy tingled as my imagination ran through the possibilities, and even though I didn't know what she looked like, in my fantasies she looked just like me: the same green eyes, the same upturned nose, long dark hair that framed her face as she sucked his cock.


"Mmmm," Austin moaned. "Don't stop."


I imagined his long thick rod, pink at the tip from being so engorged, slick and slimy from her saliva. My pussy throbbed, begging to be touched, and I reached between my legs, easing my skirt up, trying to move as low and silent as possible.


My clit sizzled with pleasure as I touched it through my underwear.


Their breathing became heavier and her moans more rhythmic — they were fucking now, I could tell, and I imagined his fat cock sliding in and out of her sopping slit.


Were they doing it without protection? My pussy gushed with excitement. The idea of their juices mingling inside her, dripping out as their intensity increased, made my fingers frantic. I moaned and fell against the door with a soft thud.


Had they heard me?


I stayed statue-still, my eyes like saucers, alert for the sound of footsteps.


But they mustn't have heard me — their fucking continued, their moans growing louder, both of them oblivious to everything but their pleasure. My fingers moved faster, almost outside of my control now, as my orgasm built at the same time as theirs.


My knees began to tremble and I fought to control them, but visions of Austin plunging his giant cock inside the woman made my body hyper-responsive — there was no way I could stop now. My breathing grew ragged as an orgasm began to swell inside me. My pussy ached and clenched, begging for a cock to milk, as the woman inside the room began to come.


"Fuck me harder," she shouted.


I couldn't hold back now. My body was on its own trajectory as her moans turned to high-pitched screams. My pussy spasmed and filled me with waves of intense pleasure and I bit my lower lip in an effort to stop myself moaning even louder. I fell against the door and realized how satisfyingly cool it was against my cheek. I touched my face — I was sweating! My breath was ragged and I struggled to slow it down.


I was so absorbed in my own sensations that I wasn't listening to Austin or the girl, so when the door opened, I almost fell through it. I stumbled and snatched my hand out of my skirt, and came face-to-face with Austin.


Naked Austin.


His erection was softening, but he stood there with his hands on his hips, looking shocked.


"What the hell?"


The woman was still in bed and pulled the covers over her body, only half-covering one breast.


She did look a lot like me, I realized through my shock, but with lighter hair.


"I-I-"


I looked from Austin to the woman, unable to even think, let alone speak. My body was still too busy feeling horny, and I didn't want to admit why I was there.


There was only one thing I could do: turn around and run.





"TELL ME AGAIN," Megan begged for the hundredth time as we walked to class the next day. "Don't leave out a single detail."


I sighed. "Do I have to?"


It was all I could do not to fall into the ground and shrivel up with shame. I felt awful, like I'd ruined someone's life — and I supposed I probably had.


My own.


Assuming I'd had a chance with him to begin with, I'd probably lost it by breaking into his house. He probably thought I was a thief now, or perhaps a creepy stalker. Definitely not someone that he'd want to throw on his bed and fuck endlessly.


I recounted the story again, knowing that she'd gleefully retell it at every party she went to, probably embellishing the details.


But instead, she stood with her hands on her hips, a skeptical look on her face.


"I don't think I believe you," Megan said. "I've been thinking about it, and there's no way you did that."


I stared at her in shock. "Why would I lie?"


Megan shrugged. "Because as soon as you got inside the front door, you chickened out and invented that story because you knew I wouldn't let you live it down."


"I did not!" I kicked a pebble and it skittered across the grass. "How could you even think that?"


"You didn't get his boxers," Megan said. "You were supposed to bring them back as proof you were actually there."


"How could I grab his boxers," I argued, "when he was naked and staring at me?"


"I dunno." Megan stopped walking, a sly look on her face. "Why don't you ask him?"


My heart leapt to my throat as I followed her gaze and saw him leaning against one of the buildings, talking to someone with his trademark nonchalance.


"Please don't," I begged, grabbing her arm to pull her back.


"If it's true, you've got nothing to worry about," she said, tossing her hair over her shoulder.


"Oh, only my dignity and pride," I said, "And if word gets out, maybe my entire sex life." I was stuck — l wanted to run away, but I didn't want him to think it was something I always did.


Besides, he'd already seen me.


His eyes grew wide and he jolted upright. He began to walk towards us and Megan waved and smiled.


"Hi Austin!"


I could feel my face growing red and every muscle in my body was preparing me to sprint across campus. I forced myself to stand still and smile, as though I hadn't been busted spying on him only twelve hours before.


"You can't bail on me this time," Megan whispered. And then a smile slid over her face as she realized how to back me into. Corner. "I dare you to prove you're not lying."


Checkmate.


"Are you serious?" He was still ten feet away — I could get away with pretending I hadn't seen him, right?


"You heard me," she said, an evil grin playing on her lips. "I want you to prove that you're not lying, while I'm here to see it."


“You're crazy," I argued. "He's the last person I want to speak to — I broke into his house, remember!"


Megan shrugged. "Did you though?"


He was so close now there was no way I could disappear. Megan gave me a gentle shove in his direction.


"Hi," he said.


God, his eyes were blue.


"Hi," I repeated, losing myself in their electric field. I'd fantasied about moments like this so many times — in those fantasies, I was unflappable and he was suave and charming. We flirted in dozens of imaginary scenarios before he took me to his car and fucked me on the back seat.


None of those scenarios involved him frowning at me like I was a criminal he was about to prosecute.


Megan cleared her throat and elbowed me in the back. I stepped forward to avoid her and brushed against Austin's arm.


"So — " He ground his heel into the cement and swayed closer, like he was dancing. "You're the chick who broke into my house last night."


There was no way around it — I had to admit it was me. "Yeah."


I braced myself, waiting for his inner lawyer to come out. But instead, Austin cocked his head to the side, looking like the whole situation amused him.


"Why?"


I glanced back at Megan — she had a ridiculous grin on her face, like this was all playing out exactly the way she'd wanted it to.


"Because she wants to fuck you," Megan blurted out, just as I was about to mention the dare.


I glared at her. What was she doing?


"My friend," I said, gesturing to Megan, "dared me to break into your house and steal a pair of your boxers." I couldn't stop my eyes zooming over his groin as I said that. Was there a slight bulge in his jeans?


Austin chuckled. "Well, that all makes more sense."


I was stunned at his reaction. "You're not mad?" If Megan and I had found an intruder in our house, we would have tied them up and called campus security. But Austin pushed his hair back, his face holding its usual expression of carefree nonchalance.


"Nope." He swayed again, brushing my arm more intentionally this time, making the tiny hairs stand on end. "If anything, I think it's kinda hot."


My jaw dropped. Was he serious? "Th — thank you," I stammered.


"No problem," he said, and winked as he turned away. "Oh, and Leanne?"


I felt my cheeks grow hot at hearing him say my name. I hadn't even realized he knew it!


"Yes?" I felt him undressing me with his eyes.


"If you come over tonight, maybe I'll help you settle that dare."


My cheeks blazed and my pussy jolted as he walked away. Did that mean what I thought it did?





AT SIX O'CLOCK, I found myself outside his front door again, but this time I rang the doorbell. My palms were already sweaty — I was so nervous! I'd wanted to fuck him for so long, and now that it was finally going to happen I was almost ready to burst with anticipation.


It didn't take long for the door to swing open — there was Austin, still wearing his jeans and t-shirt from earlier in the day.


"Leanne," he said, flashing his gorgeous smile, making my insides tingle.


"Hi." I couldn't stop myself from giggling. I still couldn't believe this was real, that it was only yesterday that he was our unattainable neighbour.


If I had've known breaking into his house could have led to this moment, I would have done it a long time ago.


He gestured for me to come in and I wandered inside.


"I'd show you around," he said, "but you already know where everything is."


I chuckled apologetically. "Oh yeah," I said. "That."


Now that sunlight illuminated the living room, I could see glimpses of him all over the place, in the black leather couches, the framed car posters on the wall, the half-finished bottle of whiskey on the coffee table.


"Why don't you come upstairs?" Austin leapt up, two at a time, and I followed. He disappeared into his bedroom, and my pussy fluttered with anticipation.


This was it. I'd finally get the chance to see his massive cock!


I'd already started unbuttoning my top as I came around the corner and came face-to-face with him holding out a pair of ironed and folded boxers.


"What's this?" I asked, feeling like a stone was sinking through my abdomen.


"My boxers," Austin said. His eyes traveled over my half-unbuttoned shirt, the glimpse of red bra peeking through, my swollen breasts spilling out over the cups. "I said I'd give them to you."


"Oh!" I clutched my shirt over my chest as my cheeks burned. "I thought — "


"You thought we were gonna fuck?" A playful smile crept over Austin's face.


"Well yeah," I admitted. "Why else would you invite me over?"


"Because I like you." Austin's voice became soft and his eyes dropped to the floor. "l want to fuck you too, but I want more than that."


I was stunned — only a day ago, I didn't even know he knew my name. Now this?


"I've liked you for ages," he said, as he fondled the fabric in his hand, "but I was too nervous to make the first move."


I felt a smile spread over my face. "Me too!"


Austin smiled back. "Well, why don't we have a drink together now?"





HE POURED us both a glass of whiskey and we sat in his living room, sitting with our knees so close I could feel energy passing between us. The more we talked, the more we realized we had in common — and the more we realized we'd both been checking each other out for the past six months.


"Remember when your car broke down?" he said, swishing his whiskey around in his glass. "I was thirty seconds away from running over and helping, but by the time I found my toolbox you'd already got it started."


I remembered that day — I blushed as I realized he'd seen me leaning over my engine in a miniskirt, trying to see what might have come loose.


"Do you remember when you won the mock trial last year?" I asked, as I folded my leg beneath me so it touched his. "My entire class was there, watching. You were incredible."


"Oh yeah," he said, as a look of realization came across his eyes. "You were at the end of the front row, where the jury should have been. Every time I looked at you, I forgot what I was about to say."


"I couldn't tell." From my vantage point, everything he did and said seemed brilliant. Although I'd drifted off a few times, imagining him fucking me on the judge's chair. "But if you liked me so much, why'd you have so many women over?"


Austin looked sheepish. “You'll never believe me."


"Try me." I leaned forward, gazing directly into his azure eyes.


"I kinda thought if I practiced enough, I'd work up the courage to talk to you." Austin glanced at the floor. "You always seemed so unattainable... like you could get any guy you wanted."


I stifled a laugh — I didn't want him to think I was mocking him. But still, the idea that every guy would want me seemed ridiculous.


"Really," he said, his voice deeper. "I don't think you realize how attractive you are."


Our eyes met, and we gazed at each other as our bodies pulled together like magnets. He pressed his lips against mine — they were soft and pillow-like, parting gently so his tongue could venture into my mouth. I placed my drink down and kissed him, my mouth massaging his, his arms around my back.


This was everything I ever wanted, and it felt even better than I imagined.


Energy flared through me, making me feel extra alive, like every part of my body was connected to my lips.


Especially my pussy.


It spasmed, yearning for his touch as his lips grazed mine. I leaned against him, feeling the hot rod of his erection press against my stomach. I gasped as I realized how big it was — I felt like it would fill my entire abdomen, all the way up to my chest.


But still, I was up for the challenge. More than up for


I felt my panties grow wet as I closed my hand over that massive cock through his jeans. I could feel it straining against the fabric, yearning to be freed. It only took one tug of the zipper for it to spring out, forcing its way out of its cage.


Austin moaned as I stroked the silky skin, the thick pink head.


"That woman the other day," I said as I caressed the shaft and brushed my fingers lightly over his balls, "Did she suck you off?"


Austin nodded. "Yeah, she did."


I liked it that he didn't lie to me. As a reward, I lowered my head and circled my tongue around the head, licking the pre-cum off like melting ice-cream. He tasted salty yet delicious, and I stretched my lips over the smooth head, preparing to take him in my mouth.


Would he even fit? I gave my jaw a moment to adjust to opening so wide as he reached for my pussy. My mouth sank over his fat cock, drawing it to the back of my throat, and it wasn't even all the way in. I closed my fist over the rest of his length, feeling it throb in my palm as I began pumping my mouth over the tip.


Meanwhile, he'd reached up my skirt and was tugging at my underwear, pulling it aside, reaching for my wet flesh. His fingers brushed over my swollen clit and labia, making me tingle.


"I want to taste you too," he moaned, as he pressed a finger inside me. I was so wet already that it slid in easily, making me arch my back and take him further inside my mouth.


I couldn't answer with his cock filling my throat, so I pulled away, leaving it glistening with my saliva. Fuck, I wanted it inside me. Just seeing it there, thick and ready and already lubed up, made me want to climb on top of him and ride him until we both burst with pleasure.


But instead, he clawed my panties off and pushed me back on the couch, pulling my legs apart, exposing my swollen folds.


"I bet you taste delicious," he murmured, before flicking his hot tongue over my clit.


An involuntary moan escaped my lips as he did it again. He was watching me over my pubic mound, enjoying my pleasure as he stroked his finger over my gaping pussy.


"Don't stop," I begged. "I need you inside me."


Austin grinned as he buried his face in my pussy, flicking his tongue as fast as my vibrator, his stubble grazing my wet thighs as he moved. His finger probed my opening, sliding inside me, venturing into the depths of my pussy.


"Can you take another one?" he asked, his breath hot on my skin.


I nodded — and then, realizing he couldn't see me, moaned in agreement. Austin responded by sliding another digit in with the first, twisting them as he licked, stretching me as he pulled them apart, preparing me for his cock.


I felt an orgasm building inside me like an approaching thunderstorm — and Austin seemed to feel it because he licked faster, his tongue whirring on my clit with the perfect amount of pressure to fill me with euphoria.


And then I felt him tease the puckered entrance of my asshole with a wet finger. Nobody had ever done that before — not the random guys I'd picked up at the uni bar or the boyfriend who seemed scared of venturing beyond vanilla sex. I moaned with pleasure as my back arched and my dripping juices provided enough lubrication for him to slide his finger inside my back passage.


I could feel all three of his fingers inside me, working together with only a thin layer of skin between them. A flurry of sensations burst through me and I reached for his cock, my fingers grasping his shirt instead. The muscles in his shoulders flexed as he burrowed his face harder against my clit, working overtime to make me come.


I was powerless to resist.


My body convulsed as sparks of pleasure shot through me, bursting like fireworks out of my pussy and into every part of my body. All that tension that had been building for six months finally spilled out, making me convulse, leaving me a trembling wet mess.


Austin sat up and wiped my juices off his jaw.


"Did you like that?"


"Yuh." It was all I was capable of saying. My eyes rolled back in my head and I lay still, trying to regain my focus as my breathing began to slow. "Where did you learn that?"


Austin shrugged. "Practice." He winked. "Lots of it."


He climbed over me so we were face-to-face. His wet cock nudged my tank top, pulling it up, and his fingers pulled at my skirt. I kissed him hungrily, pulling him against me, wanting him to fill me completely.


"Are you ready for me?" He murmured, making his cock pulse against my stomach.


I'd never been more ready in my life. I sat up and peeled my top off, but before I'd pulled it over my head, Austin pulled my bra down and swirled his tongue around my stiff nipple.


I groaned with pleasure as he squeezed my tit, rolling his tongue around my areola, tugging my bra until my breast popped out completely. He unclasped the bra with his free hand and I let the straps fall down my shoulders as he sucked my nipple, sending shocks of pleasure through my body.


It felt like magic. Especially when I realized that I was naked now, except for the flimsy skirt that had bunched up around my waist.


Austin scrunched his jeans down his legs and kicked them off, then peeled off his shirt. He was naked now, his cock bobbing freely like an extra limb, still wet and straining to fuck me.


He leaned over me, angling it between my legs.


"Are you sure?" he said, as he increased the pressure, letting me feel its massive size press into my entrance that surely wasn't big enough.


I nodded. I wanted him more than anything, even if he might not fit inside me. Austin increased the pressure more, his shoulders trembling from the effort of holding himself back, and watched me wince as he slid inside me.


"Is it in?" I asked, feeling like this wasn't so bad. I could feel him stretching me but still, it felt like something my body could get used to.


"That's just the tip," he said, as sweats beaded on his forehead. He kissed me, hard, as he lowered himself further, easing himself inside me as my body stretched to accommodate him. I felt like I was being ripped open, but in the best way possible — my body ached with pleasure and pain as he ventured further in, stretching me until I felt I'd been filled to maximum capacity.


"How does that feel?" he whispered into my ear, his breath hot on my earlobe.


"Incredible," I gasped. Now that my body was beginning to relax, it felt like nothing I'd ever experienced before — my pussy wanted to clench around it but couldn't, and the sensation drove me wild. Austin started thrusting, slowly at first, then becoming faster as I adjusted to his size.


I grabbed his hips as the intense bursts of pleasure took me by surprise. He rocked in and out of me, plunging in as far as he could, stretching me, then drawing almost all the way out. His thrusts became faster and he buried his cock inside me, further and further, until my clit ground against him and I cried out with pleasure.


How had the other woman kept so quiet? There were so many sensations running through me at once that I couldn't hold myself back. I moaned and gasped and he grinned at my reaction, his eyes flaring with excitement as he fucked me harder and harder, making my breasts bounce.


My pussy contracted uselessly, trying to pull him deeper, although he was already slamming against my cervix. His cock filled me completely and he grunted as I squeezed his arms, absorbed by the orgasm swelling deep inside my body.


I howled with pleasure as it burst like a growing wave, overtaking me as my body convulsed and my muscles spasmed. A warm bliss spread through me and I lay back, feeling my pussy quiver as the orgasm subsided.


Austin fell over me, breathing as heavily as me. My lips found his and our tongues danced, sharing our moment of ecstasy.


"Shit," he panted, "I didn't mean to do that."


"What do you mean?" I asked, but the warm sensation of liquid dribbling out of my pussy told me everything I needed to know. "Did you come inside me?"


Austin nodded, looking ashamed. "I was going to pull out, but you're so tight — I couldn't hold back."


My mind reeled. I sat up on my elbows and stared down at the glob of white fluid on the couch where my pussy had been. "What if...?"


"I love you, Leanne," he said. "And I'll stay with you no matter what."


Something inside me melted, and I pulled him into a sweaty hug.


"I love you too," I murmured into his hair.





AND THAT'S EXACTLY What happened.


When I arrived home the next morning with messy sex hair and Austin's boxers, Megan immediately knew what had happened.


"I'm so happy for you," she exclaimed, pulling me into a hug. "I knew if you just had a nudge, you'd get there."


"You planned this all along?" I said, shocked that she'd orchestrate something so elaborate.


"I just nudged you out of the nest," she said, looking proud of herself. "You were the one who flew."


She begged me to tell her all the details and when I mentioned he said he loved me, she spat out half a mouthful of coffee.


But there was one part I kept to myself. Every time I thought about the possibility of carrying Austin's baby, I felt my body glow with anticipation, like it already knew what would happen. I didn't mention it to Megan, of course, in case she tried to talk me out of it — I already knew I wanted it.


Sure enough, six weeks later, a test confirmed my suspicions — I was pregnant. I stood in the bathroom, tears of joy streaming down my face as I texted Austin: come over. I've got wonderful news!
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